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JOHN  STUART  MILL 

(1806-1873) 

BY  RICHARD  T.  ELY 

!he  life  of  John  Stuart  Mill  is  in  several  particulars  one  of  the 
most  remarkable  of  which  we  have  any  record ;  and  it  can 
scarcely  be  an  exaggeration  to  call  his  Autobiography — in 
which  we  find  presented  in  simple,  straightforward  style  the  main 
features  of  his  life  —  a  wonderful  book.  Heredity,  environment,  and 
education  are  the  principal  forces  working  upon  our  original  powers 
and  making  us  what  we  become.  It  may  be  said  that  John  Stuart 
Mill  was  favored  with  respect  to  each  one  of  these  three  forces.  His 
father  was  a  philosopher  and  historian  of  merit  and  repute.  His  envi- 
ronment naturally  brought  him  into  close  relations  with  the  most 
distinguished  men  of  his  day,  even  in  early  youth;  and  his  education, 
conducted  by  his  father,  was  an  experiment  both  unique  and  mar- 
velous. 

John  Stuart  Mill  was  born  in  London,  May  20th,  1806.  His  father, 
James  Mill,  was  a  Scotchman,  who  four  years  before  the  birth  of  his 
son  John  Stuart  had  moved  to  London.  When  his  son  was  thirteen 
years  bid,  James  Mill  received  an  appointment  at  the  India  House,  in 
which  he  finally  rose  to  the  remunerative  position  of  Head  Examiner. 
John  Stuart  Mill  had  just  begun  his  eighteenth  year,  when  on  May 
2ist,  1823,  he  entered  the  India  House  as  junior  clerk;  where  he 
remained,  rising  also  to  the  position  of  Head  Examiner,  until  the 
extinction  of  the  East  India  Company  and  the  transfer  of  India  to  the 
Crown,  in  1858.  Both  of  the  Mills  were  thus  associated  with  India  in 
their  practical  activities,  and  one  of  James  Mill's  principal  works  was 
a  < History  of  British  India.'  Two  other  works  by  the  father  must 
be  mentioned,  because  they  both  exercised  important  influence  upon 
the  intellectual  development  and  the  opinions  of  the  son;  viz.,  the 
*  Elements  of  Political  Economy  >  and  the  ^Analysis  of  the  Phenomena 
of  the  Human  Mind.' 

James  Mill  decided  what  he  wished  his  son  to  become,  and  began 
to  train  him  for  his  destined  career  almost  from  infancy.  In  his 
Autobiography,  John  Stuart  Mill  says  that  he  cannot  remember  the 
time  when  he  began  the  study  of  Greek,  but  he  was  told  that  it  was 
when  he  was  three  years  of  age.     He  could  only  faintly  remember 
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reading  -<Esop's  Fables,  his  first  Greek  book.  When  he  was  eight, 
among  other  authors  he  had  read  the  whole  of  Herodotus,  the  *  Cyro- 
paedia  ^  and  <  Memorabilia  ^  of  Xenophon,  and  six  Dialogues  of  Plato. 
At  the  age  of  eight  he  began  the  study  of  Latin,  and  had  read  more 
than  most  college  students  have  in  their  college  course  when  he  was 
twelve  years  old.  Besides  this  he  had  read  a  marvelous  amount  of 
history.  It  was  at  the  age  of  thirteen  that  he  began  a  complete 
course  in  political  economy  under  his  father's  instruction.  James 
Mill  lectured  to  his  son  during  their  daily  walks;  and  then  the  son 
wrote  out  an  account  of  the  lectures,  which  was  read  to  his  father 
and  criticized  by  him.  The  lad  was  compelled  to  rewrite  again  and 
again  his  notes  until  they  were  satisfactory.  These  notes  were  used 
in  the  preparation  of  James  Mill's  <  Elements  of  Political  Economy  >; 
a  work  which  was  intended  to  present,  in  the  form  of  a  school-book, 
the  principles  of  his  friend  Ricardo.  Ricardo's  writings  and  Adam 
Smith's  *  Wealth  of  Nations  *  were  carefully  studied  under  the  father's 
tuition.  The  son  was  questioned,  and  difficulties  were  not  explained 
until  he  had  done  his  best  to  solve  them  himself. 

An  important  event  in  Mill's  education  was  a  year  spent  in 
France,  in  the  house  of  Sir  Samuel  Bentham,  a  brother  of  the  Eng- 
lish philosopher  and  jurist  Jeremy  Bentham,  who  was  a  friend  both  of 
father  and  son.  While  in  France  he  acquired  the  French  language, 
and  gained  an  interest  in  French  affairs  which  he  never  lost.  He  also 
enjoyed  the  beautiful  mountain  scenery  which  he  visited  while  on  the 
Continent.  While  in  Paris,  on  his  way  to  Sir  Samuel  Bentham's,  he 
spent  nine  days  in  the  house  of  the  French  political  economist  Jean 
Baptiste  Say,  a  distinguished  French  disciple  of  Adam  Smith.  Mill 
returned  to  England  in  182 1,  at  the  age  of  fifteen,  and  then  began 
the  study  of  Roman  and  English  law.  He  began  his  writing  for  the 
press  at  the  age  of  sixteen;  and  the  day  after  he  was  seventeen,  as 
we  have  seen,  he  entered  upon  a  service  of  nearly  forty  years  in  the 
India  House. 

There  has  been  considerable  controversy  about  the  value  of  the 
education  which  he  received  in  his  early  years,  and  also  about  the 
disadvantages  which  attended  his  father's  methods  of  instruction. 
John  Stuart  Mill  himself  states,  and  with  apparent  regret,  that  he 
had  no  real  boyhood.  But  he  does  feel  that  otherwise  his  education 
was  a  success,  and  gave  him  an  advantage  of  starting  a  quarter  of  a 
century  ahead  of  his  contemporaries.  The  following  words  are  found 
in  his  Autobiography:  — 

*'  In  the  course  of  the  instruction  which  I  have  partially  retraced,  the  point 
most  superficially  apparent  is  the  great  effort  to  give,  during  the  years  of 
childhood,  an  amount  of  knowledge  in  what  are  considered  the  higher  branches 
of  education,  which  is  seldom  acquired  (if  acquired  at  all)  until   the   age   oi 
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manhood.  The  result  of  the  experiment  shows  the  ease  with  which  this  may 
be  done,  and  places  in  a  strong  light  the  wretched  waste  of  so  many  precious 
years  as  are  spent  in  acquiring  the  modicum  of  Latin  and  Greek  commonly 
taught  to  schoolboys;  a  waste  which  has  led  so  many  educational  reformers  to 
entertain  the  ill-judged  proposal  of  discarding  these  languages  altogether  from 
general  education.  If  I  had  been  by  nature  extremely  quick  of  apprehension, 
or  had  possessed  a  very  accurate  and  retentive  memory,  or  were  of  a  remark- 
ably active  and  energetic  character,  the  trial  would  not  be  conclusive:  but  in 
all  these  natural  gifts  I  am  rather  below  than  above  par, —  what  I  could  do, 
could  assuredly  be  done  by  any  boy  or  girl  of  average  capacity  and  healthy 
physical  constitution;  and  if  I  have  accomplished  anything,  I  owe  it,  among 
other  fortunate  circumstances,  to  the  fact  that  through  the  early  training 
bestowed  on  me  by  my  father,  I  started,  I  may  fairly  say,  with  an  advan- 
tage of  a  quarter  of  a  century  over  my  contemporaries. » 

We  are  quite  safe  in  calling  in  question  at  least  the  statement 
that  what  John  Stuart  Mill  did  could  be  done  by  any  boy  or  girl  of 
"average  capacity  and  healthy  phj^sical  constitution.*^  It  may  be 
well  to  quote  in  this  connection  Mill's  statement  about  the  impression 
produced  upon  him  by  a  perusal  of  Dumont's  ^  Traite  de  Legislation  * 
(Treatise  on  Legislation),  which  contained  an  exposition  of  the  princi- 
pal speculations  of  Jeremy  Bentham:  — 

«The  reading  of  this  book  was  an  epoch  in  my  life,  one  of  the  turning- 
points  in  my  mental  history.  My  previous  education  had  been,  in  a  certain 
sense,  already  a  course  of  Benthamism.  The  Benthamic  standard  of  the 
<  greatest  happiness  >  was  that  which  I  had  always  been  taught  to  apply ;  I 
was  even  familiar  with  an  abstract  discussion  of  it,  forming  an  episode  in  an 
unpublished  dialogue  on  <  Government, >  \\T4tten  by  my  father  on  the  Platonic 
model.  Yet  in  the  first  pages  of  Bentham  it  burst  upon  me  with  all  the  force 
of  novelty.  What  thus  impressed  me  was  the  chapter  in  which  Bentham 
passed  judgment  on  the  common  modes  of  reasoning  in  morals  and  legislation, 
deduced  from  phrases  like  <law  of  nature, >  <  right  reason, >  <the  moral  sense,* 
< natural  rectitude, >  and  the  like;  and  characterized  them  as  dogmatism  in  dis- 
guise, imposing  its  sentiments  upon  others  under  cover  of  sounding  expressions 
which  convey  no  reason  for  the  sentiment,  but  set  up  the  sentiment  as  its  own 
reason.  It  had  not  struck  me  before,  that  Bentham's  principle  put  an  end  to 
all  this.  The  feeling  rushed  upon  me  that  all  pre\nous  moralists  were  super- 
seded, and  that  here  indeed  was  the  commencement  of  a  new  era  in  thought 
.  .  .  When  I  laid  down  the  last  volume  of  the  <  Traits,  >  I  had  become  a 
different  being. » 

All  this,  and  much  more  like  it,  proceeded  from  a  youth  of  fifteen! 
Assuredly  his  native  powers  were  extraordinary. 

Among  the  men  with  whom  Mill  came  in  contact,  and  who  influ- 
enced him,  may  be  mentioned  Ricardo,  Bentham,  Grote  the  historian, 
John  Austin,  Macaulay,  Frederick  Denison  Maurice,  and  John  Sterling 
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Even  in  so  brief  a  sketch  of  John  Stuart  Mill  as  the  present, 
mention  must  not  fail  to  be  made  of  Mill's  remarkable  attachment  to 
his  wife,  Mrs.  John  Taylor,  whom  he  married  in  185 1,  but  with  whom 
he  had  already  enjoyed  many  years  of  devoted  and  helpful  friend- 
ship. Mill's  demeanor  in  general  society  seems  to  have  been  cold, 
and  perhaps  almost  frigid.  Mention  is  made  of  his  <Mcy  reserve  >^; 
but  no  youth  could  surpass  him  in  the  ardor  of  his  love  for  his  wife, 
or  in  the  warmth  with  which  he  expressed  it.  His  exaggerated  state- 
ments about  her  have  brought  upon  him  a  certain  reproach;  and  his 
entire  relation  to  his  wife,  both  before  and  after  marriage,  forms  one 
of  the  strangest  passages  in  his  remarkable  career.  Mrs.  Mill  does 
not  appear  to  have  impressed  others  with  whom  she  came  in  contact 
very  strongly;   but  he  speaks  of  her  *^ ail-but  unrivaled  wisdom.'^ 

Mill  was  once  elected  a  Member  of  Parliament;  but  his  career  in 
the  House  was  not  especially  remarkable,  although  he  appears  to 
have  made  a  strong  impression  upon  Gladstone,  who  dubbed  him  the 
"Saint  of  Rationalism. ^>     "He  did  us  all  good,^^  writes  the  statesman. 

Mill's  moral  worth  and  elevation  of  character  impressed  all  who 
knew  him.  Herbert  Spencer  speaks  of  his  generosity  as  "almost 
romantic^';  and  his  entire  life  was  one  of  singular  devotion  to  the 
improvement  of  mankind,  which  was  with  him  quite  as  strong  a  pas- 
sion as  with  Adam  Smith. 

Mill's  intellectual  activity  was  remarkable  on  account  of  the  vari- 
ous fields  to  which  it  extended.  He  was  a  specialist  of  distinction  in 
logic  and  mental  philosophy  generally,  in  moral  science,  in  political 
philosophy,  in  political  economy,  and  in  social  philosophy — of  which 
his  political  economy  was  only  a  part.  While  attaining  high  rank  in 
each  one  of  these  fields,  his  interests  were  so  broad  that  he  avoided 
the  dangers  of  narrow  specialism.  His  interests  even  extended  be- 
yond the  humanities;  for  he  was  an  enthusiastic  botanist,  and  even 
contributed  botanical  articles  to  scientific  magazines. 

Mill  took  immense  pains  in  the  preparation  of  all  his  works,  and 
also  in  their  composition;  with  the  result  that  whatever  he  wrote  be- 
came literature.  Taine  in  his  <  History  of  English  Literature  >  devotes 
forty  pages  to  the  <  Logic  > ;  and  the  <  Political  Economy  *  is  perhaps 
the  only  economic  treatise  which  deserves  to  rank  as  literature. 

Mill's  first  great  work  was  his  treatise  on  logic,  which  bears  the 
title,  *A  System  of  Logic,  Ratiocinative  and  Inductive:  Being  a  Con- 
nected View  of  the  Principles  of  Evidence  and  the  Methods  of  Scien- 
tific Investigation.  >  This  was  published  in  1843.  Along  with  this 
work  should  be  mentioned  his  <  Examination  of  Sir  William  Hamil- 
ton's Philosophy  and  the  Principal  Philosophical  Questions  Discussed 
in  his  Writings,*  although  this  did  not  appear  until  1865.  These 
two  works,  together  with  his  father's  ^Analysis  of  the  Phenomena  of 
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the  Human  Mind,*  edited  by  him  in-  1869,  give  a  view  of  his  philoso- 
phy. He  belongs  to  the  school  of  Locke,  Hartley,  and  Hume.  Indi- 
vidual experience  is  the  foundation  upon  which  he  builds  his  system 
of  knowledge.  The  connecting  principle  binding  together  what  indi- 
vidual experience  has  given  is  the  principle  of  association.  Innate 
ideas  and  a  priori  reason  —  in  fact,  all  knowledge  antecedent  and 
prior  to  experience  —  are  rejected. 

The  fearlessness  and  consistency  with  which  Mill  bases  all  knowl- 
edge upon  individual  experience  cannot  fail  to  excite  a  certain 
admiration  even  in  those  who  differ  widely  with  him.  He  will  not 
acknowledge  the  universality  of  causation,  but  thinks  it  quite  possible 
that  in  regions  beyond  our  experience  things  may  happen  at  random. 
These  are  the  words  in  which  he  expresses  this  doctrine:  — 

« I  am  convinced  that  any  one  accustomed  to  abstraction  and  analysis, 
who  will  fairly  exert  his  faculties  for  the  purpose,  will,  when  his  imagina- 
tion has  once  learnt  to  entertain  the  notion,  find  no  difficulty  in  conceiving 
that  in  some  one,  for  instance,  of  the  many  firmaments  into  which  sidereal 
astronomy  now  divides  the  universe,  events  may  succeed  one  another  at  ran- 
dom without  any  fixed  law;  nor  can  anything  in  our  experience,  or  in  our 
mental  nature,  constitute  a  sufficient  —  or  indeed  any  —  reason  for  believing 
that  this  is  nowhere  .the  case.>> 

Mill's  *■  Logic  *  has  in  all  countries  a  high  reputation,  and  must  take 
its  rank  among  the  great  treatises  on  logic  of  all  times.  He  is  fre- 
quently called  the  founder  of  the  inductive  logic,  so  great  was  the 
contribution  which  he  made  in  his  treatment  of  induction. 

In  his  political  philosophy  he  was  an  exponent  of  democracy. 
What  he  did  for  democracy  in  the  nineteenth  century  has  been  com- 
pared with  Locke's  contribution  to  the  philosophy  of  constitutional 
monarchy  in  the  seventeenth  century.  His  principal  work  in  this 
field  is  entitled  ^Thoughts  on  Representative  Government.'  His  work 
on  <  Liberty, >  however,  belongs  in  part  to  the  domain  of  political 
philosophy;  and  the  volumes  entitled  < Dissertations  and  Discussions' 
contain  many  essays  on  scientific  politics. 

He  advocated  government  by  the  people  because,  among  other 
things,  political  activity  carried  with  it  an  intellectual  and  ethical 
education.  Political  interests  were  the  first,  he  maintained,  to  enlarge 
men's  minds  and  thoughts  beyond  the  narrow  circle  of  the  family. 
One  marked  feature  of  what  he  wrote  on  politics  was  his  advocacy 
of  the  enfranchisement  of  women.  He  was  always  a  champion  of 
women's  rights,  and  reference  should  be  made  in  this  connection  to 
his  work  <  The  Subjection  of  Women.'  He  disliked  to  think  that 
there  were  any  fundamental  differences  in  mind  and  character  be- 
tween the  sexes.  One  of  his  speeches  in  the  House  of  Commons  was 
on  the  *  Admission  of  Women  to  the  Electoral  Franchise,' 
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But  Mill  was  keenly  conscious  of  the  dangers  of  democracy;  and 
he  wished  that  measures  should  be  adopted,  on  the  one  hand  to  pre- 
pare men  and  women  by  education  for  self-government,  and  on  the 
other  to  prevent  a  tyranny  of  the  majority.  Consequently  he  was  an 
advocate  of  a  representation  of  minorities  in  legislative  bodies.  He 
was  always  known  as  a  friend  of  the  workingman ;  but  he  was  no 
demagogue,  and  would  not  stoop  to  flattery.  When  he  was  candidate 
for  Parliament,  he  was  asked  in  a  public  meeting  whether  he  had 
ever  made  the  statement  that  the  working  classes  of  England  differed 
from  those  of  other  countries  in  being  ashamed  of  lying,  although 
they  were  generally  liars.  The  audience  was  composed  largely  of 
workingmen,  and  his  reply  was  a  frank  and  instantaneous  **I  did.>^ 
The  statement  was  greeted  with  applause,  which  was  always  to  him 
a  source  of  hope  fdr  the  wage-earning  classes.  It  showed  that  they 
wanted  friends,  not  flatterers. 

It  is  noteworthy,  however,  that  as  Mill  grew  older  he  became  less 
democratic  and  more  socialistic.  He  says  of  himself  and  Mrs.  Taylor, 
referring  to  the  year  1843  or  thereabouts:  — 

education  continues  to  be  so  wretchedly  imperfect,  we  dreaded  the  ignorance 
and  especially  the  selfishness  and  brutality  of  the  mass;  but  our  ideas  of  ulti- 
mate improvement  went  far  beyond  democracy,  and  classed  us  under  the  gen- 
eral designation  of  socialists.  .  .  .  The  social  problem  of  the  future  we 
considered  to  be,  how  to  unite  the  greatest  liberty  of  action  with  a  common 
ownership  of  the  raw  material  of  the  globe,  and  an  equal  participation  of  all 
iin  the  benefits  of  combined  labor. » 

Mill's  chief  contribution  to  ethics  is  found  in  his  little  work  en- 
titled *  Utilitarianism  >  ;  and  this  gives  him  a  position  in  the  history 
of  ethical  thought.  His  <^  utilitarianism  "  was  what  he  himself  called 
the  "greatest  happiness'*  principle;  not  the  greatest  happiness  of  the 
individual  merely,  but  the  greatest  happiness  of  society.  This  thought 
of  the  greatest  happiness  as  the  ultimate  test  of  conduct  in  the 
individual  and  in  society  runs  all  through  his  writing,  and  is  funda- 
mental. It  must  always  be  borne  in  mind  by  one  who  would  under- 
stand what  he  wrote  ;  and  in  it  we  find  at  least  a  certain  unity  amid 
many  inconsistencies.  The  greatest-happiness  rule  was  Bentham's 
principle:  but  Mill  added  to  considerations  of  quantity  of  happiness, 
the  considerations  of  quality;  it  was  not  merely  the  highest  quantity  of 
happiness  which  must  be  sought,  but  the  highest  sorts  of  happiness. 
While  this  elevated  utilitarianism,  it  introduced  an  element  of  ideal- 
ism which  has  rightly  been  held  *to  be  inconsistent  with  the  utilita- 
rian philosophy.  If  happiness  is  fundamental,  how  can  we  distinguish 
between  kinds  of  happiness  on  any  other  grounds  than  those  of  mere 
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quantity  ?  If  we  are  able  to  say  that  one  sort  of  happiness  is  higher 
than  another,  then  we  must  have  some  different  test  and  some  more 
fundamental  test  than  happiness  itself. 

Mill's  *  Political  Economy  *  is  a  transitional  work  ;  and  indeed,  it 
may  not  be  too  much  to  say  of  all  his  work  that  it  was  transitional, 
H  brought  to  a  close  a  line  of  development  in  economics  proceeding 
from  Adam  Smith  through  Ricardo,  Malthus,  and  James  Mill,  and 
opened  a  new  era.  He  added  on  to  the  superstructure  large  humani- 
tarian and  social  considerations  which  were  hardly  consistent  with  the 
foundations  upon  which  he  built  ;  and  this  he  himself  recognized  late 
in  life.  Yet  the  very  imperfections  of  his  book  on  political  economy 
render  it  interesting  and  also  instructive.  It  must  be  read  carefully 
and  in  connection  with  his  other  writings  to  be  fully  understood;  but 
its  mastery  has  been  called  in  itself  a  liberal  education. 

The  book  is  entitled  ^  Principles  of  Political  Economy,  with  some 
of  their  Applications  to  Social  Philosophy.^  It  is  in  truth  as  -a  part 
of  a  system  of  social  philosophy  that  Mill's  political  economy  is  most 
interesting  This  enlargement  of  the  scope  of  political  economy, 
and  its  connection  with  general  sociology,  is  something  for  which  he 
was  chiefly  indebted  to  the  French  sociologist  Auguste  Comte,  whose 
works  he  studied,  with  whom  he  formed  a  warm  friendship  which 
iasted  for  some  years,  and  whom  he  always  admired.  It  was  from 
Comte  that  he  learned  his  distinction  between  social  statics  and  social 
dynamics:  the  first  dealing  with  phenomena  in  their  coexistence,  and 
giving  us  the  theory  of  order;  the  second  dealing  with  social  phe- 
nomena in  their  succession,  and  giving  tis  the  theory  of  progress. 

The  view  of  nature  found  in  his  writing  is  in  marked  contrast  to 
the  eighteenth-century  view  entertained  by  Adam  Smith.  Nature  is 
no  longer  a  beneficent  power,  but  inexpressibly  cruel.  Man  is  benefi- 
::ent,  and  the  good  in  the  world  is  brought  about  through  the  sub- 
jugation of  nature  by  man.  Civilization  means  to  him  a  contest  with 
nature  and  a  conquest  of  her  forces.  It  is  for  man  to  overcome  her 
inequalities  and  injustices. 

Mill's  thoughts  were  directed  to  the  improvement  of  the  condi- 
tion of  the  masses;  and  this  improvement  was  to  be  brought  about 
gradually,  through  an  enlargement  of  economic  and  political  oppor- 
tunities. He  advocated  views  of  the  taxation  and  regulation  of  in- 
heritance and  bequest  which  would  break  down  large  fortunes  and 
bring  about  a  wider  diffusion  of  property.  In  the  same  spirit  was 
conceived  his  plan  for  the  appropriation  of  the  ^<  unearned  increment'* 
of  land,  or  future  increments  in  the  rent  of  land  due  to  the  progresr 
of  society  and  not  to  the  exertions  of  the  individual  land-owner.  His 
last  public  act  was  the  foundation  of  the  Land  Tenure  Reform  Asso- 
ciation, which  was  designed  to  carry  out  this  idea  of  the  appropriation 
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of  the  future  unearned  increment  by  society,  to  be  used  for  general 
social  purposes  and  to  encourage  co-operative  agriculture. 

It  has  already  been  stated  that  Mill's  views  gradually  changed  in 
the  direction  of  socialism.  He  was  at  work  on  the  problem  of  social- 
ism at  the  time  of  his  death,  but  appears  to  have  reached  no  definite 
conclusion.  He  dreaded  anything  like  tyranny  over  the  individual, 
and  on  this  account  rejected  all  schemes  of  socialism  with  which  he 
was  familiar.  Nevertheless,  he  was  working  towards  an  ideal  kind 
of  socialism,  which,  as  he  said,  should  with  the  common  ownership  of 
the  instruments  of  production  and  participation  in  the  benefits  of 
combined  labor  "unite  the  greatest  individual  liberty  of  action.* 


OF  THE   STATIONARY  STATE   OF  WEALTH   AND   POPULATION 

From  <  Political  Economy  > 

I  CANNOT,  therefore,  regard  the  stationary  state  of  capital  and 
wealth  with  the  unaffected  aversion  so  generally  manifested 
towards  it  by  political  economists  of  the  old  school.  I  am 
inclined  to  believe  that  it  would  be,  on  the  whole,  a  very  con- 
siderable improvement  on  our  present  condition.  I  confess  I  am 
not  charmed  with  the  ideal  of  life  held  out  by  those  who  think 
that  the  normal  state  of  human  beings  is  that  of  struggling  to 
get  on;  that  the  trampling,  crushing,  elbowing,  and  treading  on 
each  other's  heels,  which  form  the  existing  type  of  social  life,  are 
the  most  desirable  lot  of  human  kind,  or  anything  but  the  dis- 
agreeable symptoms  of  one  of  the  phases  of  industrial  progress. 
It  may  be  a  necessary  stage  in  the  progress  of  civilization,  and 
those  European  nations  which  have  hitherto  been  so  fortunate  as 
to  be  preserved  from  it  may  have  it  yet  to  undergo.  It  is  an 
incident  of  growth,  not  a  mark  of  decline,  for  it  is  not  necessarily 
destructive  of  the  higher  aspirations  and  the  heroic  virtues:  as 
America  in  her  great  civil  war  is  proving  to  the  world,  both  by 
her  conduct  as  a  people  and  by  numerous  splendid  individual 
examples;  and  as  England,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  would  also  prove  on 
an  equally  trying  and  exciting  occasion.  But  it  is  not  a  kind  of 
social  perfection  which  philanthropists  to  come  will  feel  any  very 
eager  desire  to  assist  in  realizing.      Most  fitting  indeed  is  it,  that 
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while  ricKes  are  power,  and  to  grow  as  rich  as  possible  the  uni- 
versal object  of  ambition,  the  path  to  its  attainment  should  be 
open  to  all,  without  favor  or  partiality.  But  the  best  state  for 
human  nature  is  that  in  which,  while  no  one  is  poor,  no  one 
desires  to  be  richer,  nor  has  any  reason  to  fear  being  thrust  back 
by  the  efforts  of  others  to  push  themselves  forward. 

That  the  energies  of  mankind  should  be  kept  in  employment 
by  the  struggle  for  riches,  as  they  were  formerly  by  the  strug- 
gle of  war,  until  the  better  minds  succeed  in  educating  the  oth- 
ers into  better  things,  is  undoubtedly  more  desirable  than  that 
they  should  rust  and  stagnate.  While  minds  are  coarse  they 
require  coarse  stimuli;  and  let  them  have  them.  In  the  mean 
time,  those  who  do  not  accept  the  present  very  early  stage  of 
human  improvement  as  its  ultimate  type,  may  be  excused  for 
being  comparatively  indifferent  to  the  kind  of  economical  progress 
which  excites  the  congratulations  of  ordinary  politicians, —  the 
mere  increase  of  production  and  accumulation.  For  the  safety  of 
national  independence  it  is  essential  that  a  country  should  not 
fall  much  behind  its  neighbors  in  these  things;  but  in  them- 
selves they  are  of  little  importance,  so  long  as  either  the  increase 
of  population  or  anything  else  prevents  the  mass  of  the  people 
from  reaping  any  part  of  the  benefit  of  them.  I  know  not  why 
it  should  be  matter  of  congratulation,  that  persons  who  are 
already  richer  than  any  one  needs  to  be,  should  have  doubled 
their  means  of  consuming  things  which  give  little  or  no  pleasure 
except  as  representative  of  wealth;  or  that  numbers  of  individ- 
uals should  pass  over,  every  5^ear,  from  the  middle  classes  into 
a  richer  class,  or  from  the  class  of  the  occupied  rich  to  that  of 
the  unoccupied.  It  is  only  in  the  backward  countries  of  the 
world  that  increased  production  is  still  an  important  object;  in 
those  most  advanced,  what  is  economically  needed  is  a  better 
distribution, —  of  which  one  indispensable  means  is  a  stricter 
restraint  on  population.  Leveling  institutions,  either  of  a  just 
or  of  an  unjust  kind,  cannot  alone  accomplish  it;  they  may 
lower  the  heights  of  society,  but  they  cannot  of  themselves  per- 
manently raise  the  depths. 

On  the  other  hand,  we  may  suppose  this  better  distribution 
of  property  attained  by  the  joint  effect  of  the  prudence  and  fru- 
gality of  individuals,  and  of  a  system  of  legislation  favoring 
equality  of  fortunes,  so  far  as  is  consistent  with  the  just  claim  of 
the  individual  to  the  fruits,  whether  great  or  small,  of  his  or  hex 
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own  industry.  We  may  suppose,  for  instance  (according  to  the 
suggestion  thrown  out  in  a  former  chapter),  a  limitation  of  the 
sum  which  any  one  person  may  acquire  by  gift  or  inheritance, 
to  the  amount  sufficient  to  constitute  a  moderate  independence. 
Under  this  twofold  influence,  society  would  exhibit  these  leading 
features:  a  well-paid  and  affluent  body  of  laborers;  no  enormous 
fortunes,  except  what  were  earned  and  accumulated  during  a 
single  lifetime;  but  a  much  larger  body  of  persons  than  at  pres- 
ent not  only  exempt  from  the  coarser  toils,  but  with  sufficient 
leisure  both  physical  and  mental,  from  mechanical  details,  to 
cultivate  freely  the  graces  of  life,  and  afford  examples  of  them 
to  the  classes  less  favorably  circumstanced  for  their  growth. 
This  condition  of  society,  so  greatly  preferable  to  the  present,  is 
not  only  perfectly  compatible  with  the  stationary  state,  but,  it 
would  seem,  more  naturally  allied  with  that  state  than  with  any 
other. 

There  is  room  in  the  world,  no  doubt,  and  even  in  old  coun- 
tries, for  a  great  increase  of  population,  supposing  the  arts  of 
life  to  go  on  improving  and  capital  to  increase.  But  even  if 
innocuous,  I  confess  I  see  very  little  reason  for  desiring  it.  The 
density  of  population  necessary  to  enable  mankind  to  obtain, 
in  the  greatest  degree,  all  the  advantages  both  of  co-operation 
and  of  social  intercourse,  has  in  all  the  most  populous  countries 
been  attained.  A  population  may  be  too  crowded,  though  all  be 
amply  supplied  with  food  and  raiment.  It  is  not  good  for  man 
to  be  kept  perforce  at  all  times  in  the  presence  of  his  species. 
A  world  from  which  solitude  is  extirpated  is  a  very  poor  ideal. 
Solitude,  in  the  sense  of  being  often  alone,  is  essential  to  any 
depth  of  meditation  or  of  character;  and  solitude  in  the  presence 
of  natural  beauty  and  grandeur  is  the  cradle  of  thoughts  and 
aspirations  which  are  not  only  good  for  the  individual,  but  which 
society  could  ill  do  without.  Nor  is  there  much  satisfaction  in 
contemplating  the  world  with  nothing  left  to  the  spontaneous 
activity  of  nature:  with  every  rood  of  land  brought  into  cultiva- 
tion which  is  capable  of  growing  food  for  human  beings;  every 
flowery  waste  or  natural  pasture  plowed  up,  all  quadrupeds  or 
birds  which  are  not  domesticated  for  man's  use  exterminated  as 
his  rivals  for  food,  every  hedge-row  or  superfluous  tree  rooted 
out,  and  scarcely  a  place  left  where  a  wild  shrub  or  flower  could 
grow  without  being  eradicated  as  a  weed  in  the  name  of  im- 
proved  ajTriculture.      If   the   earth   must   lose   that   great   portion 
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of  its  pleasantness  which  it  owes  to  things  that  the  unlimited 
increase  of  wealth  and  population  would  extirpate  from  it,  for 
the  mere  purpose  of  enabling  it  to  support  a  larger,  but  not  a 
better  or  a  happier  population,  I  sincerely  hope,  for  the  sake  of 
posterity,  that  they  will  be  content  to  be  stationary  long  before 
necessity  compels  them  to  it. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  remark  that  a  stationary  condition 
of  capital  and  population  implies  no  stationary  state  of  human 
improvement.  There  would  be  as  much  scope  as  ever  for  d.11 
kinds  of  mental  culture,  and  moral  and  social  progress;  as  much 
room  for  improving  the  Art  of  Living,  and  much  more  likelihood 
of  its  being  improved  when  minds  ceased  to  be  engrossed  by  the 
art  of  getting  on.  Even  the  industrial  arts  might  be  as  earnestly 
and  as  successfully  cultivated,  with  this  sole  difference:  that  in- 
stead of  serving  no  purpose  but  the  increase  of  wealth,  indus- 
trial improvements  would  produce  their  legitimate  effect,  that  of 
abridging  labor.  Hitherto  it  is  questionable  if  all  the  mechanical 
inventions  yet  made  have  lightened  the  day's  toil  of  any  human 
being.  They  have  enabled  a  greater  population  to  live  the  same 
life  of  drudgery  and  imprisonment,  and  an  increased  number  of 
manufacturers  and  others  to  make  fortunes.  They  have  increased 
the  comforts  of  the  middle  classes.  But  they  have  not  yet  begun 
to  effect  those  great  changes  in  human  destiny  which  it  is  in 
their  nature  and  in  their  futurity  to  accomplish.  Only  when, 
in  addition  to  just  institutions,  the  increase  of  mankind  shall  be 
under  the  deliberate  guidance  of  judicious  foresight,  can  the  con- 
quests made  from  the  powers  of  nature  by  the  intellect  and 
energy  of  scientific  discoveries  become  the  common  property  of 
the  species,  and  the  means  of  improving  and  elevating  the  uni- 
versal lot. 


OF   COMPETITION 
From  <  Political  Economy  > 

I     AGREE,    then,    with    the    socialist   writers    in    their   conception 
of  the  form  which    industrial   operations    tend    to    assume  in 
the  advance  of  improvement;  and  I  entirely  share  their  opin- 
ion that  the  time    is    ripe    for   commencing    this   transformation, 
and  that  it  should  by  all  just  and  effectual  means  be  aided    and 
encouraged.     But  while  I  agree  and  sympathize  with  socialists  in 
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this  practical  portion  of  their  aims,  I  utterly  dissent  from  •  the 
most  conspicuous  and  vehement  part  of  their  teaching  —  their 
declamations  against  competition.  With  moral  conceptions  in  many- 
respects  far  ahead  of  the  existing  arrangements  of  society,  they 
have  in  general  very  confused  and  erroneous  notions  of  its  act- 
ual working;  and  one  of  their  greatest  errors,  as  I  conceive,  is  to 
charge  upon  competition  all  the  economical  evils  which  at  present 
exist.  They  forget  that  w^herever  competition  is  not,  monopoly 
is;  and  that  monopoly,  in  all  its  forms,  is  the  taxation  of  the 
industrious  for  the  support  of  indolence,  if  not  of  plunder.  They 
forget  too  that  with  the  exception  of  competition  among  laborers, 
all  other  competition  is  for  the  benefit  of  the  laborers,  by  cheap- 
ening the  articles  they  consume;  that  competition  even  in  the 
labor  market  is  a  source  not  of  low  but  of  high  wages,  wherever 
the  competition  for  labor  exceeds  the  competition  of  labor, —  as  in 
America,  in  the  colonies,  and  in  the  skilled  trades, — and  never 
could  be  a  cause  of  low  wages  save  by  the  overstocking  of  the 
labor  market  through  the  too  great  numbers  of  the  laborers'  fam- 
ilies; while  if  the  supply  of  laborers  is  excessive,  not  even  social- 
ism can  prevent  their  remuneration  from  being  low.  Besides,  if 
association  were  universal,  there  would  be  no  competition  between 
laborer  and  laborer;  and  that  between  association  and  association 
would  be  for  the  benefit  of  the  consumers, —  that  is,  of  the  asso- 
ciations, of  the  industrious  classes  generally. 

I  do  not  pretend  that  there  are  no  inconveniences  in  compe- 
tition, or  that  the  moral  objections  urged  against  it  by  socialist 
writers,  as  a  source  of  jealousy  and  hostility  among  those  en- 
gaged in  the  same  occupation,  are  altogether  groundless.  But  if 
competition  has  its  evils,  it  prevents  greater  evils.  As  M.  Feu- 
gueray  well  says,  « The  deepest  root  of  the  evils  and  iniquities 
which  fill  the  industrial  world  is  not  competition,  but  the  subjec- 
tion of  labor  to  capital,  and  the  enormous  share  which  the  pos- 
sessors of  the  instruments  of  industry  are  able  to  take  from  the 
produce.  ...  If  competition  has  great  power  for  evil,  it  is 
no  less  fertile  of  good,  especially  in  what  regards  the  develop- 
ment of  the  individual  faculties  and  the  success  of  innovations.** 

It  is  the  common  error  of  socialists  to  overlook  the  natural 
indolence  of  mankind;  their  tendency  to  be  passive,  to  be  the 
slaves  of  habit,  to  persist  indefinitely  in  a  course  once  chosen. 
Let  them  once  attain  any  state  of  existence  which  they  consider 
tolerable,  and   the   danger    to    be    apprehended    is  that   they   will 
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thenceforth  stagnate;  will  not  exert  themselves  to  improve;  and 
by  letting;  their  faculties  rust,  will  lose  even  the  energy  required 
to  preserve  them  from  deterioration.  Competition  may  not  be 
the  best  conceivable  stimulus,  but  it  is  at  present  a  necessary 
one;  and  no  one  can  foresee  the  time  when  it  will  not  be  indis- 
pensable to  progress.  Even  confining  ourselves  to  the  industrial 
department, — in  which,  more  than  in  any  other,  the  majority 
may  be  supposed  to  be  competent  judges  of  improvements, —  it 
would  be  difficult  to  induce  the  general  assembly  of  an  associa- 
tion to  submit  to  the  trouble  and  inconvenience  of  altering  their 
habits  by  adopting  some  new  and  promising  invention,  unless 
their  knowledge  of  the  existence  of  rival  associations  made  them 
apprehend  that  what  they  would  not  consent  to  do,  others  would, 
and  that  they  would  be  left  behind  in  the  race. 

Instead  of  looking  upon  competition  as  the  baneful  and  anti- 
social principle  which  it  is  held  to  be  by  the  generality  of  social- 
ists, I  conceive  that,  even  in  the  present  state  of  society  and 
industry,  every  restriction  of  it  is  an  evil,  and  every  extension  of 
it  —  even  if  for  the  time  injuriously  affecting  some  class  of  labor- 
ers—  is  always  an  ultimate  good.  To  be  protected  against  com- 
petition is  to  be  protected  in  idleness,  in  mental  dullness;  to  be 
saved  the  necessity  of  being  as  active  and  as  intelligent  as  other 
people:  and  if  it  is  also  to  be  protected  against  being  underbid 
for  employment  by  a  less  highly  paid  class  of  laborers,  this  is 
only  where  old  custom  or  local  and  partial  monopoly  has  placed 
some  particular  class  of  artisans  in  a  privileged  position  as  com- 
pared with  the  rest;  and  the  time  has  come  when  the  interest 
of  universal  improvement  is  no  longer  promoted  by  prolonging 
the  privileges  of  a  few.  If  the  slop-sellers  and  others  of  their 
class  have  lowered  the  wages  of  tailors  and  some  other  artisans, 
by  making  them  an  affair  of  competition  instead  of  custom,  so 
much  the  better  in  the  end.  What  is  now  required  is  not  to  bol- 
ster up  old  customs,  whereby  limited  classes  of  laboring  people 
obtain  partial  gains  which  interest  them  in  keeping  up  the  present 
organization  of  society,  but  to  introduce  new  general  practices  ben- 
eficial to  all;  and  there  is  reason  to  rejoice  at  whatever  makes 
the  privileged  classes  of  skilled  artisans  feel  that  they  have  the 
same  interests,  and  depend  for  their  remuneration  on  the  same 
general  causes,  and  must  resort  for  the  improvement  of  their  con- 
dition to  the  same  remedies,  as  the  less  fortunately  circumstanced 
and  comparatively  helpless  multitude. 


I0020  JOHN  STUART  MILL 

MILL'S   FINAL  VIEWS   ON   THE   DESTINY  OF  SOCIETY 
From  the  <  Autobiography  > 

IN  THIS  third  period  (as  it  may  be  termed)  of  my  mental  pro- 
gress, which  now  went  hand  in  hand  with  hers  [his  wife's], 
my  opinions  gained  equally  in  breadth  and  depth;  I  under- 
stood more  things,  and  those  which  I  had  understood  before,  I 
now  understood  more  thoroughly.  I  had  now  completely  turned 
back  from  what  there  had  been  of  excess  in  my  reaction  against 
Benthamism.  I  had,  at  the  height  of  that  reaction,  certainly 
become  much  more  incJulgent  to  the  common  opinions  of  society 
and  the  world;  and  more  willing  to  be  content  with'  second- 
ing the  superficial  improvement  which  had  begun  to  take  place 
in  those  common  opinions,  than  became  one  whose  convictions 
on  so  many  points  differed  fundamentally  from  them.  I  was 
much  more  inclined  than  I  can  now  approve  to  put  in  abeyance 
the  more  decidedly  heretical  part  of  my  opinions,  which  I  now 
look  upon  as  almost  the  only  ones '  the  assertion  of  which  tends 
in  any  way  to  regenerate  society.  But  in  addition  to  this,  our 
opinions  were  far  more  heretical  than  mine  had  been  in  the  days 
of  my  most  extreme  Benthamism.  In  those  days  I  had  seen 
little  further  than  the  old  school  of  political  economists  into  the 
possibilities  of  fundamental  improvement  in  social  arrang'ements. 
Private  property,  as  now  understood,  and  inheritance,  appeared  to 
me  as  to  them  the  dernier  mot  of  legislation;  and  I  looked  no 
further  than  to  mitigating  the  inequalities  consequent  on  these 
institutions,  by  getting  rid  of  primogeniture  and  entails.  The 
notion  that  it  was  possible  to  go  further  than  this  in  removing 
the  injustice  —  for  injustice  it  is,  whether  admitting  of  a  complete 
remedy  or  not  —  involved  in  the  fact  that  some  are  born  to  riches 
and  the  vast  majority  to  poverty,  I  then  reckoned  chimerical; 
and  only  hoped  that  by  universal  education,  leading  to  voluntary 
restraint  on  population,  the  portion  of  the  poor  might  be  made 
more  tolerable,  in  short,  1  was  a  democrat,  but  not  the  least  of 
a  socialist.  We  were  now  much  less  democrats  than  I  had  been, 
because  so  long  as  education  continues  to  be  so  wretchedly  im- 
perfect, wc  dreaded  the  ignorance  and  especially  the  selfishness 
and  brutality  of  the  mass;  but  our  ideal  of  ultimate  improve- 
ment went  far  beyond  democracy,  and  would  class  us  decidedly 
under  the  general  designation  of  socialists.     While  we  repudiated 
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with  the  greatest  energy  that  tyranny  of  society  over  the  indi- 
vidual which  most  sociahstic  systems  are  supposed  to  involve,  we 
yet  looked  forward  to  a  time  when  society  will  no  longer  be 
divided  into  the  idle  and  the  industrious;  when  the  rule  that  they 
who  do  not  work  shall  not  eat,  will  be  applied  not  to  paupers 
only,  but  impartially  to  all;  when  the  division  of  the  produce  of 
labor,  instead  of  depending,  as  in  so  great  a  degree  it  now  does, 
on  the  accident  of  birth,  will  be  made  by  concert  on  an  acknowl- 
edged principle  of  justice;  and  when  it  will  no  longer  either 
be,  or  be  thought  to  be,  impossible  for  human  beings  to  exert 
themselves  strenuously  in  procuring  benefits  which  are  not  to 
be  exclusively  their  own,  but  to  be  shared  with  the  society  they 
belong  to. 

The  social  problem  of  the  future  we  considered  to  be,  how 
to  unite  the  greatest  individual  liberty  of  action  with  a  common 
ownership  in  the  raw  material  of  the  globe  and  an  equal  par- 
ticipation of  all  in  the  benefits  of  combined  labor.  We  had  not 
the  presumption  to  suppose  that  we  could  already  foresee  by  what 
precise  form  of  institutions  these  objects  could  most  effectually 
be  attained,  or  at  how  near  or  how  distant  a  period  they  would 
become  practicable.  We  saw  clearly  that  to  render  any  such 
social  transformation  either  possible  or  desirable,  an  equivalent 
change  of  character  must  take  place  both  in  the  uncultivated  herd 
who  now  compose  the  laboring  masses,  and  in  the  immense  ma- 
jority of  their  employers.  Both  these  classes  must  learn  by  prac- 
tice to  labor  and  combine  for  generous,  or  at  all  events  for  public 
and  social  purposes,  and  not,  as  hitherto,  solely  for  narrowly 
interested  ones.  But  the  capacity  to  do  this  has  always  existed 
in  mankind,  and  is  not,  nor  is  ever  likely  to  be,  extinct.  Educa- 
tion, habit,  and  the  cultivation  of  the  sentiments,  will  make  a 
common  man  dig  or  weave  for  his  country  as  readily  as  fight  for 
his  country.  True  enough,  it  is  only  by  slow  degrees,  and  a  sys- 
tem of  culture  prolonged  through  successive  generations,  that  men 
in  general  can  be  brought  up  to  this  point.  But  the  hindrance  is 
not  in  the  essential  constitution  of  human  nature.  Interest  in  the 
common  good  is  at  present  so  weak  a  motive  in  the  generality, 
not  because  it  can  never  be  otherwise,  but  because  the  mind  is 
not  accustomed  to  dwell  on  it  as  it  dwells  from  morning  till 
night  on  things  which  tend  only  to  personal  advantage.  When 
called  into  activity,  as  only  self-interest  now  is,  by  the  daily 
course  of  life,  and  spurred  from  behind  by  the  love  of  distinction 
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and  the  fear  of  shame,  it  is  capable  of  producing-,  even  in  com- 
mon men,  the  most  strenuous  exertions  as  well  as  the  most  heroic 
sacrifices.  The  deep-rooted  selfishness  which  forms  the  general 
character  of  the  existing  state  of  society  is  so  deeply  rooted,  only 
because  the  whole  course  of  existing  institutions  tends  to  foster 
it;  and  modern  institutions  in  some  respects  more  than  ancient, 
since  the  occasions  on  which  the  individual  is  called  on  to  do 
anything  for  the  public,  without  receiving  its  pay,  are  far  less 
frequent  in  modern  life  than  in  the  smaller  commonwealths  of 
antiquity.  These  considerations  did  not  make  us  overlook  the 
folly  of  premature  attempts  to  dispense  with  the  inducements  of 
private  interest  in  social  affairs,  while  no  substitute  for  them  has 
been  or  can  be  provided;  but  we  regarded  all  existing  institutions 
and  social  arrangements  as  being  (in  a  phrase  I  once  heard  from 
Austin)  "merely  provisional." 


JUSTICE  AND   UTILITY 

From  < Utilitarianism* 

IS  THEN  the  difference  between  the  Just  and  the  Expedient  a 
merely  imaginary  distinction  ?  Have  mankind  been  tmder  a 
delusion  in  thinking  that  justice  is  a  more  sacred  thing  than 
policy,  and  that  the  latter  ought  only  to  be  listened  to  after  the 
former  has  been  satisfied  ?  By  no  means.  The  exposition  we 
have  given  of  the  nature  and  origin  of  the  sentiment  recognizes 
a  real  distinction;  and  no  one  of  those  who  profess  the  most  sub- 
lime contempt  for  the  consequences  of  actions  as  an  element  in 
their  morality,  attaches  more  importance  to  the  distinction  than 
I  do.  While  I  dispute  the  pretensions  of  any  theory  which  sets 
up  an  imaginary  standard  of  justice  not  groimded  on  utility,  I 
account  the  justice  which  is  grotmded  on  utility  to  be  the  chief 
part,  and  incomparably  the  most  sacred  and  binding  part,  of  all 
morality.  Justice  is  a  name  for  cerj:ain  classes  of  moral  rules 
which  concern  the  essentials  of  human  well-being  more  nearly, 
and  are  therefore  of  more  absolute  obligation,  than  any  other 
rules  for  the  guidance  of  life;  and  the  notion  which  we  have 
found  to  be  of  the  essence  of  the  idea  of  justice, —  that  of  a 
right  residing  in  an  individual, —  implies  and  testifies  to  this  more 
binding  obligation.    ' 
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The  moral  rules  which  forbid  mankind  to  hurt  one  another 
(in  which  we  must  never  forget  to  include  wrongful  interference 
with  each  other's  freedom)  are  more  vital  10  human  well-being 
than  any  maxims,  however  important,  which  only  point  out  the 
best  mode  of  managing  some  department  of  human  affairs.  They 
have  also  the  peculiarity,  that  they  are  the  main  element  in 
determining  the  whole  of  the  social  feelings  of  mankind.  It 
is  their  observance  which  alone  preserves  peace  among  human 
beings:  if  obedience  to  them  were  not  the  rule,  and  disobedience 
the  exception,  every  one  would  see  in  every  one  else  a  probable 
enemy,  against  whom  he  must  be  perpetually  guarding  himself. 
What  is  hardly  less  important,  these  are  the  precepts  which  man- 
kind have  the  strongest  and  most  direct  inducements  for  impress- 
ing upon  one  another.  By  merely  giving  to  each  other  prudential 
instruction  or  exhortation,  they  may  gain,  or  think  they  gain, 
nothing:  in  inculcating  on  each  other  the  duty  of  positive  benefi- 
cence they  have  an  unmistakable  interest,  but  far  less  in  degree, 
—  a  person  may  possibly  not  need  the  benefits  of  others,  but  he 
always  needs  that  they  should  not  do  him  hurt.  Thus  the  moral- 
ities which  protect  every  individual  from  being  harmed  by  others, 
either  directly  or  by  being  hindered  in  his  freedom  of  pursuing 
his  own  good,  are  at  once  those  which  he  himself  has  most  at 
heart,  and  those  which  he  has  the  strongest  interest  in  piiblish- 
ing  and  enforcing  by  word  and  deed.  It  is  by  a  person's  observ- 
ance of  these  that  his  fitness  to  exist  as  one  of  the  fellowship  of 
human  beings  is  tested  and  decided;  for  on  that  depends  his 
being  a  nuisance  or  not  to  those  with  whom  he  is  in  contact. 
Now,  it  is  these  moralities  primarily  which  compose  the  obliga- 
tions of  justice.  The  most  marked  cases  of  injustice,  and  those 
which  give  the  tone  to  the  feeling  of  repugnance  which  charac- 
terizes the  sentiment,  are  acts  of  wrongful  aggression,  or  wrongful 
exercise  of  power  over  some  one;  the  next  are  those  which  con- 
sist in  wrongfully  withholding  from  him  something  which  is  his 
due:  in  both  cases  inflicting  on  him  a  positive  hurt,  cither  in  the 
form  of  direct  suffering,  or  of  the  privation  of  some  good  which 
he  had  reasonable  ground,  either  of  a  physical  or  of  a  social  kind, 
for  counting  upon. 

The  same  powerful  motives  which  command  the  observance  of 
these  primary  moralities,  enjoin  the  punishment  of  those  who  vio- 
late them;  and  as  the  impulses  of  self-defense,  of  defense  of  oth- 
ers, and  of  vengeance,  are  all  called  forth  against  such  persons, 
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retribution,  or  evil  for  evil,  becomes  closely  connected  with  the 
sentiment  of  justice,  and  is  universally  included  in  the  idea. 
Good  for  good  is  also  one  of  the  dictates  of  justice;  and  this, 
though  its  social  utility  is  evident,  and  though  it  carries  with 
it  a  natural  human  feeling,  has  not  at  first  sight  that  obvious 
connection  with  hurt  or  injury,  which,  existing  in  the  most  ele- 
mentary cases  of  just  and  unjust,  is  the  source  of  the  character- 
istic intensity  of  the  sentiment.  But  the  connection,  though  less 
obvious,  is  not  less  real.  He  who  accepts  benefits,  and  denies  a 
return  of  them  when  needed,  inflicts  a  real  hurt,  by  disappoint- 
ing one  of  the  most  natural  and  reasonable  of  expectations,  and 
one  which  he  must  at  least  tacitly  have  encouraged,  otherwise  the 
benefits  would  seldom  have  been  conferred.  The  important  rank, 
among  hiiman  evils  and  wrongs,  of  the  disappointment  of  expect- 
ation, is  shown  in  the  fact  that  it  constitutes  the  principal  crim- 
inality of  two  such  highly  immoral  acts  as  a  breach  of  friendship 
and  a  breach  of  promise.  Few  hurts  which  human  beings  can 
sustain  are  greater,  and  none  wound  more,  than  when  that  on 
which  they  habitually  and  with  full  assurance  relied,  fails  them 
in  the  hour  of  need:  and  few  wrongs  are  greater  than  this  mere 
withholding  of  good;  none  excites  more  resentment,  either  in  the 
person  suffering,  or  in  a  sympathizing  spectator.  The  principle, 
therefore,  of  giving  to  each  what  they  deserve, —  that  is,  good 
for  good,  as  well  as  evil  for  evil, —  is  not  only  included  within 
the  idea  of  Justice  as  we  have  defined  it,  but  is  a  proper  object 
of  that  intensity  of  sentiment  which  places  the  Just,  in  human 
estimation,  above   the   simply   Expedient. 

Most  of  the  maxims  of  justice  current  in  the  world,  and  com- 
monly appealed  to  in  its  transactions,  are  simply  instrumental  to 
carrying  into  effect  the  principles  of  justice  which  we  have  now 
spoken  of.  That  a  person  is  only  responsible  for  what  he  has 
done  voluntarily  or  could  voluntarily  have  avoided,  that  it  is  un- 
just to  condemn  any  person  unheard,  that  the  punishment  ought 
to  be  proportioned  to  the  offense,  and  the  like,  are  maxims 
intended  to  prevent  the  just  principle  of  evil  for  evil  from  being 
perverted  to  the  infliction  of  evil  without  that  justification.  The 
greater  part  of  these  common  maxims  have  come  into  use  from 
the  practice  of  courts  of  justice;  which  have  been  naturally  led 
to  a  more  complete  recognition  and  elaboration  than  was  likely 
to  suggest  itself  to  others,  of  the  rules  necessary  to  enable  them 
to  fulfill  their  double  function,  of  inflicting  punishment  when  due 
and  of  awarding  to  each  person  his  right. 
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That  first  of  judicial  virtues,  impartiality,  is  an  obligation  of 
justice,  partly  for  the  reason  last  mentioned:  as  being  a  neces- 
sary condition  of  the  fulfillment  of  the  other  obligations  of  justice. 
But  this  is  not  the  only  source  of  the  exalted  rank  among 
human  obligations  of  those  maxims  of  equality  and  impartiality, 
which,  both  in  popular  estimation  and  in  that  of  the  most  en- 
lightened, are  included  among  the  precepts  of  justice.  In  one 
point  of  view  they  may  be  considered  as  corollaries  from  the 
principles  already,  laid  down.  If  it  is  a  duty  to  do  to  each  accord- 
ing to  his  deserts,  returning  good  for  good  as  well  as  repressing 
evil  by  evil,  it  necessarily  follows  that  we  should  treat  all  equally 
well  (when  no  higher  duty  forbids)  who  have  deserved  equally 
well  of  us,  and  that  society  should  treat  all  equally  well  who 
have  deserved  equally  well  of  it, —  that  is,  who  have  deserved 
equally  well  absolutely.  This  is  the  highest  abstract  standard  of 
social  and  distributive  justice;  towards  which  all  institutions,  and 
the  efforts  of  all  virtuous  citizens,  should  be  made  in  the  utmost 
possible  degree  to  converge.  But  this  great  moral  duty  rests 
upon  a  still  deeper  foundation;  being  a  direct  emanation  from 
the  first  principles  of  morals,  and  not  a  mere  logical  corollary 
from  secondary  or  derivative  doctrines.  It  is  involved  in  the 
very  meaning  of  Utility,  or  the  Greatest-Happiness  Principle. 
That  principle  is  a  mere  form  of  words  without  rational  sig-. 
nification,  unless  one  person's  happiness,  supposed  equal  in  de- 
gree (with  the  proper  allowance  made  for  kind),  is  counted  for 
exactly  as  much  as  another's:  those  conditions  being  supplied, 
Bentham's  dictum,  ^*  Everybody  to  count  for  one,  nobody  for  more 
than  one,'^  might  be  written  under  the  principle  of  utility,  as 
an  explanatory  commentary.  The  equal  claim  of  everybody  to 
happiness,  in  the  estimation  of  the  moralist  and  the  legislator, 
involves  an  equal  claim  to  all  the  means  of  happiness, —  except 
in  so  far  as  the  inevitable  conditions  of  human  life,  and  the  gen- 
eral interest  in  which  that  of  every  individual  is  included,  set 
limits  to  the  maxim;  and  those  limits  ought  to  be  strictly  con- 
strued. As  every  other  maxim  of  justice,  so  this  is  by  no  means 
applied  or  held  applicable  universally;  on  the  contrary,  as  I  have 
already  remarked,  it  bends  to  every  person's  ideas  of  social  expe- 
diency. But  in  whatever  case  it  is  deemed  applicable  at  all,  it 
is  held  to  be  the  dictate  of  justice.  All  persons  are  deemed  to 
have  a  right  to  equality  of  treatment,  except  when  some  recog- 
nized social  exnedi^ncv  reouires  the  reverse.     And  henre  all  social 
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inequalities  which  have  ceased  to  be  considered  expedient  assume 
the  character  not  of  simple  inexpediency,  but  of  injustice,  and 
appear  so  tyrannical  that  people  are  apt  to  wonder  how  they 
ever  could  have  been  tolerated;  forgetful  that  they  themselves 
perhaps  tolerate  other  inequalities  under  an  equally  mistaken 
notion  of  expediency,  the  correction  of  which  would  make  that 
which  they  approve  seem  quite  as  monstrous  as  what  they  have 
at  last  learnt  to  condemn.  The  entire  history  of  social  improve- 
ment has  been  a  series  of  transitions,  by  which  one  custom  or 
institution  after  another,  from  being  a  supposed  primary  neces- 
sity of  social  existence,  has  passed  into  the  rank  of  a  univer- 
sally stigmatized  injustice  and  tyranny.  So  it  has  been  with  the 
distinctions  of  slaves  and  freemen,  nobles  and  serfs,  patricians 
and  plebeians;  and  so  it  will  be,  and  in  part  already  is,  with  the 
aristocracies  of  color,  race,  and  sex. 

It  appears  from  what  has  been  said  that  justice  is  a  name 
for  certain  moral  requirements,  which,  regarded  collectively,  stand 
higher  in  the  scale  of  social  utility,  and  are  therefore  of  more 
paramount  obligation,  than  any  others;  though  particular  cases 
may  occur  in  which  some  other  social  duty  is  so  important  as 
to  overrule  any  one  of  the  general  maxims  of  justice.  Thus,  to 
save  a  life,  it  may  not  only  be  allowable,  but  a  duty,  to  steal  or 
take  by  force  the  necessary  food  or  medicine,  or  to  kidnap  and 
compel  to  officiate  the  only  qualified  medical  practitioner.  In 
such  cases,  as  we  do  not  call  anything  justice  which  is  not  a  vir- 
tue, we  usually  say,  not  that  justice  must  give  way  to  some  other 
moral  principle,  but  that  what  is  just  in  ordinary  cases  is,  by 
reason  of  that  other  principle,  not  just  in  the  particular  case. 
By  this  useful  accommodation  of  language,  the  character  of  inde- 
feasibility  attributed  to  justice  is  kept  up,  and  we  are  saved  from 
the  necessity  of  maintaining  that  there  can  be  laudable  injustice. 

The  considerations  which  have  now  been  adduced  resolve,  1 
conceive,  the  only  real  difficulty  in  the  utilitarian  theory  of 
morals.  It  has  always  been  evident  that  all  cases  of  justice  are 
also  cases  of  expediency;  the  difference  is  in  the  peculiar  senti- 
ment which  attaches  to  the  former,  as  contradistinguished  from 
the  latter.  If  this  characteristic  sentiment  has  been  sufficiently 
accounted  for;  if  there  is  no  necessity  to  assume  for  it  any  pecul- 
iarity of  origin;  .  .  .  that  idea  no  longer  presents  itself  as  a 
stumbling-block  to  the  utilitarian  ethics. 


ioo26a 


PIERRE  MILLE 

(1865-) 

BY  J.  W.    CUNLIFFE 

J  Pierre  Mille  has  so  often  expressed  his  admiration  for  Kipling 
and  acknowledged  his  indebtedness  to  him  that  he  would 
probably  take  as  a  compliment  his  popular  tag  of  «a  French 
Kipling,))  though  it  is  far  from  an  adequate  description  of  his  qualities. 
One  cannot  imagine  Rudyard  Kipling  as  a  Frenchman,  and  it  may  be 
premised  at  once  that  Pierre  Mille  is  something  more  (and  less)  than  his 
first  inspiration  and  model.  Nowadays  he  writes  sometimes  like 
Kipling,  and  sometimes  like  Anatole  France;  into  the  gulf  between  these 
two  one  could  drop  most  of  the  living  writers  of  prose  who  are  worth 
reading. 

Born  at  Choisy-le-Roi  in  1S65,  young  Mille  plunged  into  journalism 
and  was  sent  by  the  Journal  des  Debats  as  its  correspondent  to  the 
Greco-Turkish  War  of  1897.  His  dispatches,  and  some  articles  he 
wrote  for  the  Revue  des  Deux  Mondes,  attracted  attention,  and  formed 
the  basis  for  his  first  book,  ( De  Thcssalie  en  Crete)  (1898).  He  had 
already  made  his  journalistic  debut  in  the  French  colonies  at  Madagascar 
in  1896,  and  he  afterwards  visited  Senegal  and  the  Congo.  His  descrip- 
tive sketch,  (Au  Congo  Beige)  (1S99)  was  ((crowned))  by  the  Academy, 
and  was  followed  by  two  other  books  on  the  Congo  question,  which  was 
already  exciting  a  great  deal  of  public  interest.  But  it  was  not  till  1905 
that  he  established  his  reputation  as  a  story-teller  in  the  volume,  (Sur  la 
Vaste  Terre.)  The  very  title  seems  to  smack  of  Kipling,  whose  name 
figures  at  the  head  of  one  of  the  stories,  and  whose  influence  is  plainly 
discernible  in  others.  The  hero  of  the  book,  Barnavaux,  is  first  cousin 
to  Terence  !Mulvaney;  an  outline  of  (Barnavaux,  G(5ncral)  will  be 
enough  to  make  the  relationship  clear.  The  story  is  told  by  Barna- 
vaux, a  marine  serving  in  Madagascar,  to  a  friend  of  higher  social  station 
(apparently  a  war  correspondent)  in  the  interval  of  some  military 
operations.  Barnavaux  and  his  comrade,  Razowski,  were  the  sole 
garrison  of  the  outpost  of  Vouhil^nc,  and  Razo  fell  ill  from  homesickness 
and  reading  the  books  of  the  Protestant  missionary  Stewart  —  the 
doctor  called  it  tropical  anamia.  Sister  Ludinc,  of  the  Catholic  dis- 
pensary, tried  to  cheer  him  up  and  save  his  soul,  but  he  said  he  was 
a  free-thinker  and  would  die  like  a  man.  Rakoutoumangue,  the  old 
chief  whom  Barnavaux  had  supplanted,  came  on  a  pretext  to  spy  out 
the  land,   and  found   as   ((Commander  of  the  garrison,   chief  of  staflE, 
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colonel,  captain,  lieutenant,  artillery,  cavalry,  infantry  —  Barnavaux. 
The  rest  of  the  garrison  —  in  hospital.))  A  few  days  later,  the  in- 
surgents were  heard  attacking  Stewart  in  his  school.  Barnavaux 
took  his  rifle  to  go  to  the  rescue.  Razo  tried  to  get  up,  but  could 
not  lift  his  head  from  the  pillow.  Then  Sister  Ludine  took  up 
Razo's  rifle,  and  said  to  Barnavaux,  «!  am  coming  with  you))  — the 
idea  that  the  poor  little  children  would  be  burnt  to  death  in  the 
school  filled  her  with  horror  and  turned  her  head.  ((But  I  could 
not  see  Sister  Ludine  transformed  into  a  heroic  warrior  —  it  would 
be  ridiculous,))  recounted  Barnavaux,  who  may  now  be  allowed  to 
tell  his  own  story: 

(( (Do  not  dishonor  your  cap,)  I  said  to  her.  (People  don't  bear  arms  in  that 
costume.  What  we  need  is  the  prestige  of  the  uniform.  The  outpost  defended  by  a 
woman  —  it  is  the  best  way  to  show  that  all  is  lost.) 

(((Do  you  think  so?     Well,  it  won't  take  long.) 

((She  undid  Razo's  bundle,  took  out  a  pair  of  trousers  and  a  tunic,  and  ran 
without  another  word  into  the  kitchen,  which  was  a  little  hut  at  the  other  end  of  the 
terrace. 

((  Three  minutes  later  she  came  back  dressed  as  a  marine  —  yes,  a  marine  in  full 
uniform,  which  did  not  embarrass  her  in  the  least  —  she  was  so  excited.  Her  little 
old  woman's  body  made  her  look  like  a  child,  except  for  her  face,  which  was  haggard, 
wrinkled,  shriveled  —  but  all  shining  with  enthusiasm.  Razo  choked  with  emotion 
and  I  did  not  think  of  laughing  or  of  protesting  —  I  had  tears  in  my  eyes.  I 
said: 

(((Sister  Ludine,  you  are  out  of  your  mind.  Sister  Ludine,  I  love  you  with  all 
my  heart.    By  all  the  powers,  go  and  crack  their  heads.) 

((At  that  moment  I  could  have  destroyed  an  army  of  a  hundred  thousand  men  all 
alone.  Everything  seemed  to  me  cheerful,  touching,  easy,  and  sublime.  It  was  not 
air  I  had  in  my  lungs,  but  a  kind  of  clear  flame  that  ran  hot  in  my  blood.  I  was  mad, 
I  was  happy,  I  was  beyond  myself.  I  wished  to  break  out  into  exclamations,  into 
songs,  into  all  kinds  of  foolishness  for  my  own  pleasure  —  for  a  joke.  I  am  telling 
you  exactly  how  I  felt. 

((Things  were  pressing.  Five  or  six  houses  were  already  on  fire.  Three  or  four 
corpses  already  stained  the  reddened  soil.  The  insurgents  were  blazing  away  their 
ammunition,  perhaps  to  show  that  they  had  plenty  of  it.  Their  yells,  from  afar, 
sounded  like  a  litany  in  church  —  rising,  swelling,  falling,  beginning  again.  The  door 
of  the  school  was  shut,  and  Stewart  was  firing  through  a  loophole ;  this  solitary  sound 
from  the  defense,  thin  and,  as  it  were,  trembling,  froze  me  to  the  soul.  It  was  five 
o'clock,  and  the  setting  sun  cast  long  rays  across  the  rice  fields,  which  separated  the 
outpost  from  the  village.  A  rice  field  is  a  river  in  which  there  is  mud  instead  of  water, 
and  green  shoots  above  the  mud.     You  can  only  cross  it  by  the  dikes. 

((I  said  to  Sister  Ludine: 

(((We  must  produce  a  grandiose  and  unexpected  effect.  You  arc  the  second 
division  of  the  army.  Go  down  behind  the  outpost,  turn  to  the  right,  and  cross  the 
rice  field  by  the  third  dike.  Don't  weaken  your  formation  by  delay  on  the  march; 
you  might  lose  stragglers!  Once  you  are  on  the  dike,  the  enemy  will  see  you;  then 
fire.    By  all  the  saints  of  Paradise,  don't  trouble  to  aim,  but  fire  all  the  cartridges  in 
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the  magazine,  recharge,  and  begin  again.  Your  business  is  to  make  plenty  of  noise  — 
that's  all.) 

((The  sister  laughed  heartily. 

(((That's  what  I'm  here  for,)  she  said.     (But  how  do  you  do  it?) 

((She  held  out  her  Lebel  rifle  with  the  look  of  a  nigger  who  has  received  a  money 
order  and  does  not  know  what  to  do  with  it. 

(((Ah,  just  so,)  I  replied. 

((I  showed  her  the  mechanism  of  the  dear  little  thing.    She  understood  it  at  once. 

(((  Comme  ga,  et  puis  comnie  ga,  et  puis  comnie  qa?    C'est  bon.     Au  revoir.) 

((And  she  was  going  off  when  I  recalled  her  with  a  shout: 

(((I've  forgotten  to  tell  you  the  direction  in  which  you're  to  march.) 

(((Holy  Virgin!)  she  answered.  (It's  the  school.  You've  no  need  to  tell  me 
that.) 

((I  never  saw  more  conscientious  work.  She  marched,  fired  all  the  balls  from  the 
magazine,  made  a  few  steps,  stopped  to  recharge,  began  again  —  and  did  in  every 
way  just  as  I  did,  for  I  was  advancing  on  my  dike  like  a  veritable  Napoleon  at  the 
Bridge  of  Arcole. 

((It  is  over  a  mile  from  the  outpost  of  Vouhilfene  to  the  village;  but  we  had  opened 
fire  all  the  same.  The  brutes  who  were  attacking  the  school  turned  round  in  astonish- 
ment. They  all  believed  —  because  they  had  been  told  so  —  that  there  was  only 
one  Frenchman  on  his  feet  at  Vouhilene,  and  that  he  would  not  be  mad  enough  to 
leave  the  outpost.  My  insolence  impressed  them,  and  the  parallel  demonstration 
of  Sister  Ludine  was  a  surprise.  The  insurgents  of  Emyme  were  poor  devils  who  were 
dying  of  hunger;  what  gave  them  courage  was  the  assurance  that  no  one  in  the 
village  would  offer  resistance  —  neither  the  guard  of  the  outpost  nor  the  inhabitants. 
But  here  was  the  garrison  making  a  sortie.)) 

The  fever-stricken  Raze  completed  the  rout  of  the  insurgents  by 
letting  off,  from  the  top  of  the  outpost,  the  fireworks  intended  for  the 
14th  of  July;  and  Rakoutoumangue,  who  had  instigated  the  attack, 
when  he  saw  the  rebels  giving  way,  came  and  helped  to  slaughter  them. 
They  tried  to  take  refuge  in  the  school,  and  the  missionary,  after  im- 
ploring them  to  go  away,  killed  one  by  throwing  a  block  of  granite  on  his 
head.  His  consternation  at  having  ((killed  a  man))  recalls  a  similar 
incident  in  Kipling,  though  the  circumstances  are  entirely  different. 
((Well,))  said  Sister  Ludine,  ((I  can  take  an  oath  that  I  have  not  killed 
anybody.))  ((And  it  was  absolutely  true,))  Barnavaux  comments. 
((If  anyone  can  boast  to-day  that  she  never  hurt  a  hair  of  her  neighbor's 
head,  it  is  that  old  saint  —  which  proves  the  importance  of  moral 
strength,  as  the  newspapers  say.)) 

In  the  upshot,  the  part  played  by  Stewart  and  Sister  Ludine  in 
crushing  the  insurrection  was  suppressed  in  the  official  report,  and  most 
of  the  credit  given  to  Rakoutoumangue,  who  was  in  consequence  restored 
by  the  French  Government  to  his  position  as  chief.  Barnavaux  was 
promoted  to  corporal.  His  interlocutor  remarked  that  he  no  longer 
wore  the  stripes: 

((He  blew  away  a  cloud  of  smoke  and  replied:    (The  air  of  big  cities  is  not  good 
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for  me.     Three  months  after  the  victory,  I  was  recalled  to  Tananarivo,  and  there  I 
was  reduced  to  the  ranks  for  unbecoming  conduct.     But  that  is  another  story.))) 

« 

(Barnavaux  et  Quelques  Femmes)  (1908)  continues  the  exploits 
of  the  soldier-hero  in  Madagascar,  in  the  Sahara,  on  the  Congo,  in 
Tonkin;  and  the  last  story  is  dedicated  ((To  Rudyard  Kipling,  who 
wrote  (The  Finest  Story  in  the  World.)))  But  apparently  the  author 
tired  of  this  vein  (though  the  public  did  not),  and  the  stories  that 
followed  were  turned  in  another  direction.  ( Caillou  et  Till)  (1911)  is 
an  attempt  to  explain  to  adults  the  point  of  view  of  a  litile  boy  and  a 
little  girl.  This  difficult  task  is  accomplished  with  much  delicacy  and 
subtlety,  and  with  many  profound  observations  of  childish  nature,  of 
which  the  following  may  serve  as  examples: 

((Never  tell  stories  before  cliildrcn  of  things  that  have  happened  to  them;  if  they 
are  inclined  to  vanity  and  affectation,  3^ou  will  make  little  mimics  of  them;  if  they 
are  proud,  delicate,  and  sensitive  of  soul,  you  will  wound  their  susceptibilities.  For 
in  spite  of  all  your  eflforts  you  will  never  tell  the  story  as  they  have  felt  it ;  j'ou  are  too 
different  from  them,  and  you  will  not  do  them  justice.  So  they  will  think  that  you 
are  making  fun  of  their  vexations  and  anxieties,  that  you  do  not  take  seriously  their 
personality  —  and  there  is  no  human  being  more  solitary  and  therefore  more  proud 
than  a  child  —  or  the  universe  they  are  constructing  in  mosaic  —  by  sensations 
added  one  to  the  other  —  luminous  fragments  of  things,  precious  gems  they  are 
perpetually  amassing.  .  .  . 

((Never  quote  children's  sayings  in  their  presence;  if  you  yield  to  this  inclination, 
they  will  quickly  come  to  stringing  phrases  together  at  random,  in  the  hope  of  excit- 
ing suiprise  and  admiration.)) 

These  are  perhaps  counsels  of  perfection,  but  if  parents  would  give 
heed  to  them,  they  would  save  their  friends  some  unhappy  hours  and 
their  children  real  suffering.  Caillou  and  Till  are,  of  course,  French 
children,  and  much  that  occurs  to  them  would  be  strange  to  American 
youngsters;  but  there  is  no  doubt  of  the  insight  and  skill  with  which 
the  author  has  revealed  some  of  the  secrets  of  the  nursery,  of  universal 
interest  and  significance. 

In  (Louise  et  Barnavaux)  (1912),  Miile  returned  to  the  hero  who 
had  first  won  him  fame,  and  had  not  ceased  to  be  popular.  In  this 
volume  we  see  Barnavaux  attempting  to  settle  down;  he  does  not  go  so 
far  as  marriage,  but  he  enters  into  a  union  libre  with  a  respectable 
working  girl,  Louise,  whose  character  is  drawn  with  charming  sympathy. 
The  result  is  disastrous  for  Barnavaux;  after  making  all  kinds  of  good 
resolutions,  he  is  sent  to  prison  for  four  days  because  he  has  obtained 
leave  to  attend  the  funeral  of  his  son,  whose  paternity  he  had  not 
officially  acknowledged.  Barnavaux  gives  up  Louise,  and  returns  to 
his  old  habits  and  adventures. 

Mille's  next  book,  ( Paraboles  et  Diversions)  (1913),  is  again  different 
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from  his  previous  work.  The  (Paraboles)  are  fresh  versions  of  Scrip- 
ture story,  somewhat  in  the  manner  of  Anatolc  France,  but  without  his 
biting  and  malicious  irony.  Mille's  humor  is  more  gentle  and  sym- 
pathetic, and  though  readers  brought  up  in  the  traditions  of  English 
Protestantism  may  find  the  atmosphere  irreverent,  the  Latin  peoples, 
accustomed  to  treating  sacred  personages  with  a  certain  affectionate 
familiarity,  will  see  no  cause  of  offense.  The  story  of  Creation  is  told 
so  as  to  give  more  play  for  the  part  of  Satan,  who  is  identified  with  the 
first  critic;  Noah  yields  half  of  his  honors  to  Deucalion;  the  birth  and 
childhood  of  Jesus  are  treated  with  a  delicate  humor  which  has,  rightly 
regarded,  no  touch  of  mockery.  The  legends  of  Qi)dipus  and  Don  Juan 
are  dealt  with  in  the  same  spirit  —  the  latter  from  the  point  of  view 
taken  by  Bernard  Shaw  in  ( ]\Ian  and  Superman.)  The  next  division  of 
the  volume,  (Quelques  Betes  et  Gens,)  again  reminds  one  of  Anatole 
France,  though  the  latter  was,  of  course,  not  the  first  to  enforce  the 
warning  against  anthropomorphism  by  reminding  us  that  the  lower 
animals  have  a  different  point  of  view.  It  was  an  old  Greek  who  said, 
«If  the  oxen  made  a  god,  they  would  make  him  in  the  likeness  of  an  ox,)> 
and  Mille's  (Diary  of  a  Fat  Ox)  is  conceived  in  a  delicious  spirit  of 
humorous  gravity  which  is  wholly  original: 

((I  am  the  Fat  Ox.  There  is  no  more  magnificent  title.  There  is  none  more 
assured.  I  despise  the  other  sovereigns.  To  what  does  William  II.,  Emperor  of 
Germany,  owe  his  throne?  To  the  fact  that  Frederic  II.,  the  only  great  man  of  the 
family,  had  no  more  children  that  I  have.  He  reigns  by  virtue  of  the  chances  of  a 
collateral  succession.  And  the  president  of  the  Republic?  He  presides  by  virtue  of 
the  chances  of  a  contested  election.  And  for  all  the  others,  it  is  the  same  thing: 
inheritance,  chance,  lottery.  But  I  —  I  have  been  weighed!  And  I  weighed  more 
than  all  the  other  oxen.  I  am  the  ox  of  oxen;  no  one  can  deny  it.  I  have  been 
elected  by  science  and  truth.  Science  and  truth  march  with  mc  —  nothing  can  stop 
them;  I  shall  go,  with  them,  to  the  slaughter-house. 

((For  I  know  that  I  shall  go  to  the  slaughter-house.  That  is  what  constitutes  the 
superiority  of  oxen  over  man ;  we  know  how  we  shall  die  and  what  end  our  death  will 
serve;  to  feed  men.  But  what  end  is  served  by  men  who  die?  None  at  all.  That  is 
why  they  are  accompanied  to  the  tomb  with  melancholy  hymns,  black  costumes, 
ugly  withered  flowers,  and  priests  who  arc  hidden  in  carts  made  like  catafalques. 
My  priests  were  fragrant  with  wine,  like  Silenus.  They  were  clad  in  white,  purple, 
and  amaranth.  Bacchantes  accompanied  them.  Delirious  trumpets  sounded  on 
my  way.  Men  dressed  like  beasts  danced  before  the  beast  I  am.  And  they  will  slay 
me  like  a  god.)) 

The  Fat  Ox  then  tells  of  his  birth  and  early  education: 

«I  was  taught  to  ruminate.  It  is  a  real  science.  You  must  ruminate  stretched 
on  the  ground,  slowly,  gently,  with  the  lower  teeth,  and  think  only  of  ruminating. 
When  you  know  how  to  ruminate,  you  know  the  foundation  of  tilings,  you  arc  happy, 
nothing  can  distress  you.     The  moment  comes  when  I  shall  die;  but  I  am  ruminating. 
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That  is  why  bulls  are  mad.  They  paSs  their  time  in  running  about,  they  attack 
terriers  who  ought  to  be  respected,  they  ruminate  ill.  So  they  stay  lean;  they  will 
never  be  fat  oxen.     I  cannot  conceive  why  they  exist. 

((Every  fortnight  I  was  weighed  in  a  great  machine,  and  each  weighing  was  a 
triumph.  I  became  huge,  fat,  powerful,  placid,  and  pacific  like  the  earth,  and  of  a 
white  color  lightly  tinged  with  rose,  like  a  plum  blossom.  When  I  was  put  to  the 
plough,  I  accepted  this  gymnastic  exercise  without  complaint,  knowing  that  it  would 
make  my  flesh  firmer.  I  was  rewarded  by  my  victory  at  the  Agricultural  Show, 
where  the  Prefect  himself  paid  homage  to  me. 

((I  understood,  from  the  speech  of  this  high  official,  why  I  had  lived.  My  existence 
and  embonpoint  glorified  the  Republic.  Never,  under  the  Empire,  was  there  an  ox 
like  me;  for  oxen  could  not  grow  becomingly  fat  under  the  regime  of  tyranny.  The 
Radical-Socialist  Deputy  made  it  known,  in  a  very  long  address,  that  the  protection 
he  had  always  accorded  to  the  ward  in  which  I  was  born  was  not  unconnected  with 
the  brilliance  of  my  hide  and  the  richness  of  my  flanks.  Then  the  trumpets  played 
the  Marseillaise,  the  Clairons  de  Sidi-Brahim,  and  the  Internationale.  Tired  out, 
I  sank  to  rest  in  my  own  dung.  They  put  a  crown  of  roses  on  my  head,  and  I  con- 
cluded that  I  had  done  all  that  was  expected  of  me.  .  .  . 

((Now  I  know  that  I  shall  die.  It  matters  little  —  I  have  lived  my  life.  My 
name  will  resound  for  the  last  time  in  a  dark  corridor,  acclaimed  by  vigorous  and 
sanguinary  young  men  armed  with  heavy  axes  of  steel.  But  even  my  corpse  will  be 
glorious.  The  butcher  who  bought  me  will  decorate  it  for  the  last  time  with  paper 
roses,  after  removing  my  hide.  And  the  nations  will  defile  before  my  gigantic  body 
before  it  is  cut  in  pieces.     This  is  the  lot  of  gods  and  of  kings.)) 

The  next  story,  (Jimmy  and  Wilkie,)  has  a  larger  element  of  pathos. 
The  heroes  are  two  coal-mine  ponies  who  are  brought  to  the  upper  air 
because  of  a  strike;  their  sensations  on  seeing  the  light  of  day,  the 
meadows,  the  flowers,  the  birds,  are  described  with  the  subtlest  sym- 
pathy. The  other  stories  and  sketches  are  lighter  in  tone  and  of  less 
permanent  and  universal  appeal.  IMost  of  them  hit  off  little  peculiarities 
of  French  life,  such  as  the  anglers  on  the  banks  of  the  Seine,  who  are  a 
perennial  source  of  wonder  to.  American  visitors.  The  story  of  the 
restoration  of  the  Mona  Lisa  to  the  Louvre  is  at  the  expense  of  the  ex- 
perts, as  the  (Courte  Conversation  avec  un  Grand  Peintre)  is  at  the 
expense  of  the  latest  fads  in  art,  the  ((Great  Painter))  being  no  other  than 
the  donkey  who  with  his  tail  painted  a  picture  which  was  exhibited  in 
one  of  the  Paris  salons,  and  was  much  admired  —  until  its  origin  was 
made  known.  American  readers  will  be  interested  in  the  story  of  the 
theoretical  anarchist,  Paul-Louis  Durand,  who  was  a  passenger  on  the 
((Titanic)): 

((When  Paul-Louis  saw  they  were  getting  out  the  lifeboats,  he  made  haste.  A 
young  officer,  correct  and  cool,  in  full  uniform  —  it  is  worth  while  to  dress  well  for 
death,  it  gives  courage  and  generosity,  the  soul  adjusts  itself  to  the  body  —  took  him 
by  the  collar  of  his  ulster,  and  said  sharply: 

((  (What  arc  you  doing?) 

((  (You  see  for  yourself,)  said  Paul-Louis.     ( I  am  going  to  get  into  the  boat.) 
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«  (Women  and  children  first,)  answered  the  officer.  (Besides,  I  may  tell  you 
that  there  will  only  be  room  for  them.     There  are  not  enough  lifeboats.) 

((Durand's  principles  obliged  him  to  consider  his  own  life  as  more  precious  than 
those  of  all  the  rest  of  the  world.  He  tried  to  free  himself,  and  felt  a  revolver  pressed 
against  his  temple.  He  was  an  intellectual;  he  had  time  to  experience  something 
like  respect  for  this  man  who  showed  a  determination  equal  to  that  of  the  enemies  of 
society.    Yet  he  protested: 

«  (What  have  the  women  and  children  to  do  with  me  —  and  with  you?  This  is 
no  time  for  politeness.) 

((  (It's  not  politeness,)  said  the  officer.  ( I  suppose  —  well,  I  suppose  it  is  because 
children  —  children  are  the  future  —  and  women  the  possibility  of  replacing  us. 
But  —  go  to  hell,  sir.     I've  no  time  to  talk.) 

((As  Paul-Louis  Durand  was  asking  himself  with  some  astonishment  if  in  reaHty 
there  are  sometimes  interests  which  exceed  those  of  the  individual,  the  great  ship 
dipped  her  nose  into  the  dark  water  like  a  swan  looking  for  a  fish.  But  she  did  not 
raise  her  head  again  —  ever.  And  while  a  fierce  lamentation  arose  from  the  vessel, 
swelling  and  falling  like  a  hymn,  Paul-Louis,  losing  his  balance,  was  thrown  into  the 
sea.  It  was  so  cold  that  he  said  to  himself  that  he  could  not  swim  long.  But  as  he 
had  heard  of  the  terrible  suction  made  by  a  sinking  ship,  he  made  efforts  to  get  away. 
In  the  cruel  darkness  that  oppressed  his  eyes  like  some  material,  viscous  substance, 
he  suddenly  felt  something  solid  under  his  hand.  It  was  a  raft,  which  yielded 
beneath  his  feet;  but  this  enabled  him  to  climb  on  it.  It  was  large  and  soUd.  He 
scrambled  to  the  middle  and  stood  up. 

((He  was  saved!  But  at  that  instant  a  mysterious,  inexorable,  overwhelming 
fear  increased  the  shuddering  of  his  miserable  flesh.  He  was  alone  —  all  alone  in  the 
midst  of  the  sea!  He  could  not  stay  alone;  he  was  more  afraid,  alone  on  this  wreckage, 
than  a  moment  before  on  the  steamer  among  fifteen  hundred  men  facing  death  with 
him.  The  iceberg  drifted  near,  and  in  its  sickly  light  he  saw  a  man,  sustained  by  a 
life-belt  in  the  water  a  few  feet  away.    He  called  to  him : 

((  (Here!    Here!    Do  this  with  your  hands!) 

((He  made  the  movements  of  swimming,  and  almost  in  a  frenzy,  on  all  fours, 
helped  the  shipwrecked  man  to  climb  on  the  raft.  Others  came,  and  soon  there  were 
thirty  of  them.  They  were  not  acquaintances,  and  yet  they  were  glad  to  recognize 
one  another.  They  touched  each  other  gently  as  if  the  feeling  of  comradeship  gave 
them  I  know  not  what  desperate  hope. 

((Suddenly  there  was  a  change.     Someone  said: 

((  (We  can't  take  anyone  else.     The  raft  is  going  down.) 

((Yet  from  the  depths  of  the  darkness  they  saw  other  unfortunates  coming  and 
crying  for  help. 

((  (There  is  no  more  room,)  Paul- Louis  shouted  with  the  rest.  (There  is 
no  more  room  —  keep  oflF.  This  raft  is  ours.  If  you  come  on  board,  you  will 
sink  us.) 

((Of  these  exiles,  thrown  back  to  death,  some  said  with  resignation: 

((  (God  help  you!     Good-by!) 

((But  others  tried  to  climb  up.  Then  instinctively  there  was  a  guard,  watchmen, 
leaders,  who  repulsed  them  without  pity. 

((  (It's  ours,  this  raft.     We  want  to  live.) 

((And  thus  Paul-Louis  Durand,  anarchist  and  individualist,  learned  the  meaning 
of  patriotism.* 
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It  will  be  seen  that  M.  Mille  has  decided  opinions.  He  has  not  the 
detachment  of  Anatole  France,  to  whom  he  ironically  dedicated  one 
of  his  earlier  stories  (( L'Aveugle))  on  the  duty  of  military  service. 
On  the  other  hand,  it  would  be  no  less  a  mistake  to  describe  him  as  an 
imperialist,  if  by  that  we  understand  an  imperialist  after  the  fashion  of 
Mr.  Rudyard  Kipling.  He  has  too  much  irony  for  that,  sees  too  much 
of  both  sides  —  that  of  the  subjected  people  as  well  as  that  of  the  white 
man  who  is  assuming  a  self-imposed  burden.  He  has  not  Kipling's 
sublime  confidence  in  himself  and  in  the  divine  mission  of  his  race. 
His  is  a  subtler  essence,  less  powerful,  no  doubt,  but  possessing  its  own 
delicate  charm. 

Pierre  Mille  had  a  well-established  reputation  in  France  for  some 
years  before  he  was  known  beyond  the  French  reading  public.  The 
translations  of  his  work  into  English  have  not  followed  exactly  the 
chronological  succession  of  their  composition  and  original  publication, 
in  which  they  are  reviewed  above.  <Two  Little  Parisians,)  ((Caillou 
and  Till))  appeared  in  1913,  (Barnavaux)  (<Surla  Vaste  Terre))  in 
19 1 5,  (Under  the  Tricolor)  ((Barnavaux  et  Quelques  Femmes))in  1915, 
and  (Louise  and  Barnavaux)  in  1916,  all  excellently  translated  by 
Berangere  Drillien  and  published  in  charming  editions  by  John  Lane. 
(Joffre  Chaps  and  Some  Others,)  19 15,  gives  both  touching  and  humor- 
ous stories  of  the  poilu,  of  whose  idiosyncracies  M.  Mille  is  as  sympathetic 
an  interpreter  as  Mr.  Kipling  is  of  the  peculiarities  of  Tommy  Atkins. 
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JOAQUIN   MILLER 

(1841-1913) 

INCINNATUS  Heine  Miller,  known  to  literature  under  the 
name  of  <*  Joaquin  Miller,*^  was  born  November  loth,  1841, 
in  the  Wabash  district  of  Indiana.  In  1854  his  parents 
moved  to  Oregon,  where  the  poet  was  brought  up  amid  all  the  pic- 
turesque deprivations  of  pioneer  life.  With  the  next  turn  of  destiny's 
wheel  he  became  a  miner  in  California,  living  with  his  associates  a 
life  of  adventure,  of  which  he  afterv/ards  made  good  use  in  his  long 
narrative  poems.  In  i860  he  returned  to  Oregon  and  studied  law 
until  the  next  year,  when  he  went  as  ex- 
press messenger  to  the  gold-mining  districts 
of  Idaho.  Returning  again  to  Oregon  in 
1863,  he  edited  the  Democratic  Register,— 
a  weekly  newspaper  which  was  suppressed 
for  disloyalty,  —  after  which  he  began  the 
practice  of  law  in  Cation  City. 

From  1866  to  1870  Mr.  Miller  held  the 
office  of  judge  of  the  Grant  County  court, 
Oregon ;  and  at  the  same  time  made  his  first 
serious  attempts  as  a  poet.  By  a  strange 
intuition  he  felt  that  his  work  would  meet 
with  more  favor  abroad  than  at  home;  and 
hence  his  visit  in  1870  to  England,  where 
the  year  following  he  brought  out  his 
< Songs  of  the  Sierras*  simultaneously  with  their  publication  in  Bos- 
ton, under  the  imprint  of  Roberts  Brothers.  The  name  « Joaquin. » 
prefixed  to  his  own  on  the  title-page,  the  author  borrowed  from  the 
name  of  a  Mexican  brigand,  Joaquin  Murietta,  for  whom  he  had  once 
made  a  legal  defense.  The  appearance  of  the  < Songs  of  the  Sierras' 
made  a  great  stir  in  England;  and  Mr.  Miller  was  feted,  and  lauded 
with  superlative  adjectives  and  epithets,  culminating  in  the  illustrious 
title  of  the  « American  Byron. »  On  his  return  from  England,  Mr. 
Miller  did  journalistic  work  in  Washington,  D.  C,  till  the  autumn  of 
1887,  when  he  removed  to  Oakland,  California,  which  has  since  been 
his  permanent  place  of  residence. 

Besides  the  volume  of  poems  already  mentioned,  Mr.  Miller  pub- 
lished in  1873  <Songs  of  the  Sunlands,>  in  1875  <  Songs  of  the  Desert.* 
in   1878  <  Songs  of  Italy,*  in  1882  his  <  Collected  Poems,*  and  in  1887 
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"Songs  of  Mexican  Seas.^  He  is  also  the  author  of  the  following 
prose  works:  <  The  Baroness  of  New  York  (1877),  'The  Danites  in 
the  Sierras*  (1881),  *  Shadows  of  Shasta*  (1881),  '  Memorie  and  Rime* 
(1884),  and  ('49,  or  the  Gold  Seekers  of  the  Sierras)  (1S84).  His  (Songs 
of  the  Soul,)  was  published  in  the  summer  of  1S96,  and  a  revised  col- 
lected edition  of  his  (Complete  Poetical  Works)  appeared  in  San 
Francisco  in  1902. 

Miller's  chief  claim  to  literary  fame  rests  upon  his  originality, 
freshness  of  style,  and  vigor  of  thought  and  expression.  In  the 
sweeping  rush  of  his  rhythm  there  is  a  suggestion  of  the  roaring 
streams  and  swaying  forests  whose  music  he  heard  in  his  youth. 
The'  power  to  report  nature  by  symbols  and  pagan  metaphors,  so  that 
she  seems  in  his  poetry  to  be  using  her  own  vernacular,  is  one  of 
his  peculiar   gifts.      His   qualities   of  style   are   seen   at   their  best  in 

*  The  Isles  of  the  Amazon.*  In  his  shorter  lyrical  poems  there  is  a 
gentler  cadence,  with  an  undertone  of  deep  melancholy  that  haunts 
the  reader.     This  effect  is  well  illustrated  in   *  The  Last  Hymn  *  and 

*  Down  into  the  Dust.* 

In  spite  of  his  claim  to  a  high  rank  among  American  poets, —  a 
claim  which  England  freely  granted  him,  —  Joaquin  Miller  worked 
out  more  bitterly  than  most  authors  the  Scriptural  sentence  concerning 
a  prophet  in  his  own  country.     He  died  in  19 13. 


FROM   <THE   SHIP  IN   THE   DESERT> 

A  CHIEF  from  out  the  desert's  rim 
Rode  swift  as  twilight  swallows  swim. 
Or  eagle  blown  from  eyrie  nest. 
His  trim-limbed  steed  was  black  as  night. 
His  long  black  hair  had  blossomed  white 

With  feathers  from  the  koko's  crest; 
His  iron  face  was  flushed  and  red, 
His  eyes  flashed  fire  as  he  fled, — 
For  he  had  seen  unsightly  things. 
Had  felt  the  flapping  of  their  wings. 

A  wild  and  wiry  man  was  he, 
This  tawny  chief  of  Shoshonee; 

And  oh,  his  supple  steed  was  fleet! 
About  his  breast  flapped  panther-skins; 

About  his  eager  flying  feet 
Flapped  beaded,  braided  moccasins; 
He  rode  as  rides  the  hurricane; 
He  seemed  to  swallow  up  the  plain; 
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He  rode  as  never  man  did  ride, — 
He  rode,  for  ghosts  rode  at  his  side; 
And  on  his  right  a  grizzled,  grim  — 
No,  no,  this  tale  is  not  of  him. 

An  Indian  warrior  lost  his  way 
While  prowling  on  this  desert's  edge 
In  fragrant  sage  and  prickly  hedge, 
When  suddenly  he  saw  a  sight. 
And  turned  his  steed  in  eager  flight. 

He  rode  right  through  the  edge  of  day, 
He  rode  into  the  rolling  night. 

He  leaned,  he  reached  an  eager  face. 
His  black  wolf-skin  flapped  out  and  in. 
And  tiger  claws  on  tiger-skin 

Held  seat  and  saddle  to  its  place; 
But  that  gray  ghost  that  clutched  thereat  — 
Arrete !  the  tale  is  not  of  that. 

A  chieftain  touched  the  desert's  rim 

One  autumn  eve;  he  rode  alone. 
And  still  as  moon-made  shadows  swim. 

He  stopped,  he  stood  as  still  as  stone; 
He  leaned,  he  looked,  there  glistened  bright    . 

From  out  the  yellow  yielding  sand 
A  golden  cup  with  jeweled  rim. 

He  leaned  him  low,  he  reached  a  hand. 
He  caught  it  up,  he  galloped  on. 
He  turned  his  head,  he  saw  a  sight  .  .  . 
His  panther-skins  flew  to  the  wind. 
The  dark,  the  desert  lay  behind; 
The  tawny  Ishmaelite  was  gone; 
But  something  sombre  as  death  is  — 
Tut,  tut!  the  tale  is  not  of  this. 

A  mountaineer,  storm-stained  and  brown, 

From  farthest  desert  touched  the  town; 

And  striding  through  the  crowd,  held  up 

Above  his  head  a  jeweled  cup. 

He  put  two  fingers  to  his  lip, 

He  whispered  wild,  he  stood  a-tip. 

And  leaned  the  while  with  lifted  hand. 
And  said,  "A  ship  lies  yonder,  dead;* 

And  said,  <<  Doubloons  lie  sown  in  sand 
In  yon  far  desert  dead  and  brown. 
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Beyond  where  wave-washed  walls  look  down, 

As  thick  as  stars  set  overhead. 
That  three  ship-masts  uplift  like  trees  —  ** 
Away!   the  tale  is  not  of  these. 

An  Indian  hunter  held  a  plate 

Of  gold  above  his  lifted  head, 
Around  which  kings  had  sat  in  state. 

<^  'Tis  from  that  desert  ship,>>  they  said, 
**That  sails  with  neither  sail  nor  breeze. 

Or  galleon,  that  sank  below 
Of  old,  in  olden  dried-up  seas, 

Ere  yet  the  red  men  drew  the  bow." 

But  wrinkled  women  wagged  the  head. 
And  walls  of  warriors  sat  that  night 

In  black,  nor  streak  of  battle  red, 
Around  against  the  red  camp-light; 
And  told  such  wondrous  tales  as  these 
Of  wealth  within  their  dried-up  seas. 

And  one,  girt  well  in  tiger's  skin, 
Who  stood,  like  Saul,  above  the  rest. 
With  dangling  claws  about  his  breast, 

A  belt  without,  a  blade  within, — 
A  warrior  with  a  painted  face. 

And  lines  that  shadowed  stern  and  grim, — 
Stood  pointing  east  from  his  high  place, 
And  hurling  thought  like  cannon  shot, 
Stood  high  with  visage  flushed  and  hot- 
But  stay!   this  tale  is  not  of  him. 


The  day  glared  through  the  eastern  rim 
Of  rocky  peaks,  as  prison  bars; 
With  light  as  dim  as  distant  stars 
The  sultry  sunbeams  filtered  down 

Through  misty  phantoms  weird  and  dim. 
Through  shifting  shapes  bat-winged  and  brown. 

Like  some  vast  ruin  wrapped  in  flame, 

The  sun  fell  down  before  them  now. 
Behind  them  wheelecl  white  peaks  of  snow, 
As  they  proceeded. 

Gray  and  grim 
And  awful  objects  went  and  came 
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Before  them  then.     They  pierced  at  last 

The  desert's  middle  depths,  and  lo! 
There  loomed  from  out  the  desert  vast 
A  lonely  ship,  well-built  and  trim, 
And  perfect  all  in  hull  and  mast. 

No  storm  had  stained  it  any  whit, 

No  seasons  set  their  teeth  in  it. 

Her  masts  were  white  as  ghosts,  and  ta' 

Her  decks  were  as  of  yesterday. 
The  rains,  the  elements,  and  all 

The  moving  things  that  bring  decay 
By  fair  green  lands  or  fairer  seas, 
Had  touched  not  here  for  centuries. 

Lo!   date  had  lost  all  reckoning; 

And  Time  had  long  forgotten  all 
In  this  lost  land,  and  no  new  thing 

Or  old  could  anywise  befall, — 
Or  morrows  or  a  yesterday, — 
For  Time  went  by  the  other  way. 

The  ages  had  not  any  course 
Across  this  untracked  waste. 

The  sky 
Wears  here  one  blue,  unbending  hue. 
The  heavens  one  unchanging  mood. 

The  far,  still  stars,  they  filter  through 
The  heavens,  falling  bright  and  bold 
Against  the  sands  as  beams  of  gold. 
The  wide  white  moon  forgets  her  force; 

The  very  sun  rides  round  and  high, 
As  if  to  shun  this  solitude. 

What  dreams  of  gold  or  conquest  drew 
The  oak-built  sea-king  to  these  seas, 
Ere  Earth,  old  Earth,  unsatisfied. 
Rose  up  and  shook  man  in  disgust 
From  off  her  wearied  breast,  and  threw 

And  smote  his  cities  down,  and  dried 
These  measured,  town-set  seas  to  dust  ? 
Who  trod  these  decks  ? 

What  captain  knew 
The  straits  that  led  to  lands  like  these  ? 
Blew  south-sea  breeze  or  north-sea  breeze  ? 
What  spiced  winds  whistled  through  this  sail? 
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What  banners  streamed  above  these  seas? 
And  what  strange  seamen  answered  back 

To  other  sea-king's  beck  and  hail, 
That  blew  across  his  foamy  track  ? 

Sought  Jason  here  the  golden  fleece  ? 
Came  Trojan  ship  or  ships  of  Greece  ? 
Came  decks  dark-manned  from  sultry  Ind, 
Wooed  here  by  spacious  wooing  wind, — 
So  like  a  grand,  sweet  woman,  when 
A  great  love  moves  her  soul  to  men  ? 

Came  here  strong  ships  of  Solomon 

In  quest  of  Ophir  by  Cathay  ? 
Sit  down  and  dream  of  seas  withdrawn, 

And  every  sea-breath  drawn  away — 
Sit  down,  sit  down! 

What  is  the  good 

That  we  go  on  still  fashioning 
Great  iron  ships  or  walls  of  wood, 

High  masts  of  oak,  or  anything? 

Lo!    all  things  moving  must  go  by. 

The  sea  lies  dead.     Behold,  this  land 

Sits  desolate  in  dust  beside 
His  snow-white,  seamless  shroud  of  sand; 
The  very  clouds  have  wept  and  died, 
And  only  God  is  in  the  sky. 


KIT  CARSON'S   RIDE 
From  <  Songs  of  the  Sierras  > 

RUN?    Now  you  bet  you;   I  rather  guess  so! 
But  he's  blind  as  a  badger.     Whoa,  Pache  boy,  whoaJ 
No,  you  wouldn't  believe  it  to  look  at  his  eyes, 
But  he  is  badger-blind,  and  it  happened  this  wise:  — 

We  lay  in  the  grasses  and  the  sunburnt  clover. 
That  spread  on  the  ground  like  a  great  brown  cover 
Northward  and  southward,  and  west  and  away 
To  the  Brazos,  to  where  our  lodges  lay, 
One  broad  and  unbroken  sea  of  brown. 
Awaiting  the  curtains  of  night  to  come  down 
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To  cover  tis  over  and  conceal  our  flight 

With  my  brown  bride,  won  from  an  Indian  town 
That  lay  in  the  rear  the  full  ride  of  a  night. 

We  lounged  in  the  grasses  —  her  eyes  were  in  mine, 
And  her  hands  on  my  knee,  and  her  hair  was  as  wine 
In  its  wealth  and  its  flood,  pouring  on  and  all  over 

Her  bosom  wine-red,  and  pressed  never  by  one; 
And  her  touch  was  as  warm  as  the  tinge  of  the  clover 

Burnt  brown  as  it  reached  to  the  kiss  of  the  sun; 
And  her  words  were  as  low  as  the  lute-throated  dove, 

And  as  laden  with  love  as  the  heart  when  it  beats 
In  its  hot  eager  answer  to  earliest  love. 

Or  a  bee  hurried  home  by  its  burthen  of  sweets. 

We  lay  low  in  the  grass  on  the  broad  plain  levels. 

Old  Revels  and  I,  and  my  stolen  brown  bride; 
And  the  heavens  of  blue  and  the  harvest  of  brown 
And  beautiful  clover  were  welded  as  one, 
To  the  right  and  the  left,  in  the  light  of  the  sun. 
"  Forty  full  miles  if  a  foot  to  ride. 
Forty  full  miles  if  a  foot,  and  the  devils 

Of  red  Camanches  are  hot  on  the  track 
When  once  they  strike  it.     Let  the  sun  go  down 
Soon,  very  soon,"  muttered  bearded  old  Revels 

As  he  peered  at  the  sun,  lying  low  on  his  back, 
Holding  fast  to  his  lasso.     Then  he  jerked  at  his  steed. 
And  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  glanced  swiftly  around. 
And  then  dropped,  as  if  shot,  with  his  ear  to  the  ground, 

Then  again  to  his  feet,  and  to  me,  to  my  bride. 
While  his  eyes  were  like  fire,  his  face  like  a  shroud. 
His  form  like  a  king,  and  his  beard  like  a  cloud, 
And  his  voice  loud  and  shrill,  as  if  blown  from  a  reed:  — 
«  Pull,  pull  in  your  lassos,  and  bridle  to  steed, 
And  speed  you  if  ever  for  life  you  would  speed. 

And  ride  for  your  lives,  for  your  lives  you  must  ride! 
For  the  plain  is  aflame,  the  prairie  on  fire, 
And  feet  of  wild  horses  hard  flying  before 
I  hear  like  a  sea  breaking  high  on  the  shore; 
While  the  buffalo  come  like  a  surge  of  the  sea. 
Driven  far  by  the  flame,  driving  fast  on  us  three 

As  a  hurricane  comes,  crushing  palms  in  his  ire.** 

We  drew  in  the  lassos,  seized  saddle  and  rein. 

Threw  them  on,  cinched  them  on,  cinched  them  over  again. 
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And  again  drew  the  girth,  cast  aside  the  macheers, 
Cut  away  tapidaros,  loosed  the  sash  from  its  fold, 
Cast  aside  the  catenas  red-spangled  with  gold, 
And  gold-mounted  Colts,  the  companions  of  years, 
Cast  the  silken  scrapes  to  the  wind  in  a  breath, 

And  so  bared  to  the  skin  sprang  all  haste  to  the  horse  — 
As  bare  as  when  born,  as  when  new  from  the  hand 
Of  God  —  without  word,  or  one  word  of  command. 
Turned  head  to  the  Brazos  in  a  red  race  with  death. 

Turned  head  to  the  Brazos  with  a  breath  in  the  hair 
Blowing  hot  from  a  king  leaving  death  in  his  course; 
Turned  head  to  the  Brazos  with  a  sound  in  the  air 
Like  the  rush  of  an  army,  and  a  flash  in  the  eye 
Of  a  red  wall  of  fire  reaching  up  to  the  sky, 
Stretching  fierce  in  pursuit  of  a  black  rolling  sea 
Rushing  fast  upon  us,  as  the  wind  sweeping  free 
And  afar  from  the  desert  blew  hollow  and  hoarse. 

Not  a  word,  not  a  wail  from  a  lip  was  let  fall; 

Not  a  kiss  from  my  bride,  not  a  look  nor  low  call 
Of  love-note  or  courage :  but  on  o'er  the  plain 
So  steady  and  still,  leaning  low  to  the  mane. 
With  the  heel  to  the  flank  and  the  hand  to  the  rein. 
Rode  we  on,  rode  we  three,  rode  we  nose  and  gray  nose, 
Reaching  long,  breathing  loud,  as  a  creviced  wind  blows; 
Yet  we  broke  not  a  whisper,  we  breathed  not  a  prayer; 
There  was  work  to  be  done,  there  was  death  in  the  air, 

And  the  chance  was  as  one  to  a  thousand  for  all. 

Gray  nose  to  gray  nose,  and  each  steady  mustang  • 
Stretched  neck  and  stretched  nerve  till  the  arid  earth  rang, 
And  the  foam  from  the  flank  and  the  croup  and  the  neck 
Flew  around  like  the  spray  on  a  storm-driven  deck. 
Twenty  miles!  —  thirty  miles!  —  a  dim  distant  speck  — 
Then  a  long  reaching  line,  and  the  Brazos, in  sight. 
And  I  rose  in  my  seat  with  a  shout  of  delight. 
I  stood  in  my  stirrup  and  looked  to  my  right  — 

But  Revels  was  gone:  I  glanced  by  my  shoulder 
And  saw  his  horse  stagger;  I  saw  his  head  drooping 
Hard  down  on  his  breast,  and  his  naked  breast  stooping 

Low  down  to  the  mane,  as  so  swifter  and  bolder 
Ran  reaching  out  for  us  the  red-footed  fire. 

To  right  and  to  left  the  black  buffalo  came, 

A  terrible  surf  on  a  red  sea  of  flame 
Rushing  on  in  the  rear,  reaching  high,  reaching  higher. 
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And  he  rode  neck  to  neck  to  a  buflfalo  bull, 
The  monarch  of  millions,  with  shaggy  mane  full 

Of  smoke  and  of  dust,  and  it  shook  with  desire 
Of  battle,  with  rage  and  with  bellowings  loud 
And  unearthly,  and  up  through  its  lowering  cloud 

Came  the  flash  of  his  eyes  like  a  half-hidden  fire, 
While  his  keen  crooked  horns,  through  the  storm  of  his  mane, 
Like  black  lances  lifted  and  lifted  again; 
And  I  looked  but  this  once,  for  the  fire  licked  through, 
And  he  fell  and  was  lost,  as  we  rode  two  and  two. 

I  looked  to  my  left  then  —  and  nose,  neck,  and  shoulder 

Sank  slowly,  sank  surely,  till  back  to  my  thighs; 

And  up  through  the  black  blowing  veil  of  her  hair 

Did  beam  full  in  mine  her  two  marvelous  eyes. 
With  a  longing  and  love,  yet  a  look  of  despair 
And  of  pity  for  me,  as  she  felt  the  smoke  fold  her, 
And  flames  reaching  far  for  her  glorious  hair. 
Her  sinking  steed  faltered,  his  eager  ears  fell 
To  and  fro  and  unsteady,  and  all  the  neck's  swell 
Did  subside  and  recede,  and  the  nerves  fell  as  dead. 
Then  she  saw  sturdy  Pache  still  lorded  his  head, 

With  a  look  of  delight;  for  nor  courage  nor  bribe. 
Nor  aught  but  my  bride,  could  have  brought  him  to  me. 
For  he  was  her  father's,  and  at  South  Santafee 
Had  once  won  a  whole  herd,  sweeping  everything  down 
In  a  race  where  the  world  came  to  run  for  the  crown. 
And  so  when  I  won  the  true  heart  of  my  bride, — 
My  neighbor's  and  deadliest  enemy's  child. 

And  child  of  the  kingly  war-chief  of  his  tribe, — 
She  brought  me  this  steed  to  the  border  the  night 
She  met  Revels  and  me  in  her  perilous  flight 
From  the  lodge  of  the  chief  to  the  North  Brazos  side; 

And  said,  so  half  guessing  of  ill  as  she  smiled, 
As  if  jesting,  that  I,  and  I  only,  should  ride 

The  fleet-footed  Pache,  so  if  kin  should  pursue 

I  should  surely  escape  without  other  ado 
Than  to  ride,  without  blood,  to  the  North  Brazos  side, 
And  await  her  —  and  wait  till  the  next  hollow  moon 
Hung  her  horns  in  the  palms,  when  surely  and  soon 
And  swift  she  would  join  me,  and  all  would  be  well 
Without  bloodshed  or  word.     And  now  as  she  fell 

From  the  front,  and  went  down  in  the  ocean  of  fire, 
The  last  that  I  saw  was  a  look  of  delight 

That  I  should  escape  —  a  love  —  a  desire  — 
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Yet  never  a  word,  not  one  look  of  appeal, 

Lest  I  should  reach  hand,  should  stay  hand  or  stay  heel 

One  instant  for  her  in  my  terrible  flight. 
Then  the  rushing  of  fire  around  me  and  under. 
And  the  howling  of  beasts  and  a  sound  as  of  thunder  — 
Beasts  burning  and  blind  and  forced  onward  and  over. 
As  the  passionate  flame  reached  around  them,  and  wove  her 

Red  hands  in  their  hair,  and  kissed  hot  till  they  died  — 
Till  they  died  with  a  wild  and  a  desolate  moan. 
As  a  sea  heart-broken  on  the  hard  brown  stone;  — 
And  into  the  Brazos  I  rode  all  alone  — 
All  alone,  save  only  a  horse  long-limbed. 

And  blinded  and  bare  and  burnt  to  the  skin. 
Then  just  as  the  terrible  sea  came  in 

And  tumbled  its  thousands  hot  into  the  tide. 
Till  the  tide  blocked  up  and  the  swift  stream  brimmed 

In  eddies,  we  struck  on  the  opposite  side. 


Sell  Pache  —  blind  Pache  ?    Now,  mister,  look  here: 
You  have  slept  in  my  tent  and  partook  of  my  cheer 
Many  days,  many  days,  on  this  rugged  frontier, 
For  the  ways  they  are  rough  and  Camanches  were  near; 

But  you'd  better  pack  up,  sir!     That  tent  is  too  small 
For  us  two  after  this!     Has  an  old  mountaineer, 

Do  you  book-men  believe,  got  no  tum-tum  at  all  ? 
Sell  Pache!  —  you  buy  him!  —  a  bag  full  of  gold!  — 
You  show  him!  —  tell  of  him  the  tale  I  have  told! 
Why,  he  bore  me  through  fire,  and  is  blind,  and  is  old!  — 
Now  pack  up  your  papers,  and  get  up  and  spin 
To  them  cities  you  tell  of —    Blast  you  and  your  tin  I 
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[iLTON  was  born  in  London,  on  December  9th,  1608;  the  son  of 
John  Milton,  who  had  amassed  a  competency  as  a  scrivener. 
The  elder  Milton,  besides  his  professional  success,  attained 
to  considerable  eminence  as  a  musician.  This  talent,  we  know,  de- 
scended to  his  son;  and  it  may  be  that  this  inheritance  had  some 
bearing  upon  the  genius  of  the  poet,  who  was  gifted  with  perhaps  the 
finest  ear  possessed  by  any  English  writer,  and  whom  critics  have 
described  as  a  musical  rather  than  a  picturesque  poet.  Milton  tells  us 
that  he  was  instructed  early,  both  at  grammar  schools  and  by  private 
masters,  "as  my  age  would  suffer.**  It  was  at  St.  Paul's  School,  how- 
ever, which  he  had  entered  by  the  year  1620,  that  he  began  that 
career  of  diligent  study  which  he  was  to  pursue  through  life.  "  From 
my  twelfth  year  of  age,**  he  says,  "I  scarcely  ever  went  from  my 
studies  to  bed  before  midnight.**  Milton  left  school  at  the  end  of 
1624,  when  he  was  sixteen;  as  Mr.  Masson  says,  "as  scholarly,  as 
accomplished,  and  as  handsome  a  youth  as  St.  Paul's  School  has  sent 
forth.**  Early  in  the  following  year  he  entered  Christ's  College,  Cam- 
bridge. It  has  been  supposed  that  his  career  at  college  was  not  a 
happy  one ;  and  there  was  a  story,  now  discarded,  to  which  Johnson 
lent  some  kind  of  countenance,  from  which  it  appeared  that  he  was 
one  of  the  last  students  of  the  university  to  undergo  corporal  pun- 
ishment. He  was  of  a  rebellious  disposition,  and  may  have  found 
much  to  condemn  both  in  the  system  of  instruction  then  followed 
in  the  university  and  in  his  instructors.  There  is  also  evidence  that 
the  "lady  of  Christ's  College,*'  as  he  was  termed  in  allusion  to  his 
beauty  and  the  purity  of  his  morals,  was  not  popular  with  his  fellow 
collegians.  He  however  took  his  degree  in  due  course,  and  remained 
at  the  university  some  years  after  graduation.  Among  the  incidents 
of  his  college  life  was  his  friendship  with  Edward  King,  the  young 
poet  celebrated  in  ^Lycidas.  *  He  added  French,  Italian,  and  Hebrew 
to  the  university  Greek  and  Latin;  and  he  became  an  expert  swords- 
man. 

It  was  in    1632,  at  the   end   of  his  seven   years'  life  at   Cambridge, 
that   he  went   to   live    with   his   father,  who   had   just   removed   from 
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London  to  the  small  village  of  Horton  in  Buckinghamshire,  not  far 
from  Windsor.  The  idea  with  which  he  entered  college,  that  of  being 
a  priest,  had  been  abandoned,  and  he  had  decided  upon  a  life  devoted 
to  learning  and  the  pursuit  of  literature.  He  lived  at  Horton  for  the 
next  six  years.  At  Horton  he  wrote,  besides  other  poetry,  ^L'AUegro,* 
*I1  Penseroso,'  ^Comus,^  and  ^Lycidas.^  ^Comus,*  like  much  of  his 
poetry,  was  the  result  of  an  occasion.  The  musician  Lawes,  who  was 
his  friend,  had  been  employed  to  write  a  masque  to  be  played  at 
Lord  Bridgewater's  place  in  Wales;  and  for  this  entertainment  Milton 
wrote  the  words.  There  is  perhaps  not  in  all  our  literature  so  per- 
fect an  expression  as  *■  Comus  ^  of  the  beauty  of  a  youthful  mind  filled 
with  lofty  principles;  and  this  quality  of  the  poem  is  all  the  more 
impressive,  because  we  know  that  the  ideals  cherished  in  those  days 
of  hope  and  health  and  lettered  enthusiasm  are  to  be  re-asserted  with 
deeper  emphasis  amid  the  tragic  circumstances  of  the  closing  period 
of  his  career.  It  was  the  loss  of  his  friend  Edward  King,  by  the 
foundering  of  a  ship  in  the  Irish  Channel,  which  was  the  occasion  of 
*Lycidas,*  a  poem  which  is  throughout  a  treasury  of  literary  beauty. 

His  mother  died  in  1637,  and  his  brother  and  his  wife  came  to 
live  with  his  father;  and  Milton  now  felt  that  he  might  carry  out 
his  long-contemplated  project  of  a  journey  to  Italy.  He  started  upon 
this  journey  in  1637,  and  passed  fifteen  months  on  the  Continent.  This 
period  was  one  of  the  brightest  of  his  life,  and  is  one  of  the  most 
pleasing  chapters  of  literary  biography.  After  having  visited  Paris, 
Florence,  Rome,  Naples,  and  Geneva,  —  at  all  of  which  places  he  was 
received  with  a  distinction  and  kindness  due  more,  no  doubt,  to  his 
character  and  accomplishments  and  his  engaging  personal  qualities 
than  to  his  fame,  which  could  not  at  that  time  have  been  great, —  he 
returned  to  England.  It  was  the  alarming  state  of  affairs  at  home 
which  determined  him  to  bring  this  charming  episode  of  his  career 
to  an  end.  The  words  in  which  he  stated  the  motive  for  this  decision 
are  significant  of  the  abrupt  change  which  was  about  to  take  place 
in  his  life:  —  "I  considered  it  to  be  dishonorable  to  be  enjoying  myself 
at  my  ease  in  foreign  lands  while  my  countrymen  were  striking  a 
blow  for  freedom.  >* 

On  reaching  England  he  went  to  live  in  London,  receiving  into 
his  house  as  pupils  his  two  nephews  and  some  other  boys,  to  whom 
he  gave  instruction.  He  of  course  continued  his  life  of  study;  but 
he  wrote  no  poetry.  His  exertions  from  now  on  to  the  time  of  the 
Restoration  were  to  be  mainly  those  of  the  pamphleteer  and  the  poli- 
tician. In  the  ranks  of  the  triumphant  party,  which  had  successfully 
opposed  the  purposes  of  Charles  and  Laud,  there  had  arisen  several 
divisions,  mainly  over  the  question  of  Episcopacy.  Milton  belonged 
to   what  was  termed  the  <*root  and  branch  party,**  which   wished  to 
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do  away  with  the  bishops  altogether.  In  answer  to  a  manifesto 
published  by  the  High  Church  division  of  the  party,  five  Puritan  min- 
isters had  issued  a  pamphlet  signed  «  Smectymnuus," — a  word  made 
up  of  the  initials  of  its  five  authors.  Milton  wrote  during  1641  and 
1642  a  number  of  pamphlets  in  support  of  the  views  of  this  party. 
In  1643  he  issued  a  pamphlet  the  motive  of  which  was  chiefly  per- 
sonal. In  May  of  that  year  he  had  taken  a  journey  into  the  country, 
and  had  brought  back  with  him  a  wife.  She  was  Mary  Powell,  a 
girl  of  seventeen,  the  daughter  of  a  Royalist  gentleman  of  Oxford- 
shire. The  honeymoon  was  scarcely  over  before  the  young  girl,  who 
had  found  the  abode  of  the  Puritan  scholar  not  so  pleasant  a  place 
to  live  as  the  free  and  easy  cavalier  house  in  Oxfordshire,  went  to 
her  family  on  a  visit;  and  Milton  was  presently  informed  that  she 
had  no  intention  of  returning.  It  was  in  the  following  August  that 
he  wrote  his  <  Doctrine  and  Discipline  of  Divorce,'  in  which  he 
attacked  the  accepted  views  of  marriage,  and  expressed  the  hope  that 
Parliament  would  legislate  for  the  relief  of  persons  in  his  situation. 
This,  of  course,  Parliament  failed  to  do;  and  Milton  made  few  con- 
verts to  his  views  upon  this  subject,  although  among  the  numer- 
ous sects  of  the  day  there  was  one  known  as  Miltonists  or  Divorcers, 
In  1645  Milton's  wife  returned  to  him.  The  triumph  of  the  Puritan 
party  had  brought  ruin  to  her  family.  Milton  received  into  his  house 
the  entire  family,  twelve  in  all,  including  the  mother-in-law,  who  had 
been  the  chief  cause  of  the  quarrel.  Mary  Powell  was  the  mother  o! 
his  three  children.     She  died  nine  years  later. 

In  1644  Milton  published,  without  a  license,  a  second  edition  of 
his  pamphlet  on  ^Divorce.'  The  criticisms  made  upon  this  disre- 
gard of  the  license  law  resulted  in  his  writing,  in  the  same  year,  his 
famous  ^Areopagitica,'  perhaps  the  most  magnificent  and  the  most 
known  and  admired  of  all  his  prose  writings.  There  now  seems 
to  have  succeeded  a  period  of  inactivity,  which  lasted  till  1649.  On 
January  30th  of  that  year  the  King  was  beheaded,  and  within  a  fort- 
night Milton  published  a  pamphlet  in  defense  of  the  act.  It  may 
have  been  owing  to  his  having  written  this  pamphlet  that  he  was,  in 
the  following  month,  made  Latin  Secretary  to  the  Council  of  State, 
which  governed  the  country.  His  business  in  this  new  office  was 
to  translate  from  and  into  Latin  the  communications  received  from 
abroad  by  the  Council,  and  those  sent  in  reply.  But  he  had  other 
duties,  of  an  indefinite  character.  One  was  that  of  official  pam- 
phleteer for  the  new  government,  in  which  capacity  he  was  to  defend 
it  from  its  critics  at  home  and  abroad.  If  the  Irish  Presbyterians 
attacked  the  government,  Milton,  who  belonged  to  the  Independents 
and  favored  toleration,  must  answer  them  in  behalf  of  Cromwell  and 
his  Council,  who  were  also  Independents,  His  special  duty,  however, 
proved  to  be  that  of  repljdng  to  assaults  made  in  the  interests  of  the 
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tnonarchy.  When  the  *  Eikon  Basilike  *  (Royal  Image)  was  published, 
a  pamphlet  believed  to  be  written  by  the  King,  the  Council  directed 
Milton  to  reply.  This  he  did  in  the  ^  Eikonoklastes*  (Image  Breaker). 
Charles  II.  was  at  that  time  living  at  The  Hague,  and  he  employed 
the  learned  Salmasius,  the  great  ornament  of  the  University  of  Ley- 
den,  to  write  a  defense  of  his  father.  Milton,  having  been  ordered 
by  the  Council  to  answer  Salmasius,  wrote  his  ^  Defense  of  the  Eng- 
lish People.*  His  labors  in  preparing  this  pamphlet  were  the  cause 
of  his  blindness.  He  had  been  warned  by  his  doctor  that  such  would 
be  the  result,  but  he  considered  it  to  be  his  duty  to  make  a  deliber- 
ate sacrifice  of  his  eyesight  in  the  fulfillment  of  this  task.  He  thus 
became  blind  at  the  age  of  forty-three.  Another  monograph,  <  Regii 
Sanguinis  Clamor*  (Cry  of  the  Royal  Blood),  having  been  issued  from 
The  Hague,  Milton  wrote  his  ^Second  Defense*  —  a  paper  of  extraor- 
dinary interest  and  eloquence,  spoiled  however  by  fanaticism,  and 
by  a  simplicity  of  combativeness  which  at  times  seems  to  approach 
the  borders  of  puerility.  We  get  some  idea  of  the  heroic  elements 
and  proportions  of  the  scene  which  it  discloses,  when  we  hear  the 
blind  sage  and  patriot  exclaim  of  Cromwell  that  he  <'had  either 
extinguished,  or  by  habit  had  learned  to  subdue,  the  whole  host  of 
vain  hopes,  fears,  and  passions  which  infest  the  soul.**  One  incident 
of  Milton's  domestic  life  during  this  period  should  be  mentioned :  in 
1656  he  had  married  Katherine  Woodcock,  the  ^Hate  espoused  saint** 
of  the  sonnet,  and  with  her  had  fifteen  months  of  great  happiness, 
which  her  death  terminated.  The  aspect  of  public  affairs  soon  began, 
from  Milton's  point  of  view,  to  darken.  From  the  time  of  Oliver's 
death  the  tide  of  reaction  was  setting  in,  bearing  irresistibly  in  the 
direction  of  a  return  of  the  monarchy.  This  result  Milton  set  him- 
self to  the  work  of  fighting  with  desperate  energy.  It  is  interesting 
to  sec  that  his  proposal  for  the  cure  of  the  disorders  of  the  time  was 
the  establishment  of  some  such  scheme  of  federal  government  as 
was  destined  more  than  a  century  later  to  be  devised  in  the  Consti- 
tution of  the  United  States.  How  Milton  succeeded  in  escaping  the 
scaffold,  after  the  Restoration  had  been  accomplished,  is  not  clear. 
But  his  escape  was  probably  due  to  his  literary  eminence  and  to  the 
secret  services  of  friends  and  admirers.  He  was  for  a  time  in  hiding, 
but  from  1660  was  without  fear  of  molestation.  He  was  then  indeed 
** fallen  on  evil  days.**  Besides  his  public  "auses  of  unhappiness,  he 
was  miserable  at  home.  He  found  himself  /leglected  by  daughters 
whom  he  haa  failed  to  educate.  He  was  not  a  worldly-wise  man, 
nor  a  man  of  common  worldly  prudence:  witness  many  facts  of  his 
life, — such,  for  instance,  as  his  thinking  that  an  article  was  worth 
the  sacrifice  of  his  eyes,  and  his  scheme  of  education  founded  on  the 
belief  that  any  boy  could  do  what  he  did  at  school.  In  1663  Milton 
married  his  third  wife,  a  woman  thirty  years  younger  than  himself, — 
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a  marriage  which  proved  fortunate.  Iti  his  loneliness  he  was  still 
visited  by  a  few  friends  who  were  faithful  to  him,  such  as  Andrew 
Marvell  and  Cyriac  Skinner. 

It  was  this  period  of  his  life  which  he  occupied  with  the  composi- 
tion of  'Paradise  Lost.'  During  the  long  interval  which  had  elapsed 
since  *Lycidas,'  Milton's  only  poems  had  been  the  sonnets;  which, 
among  the  noblest  poems  of  our  language  as  they  are,  relate  chiefly 
to  the  incidents  of  the  political  life  in  which  he  was  throughout 
that  time  immersed.  In  1658,  the  last  year  of  Cromwell's  Protector- 
ate, Milton  had  taken  up  <  Paradise  Lost.'  But  the  beginnings  of  the 
work  far  antedate  that  time.  As  early  as  1638  he  had  determined 
to  make  the  composition  of  a  great  poem  the  chief  work  of  his  life. 
His  intention  at  that  time  was  to  take  the  subject  of  the  poem  from 
the  legend  of  King  Arthur.  In  1640-42  he  was  debating  the  subject 
and  manner  of  the  poem.  More  than  ninety  possible  themes  —  the 
greater  part  of  them  Biblical,  although  some  were  historical  —  were 
considered  by  him.  After  his  selection  of  the  theme  of  *  Paradise 
Lost '  as  the  subject,  his  first  intention  was  that  the  form  of  the 
poem  should  be  dramatic.  About  1642  he  worked  upon  parts  of  it. 
Satan's  Address  to  the  Sun  was  written  at  that  time,  and  repeated 
by  Milton  to  his  nephew,  Edward  Philips.  When  in  1658  the  poem 
was  resumed,  it  was  under  the  epic  form.  It  was  finished  in  1665 
and  published  in   1666. 

It  is  not  possible  within  the  limits  of  this  article  to  attempt  a 
description  or  criticism  of  <  Paradise  Lost.'  It  is  of  course  one  of 
the  world's  great  epics.  The  drama  and  story  are  of  the  grandest, 
especially  in  the  first  two  books,  and  the  entire  subject  and  scenery 
of  the  work  have  entered  into  and  profoundly  influenced  the  mind 
of  the  English-speaking  world.  Nevertheless  a  story  which  concerns 
spirits  is  at  a  disadvantage  by  the  side  of  stories  which  concern  men, 
as  the  other  great  epics  do.  To  most  readers  the  work  is  perhaps 
lyrical  rather  than  epic;  a  wonderful  strain  of  music,  rising  now  and 
again  into  still  grander  harmonies,  rather  than  a  relation  of  inci- 
dents. It  is  the  splendid  bursts  of  poetry  scattered  through  the 
work,  and  expressing  the  mind  of  the  poet,  that  interest  us  even 
more  than  the  story.  The  poet  himself  is  as  much  before  us  as  in 
his  more  strictly  lyrical  productions.  He  is  never  absent  from  our 
thoughts.  Thus,  when  the  newly  erected  Pandemonium  is  likened  to 
the  pipes  of  an  organ,  we  have  before  us  the  blind  musician  of  the 
little  house  in  Jewin  Street.  When  we  find  the  gods  of  Olympus 
among  the  hosts  of  hell,  it  is  with  a  feeling  of  regret  to  see  the 
friends  of  the  young  scholar  of  Horton  in  such  company.  What  else 
than  the  most  beautiful  lyric  poetry  is  the  pathetic  opening  of  the 
third  book  ? 
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A  word  should  be  said  of  the  scheme  of  the  physical  universe 
which  the  story  of  <  Paradise  Lost '  supposes.  How  is  it  that  Satan 
in  going  from  hell  to  earth  at  one  time  flies  downward  ?  How  is  it 
that  in  this  journey  he  passes  the  gate  of  heaven  ?  Milton  supposes 
all  space  to  be  divided  into  two  halves,  an  upper  and  a  lower,  the 
upper  heaven  and  the  lower  chaos.  From  the  floor  of  heaven  is  hung" 
our  starry  universe,  a  hollow  sphere  with  a  hard  crust,  with  the  earth 
in  the  centre  and  the  sun  and  stars  revolving  round  it.  It  was  so 
our  starry  universe  (solar  system,  as  we  should  now  call  it)  was 
regarded  by  the  Ptolemaic  astronomy,  which  Milton  selected  as  the 
cosmogony  of  <  Paradise  Lost.'  When  Satan  and  his  angels  are  cast 
out  of  heaven  they  fall  to  the  bottom  of  chaos  and  are  there  inclosed 
in  hell,  which  is  roofed  over.  Between  heaven  and  hell  is  the  rest 
of  chaos.  Our  starry  universe,  as  has  been  said,  hangs  from  the  floor 
of  heaven  near  the  gate  of  heaven.  At  this  point  there  is  a  hole  in 
the  crust  of  our  universe,  which  is  the  place  of  entrance  to  it.  Satan 
gets  out  of  hell,  finds  his  way  through  chaos,  passes  near  the  gate  of 
heaven,  enters  the  aperture  in  the  crust  of  our  universe,  and  thence 
drops  to  the  earth. 

It  was  Ellwood,  the  young  Quaker  to  whom  Milton  had  shown 
*  Paradise  Lost,*  who  suggested  ^Paradise  Regained.*  He  said  to  Mil- 
ton  on  returning  the  MS.,  *  Thou  hast  said  much  here  of  Paradise 
Lost,  but  what  hast  thou  to  say  of  Paradise  Found.?'*  Ellwood,  in 
relating  the  interview,  says,  **  He  made  no  answer,  but  sat  some 
time  in  a  muse.**  It  is  probable  that  at  this  time  Milton  conceived 
the  idea  of  writing  *  Paradise  Regained.*  This  was  published  in 
1 67 1.  It  is  a  poem  upon  which  its  author  set  great  store;  and  which, 
whatever  may  be  its  deficiencies,  has  great  beauties.  It  is  especially 
a  correct  poem,  very  devoid  of  ornament.  <  Samson  Agonistes,*  the 
concluding  poem  of  his  life,  has  a  sad  autobiographical  interest  as 
the  poem  of  his  old  age.  To  that  old  age  many  elements  of  sad- 
ness contributed.  Blind  and  ill,  neglected  by  his  daughters  at  home, 
he  was  witnessing  the  triumph  without  of  the  enemies  of  all  he  held 
sacred.     The  poem  is  an  exact  picture  of  such  an  old  age. 

In  speaking  of  Milton's  literary  characteristics,  it  is  natural  to 
mention  first  the  subject  of  style,  in  which  he  is  perhaps  the  great- 
est of  English  writers.  He  has  that  power,  which  only  the  greatest 
poets  have,  of  commanding  a  beautiful  style,  no  matter  what  may  be 
the  nature  of  the  subject.  It  should,  of  course,  be  within  the  power 
of  a  true  poet  to  write  well  upon  a  theme  which  is  of  a  character 
to  awaken  his  feeling  and  imagination;  for  the  excited  feeling  then 
prompts  him  to  a  style  worthy  of  the  subject.  But  to  write  in  a 
fine  style  upon  themes  which  are  not  in  their  nature  dignified  is  far 
more   difficult.     It  is  done  only  by  the   great   poets.     It  is   no   doubt 
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true  that  Milton  does  not  have  occasion  to  exhibit  this  power  as  often 
as  Homer  and  Virgil.  But  when  the  occasion  comes,  he  is  equal  to 
it.  It  does  not  seem  to  be  in  his  power  to  speak  meanly  or  weakly. 
Even  in  passages  where  the  subject  is  not  only  not  poetical  but 
seems  to  border  upon  the  ridiculous, —  as  for  instance,  that  in  which 
he  describes  the  inhabitants  of  hell  as  having  the  capacity  to  reduce 
their  bulk  at  will  to  the  smallest  dimensions, — even  in  such  passages 
the  style  does  not  falter.  When  we  come  to  his  manner  of  expres- 
sion in  treating  great  subjects,  we  find  a  dignity,  a  splendor,  and  a 
grace  which  are  unequaled  in  English  literature.  In  particular,  there 
is  a  loveliness  of  elegance  in  which  no  English  poet  approaches  him. 
Here  he  is  unique;   and  like 

«That  self -begotten  bird 
In  Arabian  woods  embost,» 

of  ^Samson  Agonistes,*  **  no  second  knows  nor  third.'*  A  hundred 
examples  crowd  upon  the  memory  or  disclose  themselves  as  we  turn 
the  pages.  It  is  perhaps  better,  by  the  way,  not  to  know  such  pass- 
ages by  heart;  since  a  verbal  familiarity  with  them  may  deprive  you 
of  that  surprise  with  which  the  mind  at  each  fresh  perusal  recog- 
nizes their  incomparable,  their  almost  miraculous  felicity. 

Matthew  Arnold,  the  English  writer  of  our  day  who  has  had  the 
best  things  to  say  upon  literature,  has  selected  Milton  as  the  one  Eng- 
lish poet  whose  style  resembles  what  he  calls  the  "grand  style,"  as 
seen  in  the  great  epic  poets  of  antiquity  and  in  Dante,  and  through 
whom  the  great  mass  of  English  readers  must  know  that  style 
if  they  are  to  know  it  at  all.  This  resemblance  may  be  due  in  part 
to  the  fact  that  Milton's  mind  had  been  deeply  influenced  by  the 
study  of  these  great  models.  It  is  certainly  true  that  no  other  Eng- 
lish poetry  so  suggests  the  spirit  of  antiquity  as  his  does.  The  result 
of  his  studies  had  been  to  infuse  a  classic  essence  into  his  words 
and  sentences.  A  similar  education  has  produced  a  similar  quality 
in  other  English  poets;  in  Gray,  for  instance,— the  English  poet 
who  in  this  respect  most  resembles  him.  Milton  was  deeply  versed 
in  ancient  literature,  because  in  his  time  that  was  the  chief  liter- 
ature; and  he  had  great  devotion  to  literature  and  profound  faith  in 
it.  Literature  was  for  him  education  rather  than  acquisition.  For 
mere  extent  of  reading  he  had  no  great  respect,  nor  did  he  consider 
books  interesting  and  valuable  because  written  in  an  antique  tongue. 
He  wisely  selected  from  among  the  writings  of  all  time  the  worthiest 
and  best,  and  diligently  studied  them;  bringing  to  the  appreciation 
of  them  the  powers  of  his  profound  nature.  He  had  indeed  a  special 
practical  aim  in  these  studies.  They  were  pursued  with  a  conscious 
purpose  of  fitting  him  for  the  work  of  poetry.  To  literature  he  went 
rather  than  to  the  world  and  nature  for  this  preparation,  although  of 
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course  he  was  a  student  of  both.  He  indeed  considers  them  to  be  in 
a  sense  one  and  the  same ;  for  he  says,  ^*  Whichever  thing  we  see 
or  hear  sitting,  walking,  traveling,  or  conversing,  may  be  fitly  called 
our  book.'*  The  result  of  his  absorption  in  literature  is  that  he  sees 
everything  by  the  light  of  literature,  even  nature.  He  does  not  seem 
to  look  at  nature  directly  and  immediately,  but  rather  as  remembered 
in  the  library.  Thus,  Milton's  sun  is  not  the  sun  as  Shakespeare 
saw  it,  as  in  "Jocund  day  stands  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountain-tops.** 
Take  for  instance  this  passage,  of  such  richness  and  splendor, — which, 
by  the  way,  came  near  being  lost  to  us  because  the  censor  of  the 
Restoration  hesitated  at  the  suggestion  of  monarchs  being  perplexed: 

«As  when  the  sun,  new  risen. 
Looks  through  the  horizontal  misty  air, 
Shorn  of  his  beams ;  or  from  behind  the  moon, 
In  dim  eclipse,  disastrous  twilight  sheds 
On  half  the  nations,  and  with  fear  of  change 
Perplexes  monarchs.** 

Here  we  have  the  sun  indeed,  but  the  sun  as  seen  through  the 
medium  of  literature  and  history.  A  very  accomplished  man  to  whom 
I  had  mentioned  this  characteristic  of  Milton  (it  has  no  doubt  been 
observed  by  many  writers  on  Milton, —  by  Pattison,  among  the  rest) 
thought  it  was  to  be  noticed  in  his  later  writings,  and  was  due  to 
blindness;  but  not  in  the  earlier  writings.  As  to  blindness,  surely 
even  when  blind,  Milton  might  yet  see  with  the  eye  of  memory  and 
imagination.  "  Yet  not  the  more  cease  I  to  wander  where  the  Muses 
haunt  clear  spring,**  etc.  But  I  find  the  same  characteristic  in  the 
earlier  poems.  This  description  of  the  sun  from  ^  Lycidas  * — one  of 
the  finest  passages  of  the  poem  (what  lovely  vagueness  in  the  phrase 
"repairs  his  drooping  head**!) — is  not  so  much  the  real  sun  as  the 
sun  reflected  from  the  mirror  of  literature  and  art: — • 

«So  sinks  the  day-star  in  the  ocean  bed. 
And  yet  anon  repairs  his  drooping  head, 
And  tricks  his  beams,  and  with  new-spangled  ore 
Flames  in  the  forehead  of  the  morning  sky.** 

Even  those  "high  lawns**  which  appeared  "under  the  opening  eyelids 
of  the  morn  **  are  not  so  much  beheld  with  the  direct  vision  as  seen 
through  some  ethereal  medium  of  the  poet's  fancy,  under  the  influ- 
ence of  a  literary  and  classic  enchantment.  It  should  not,  however, 
be  thought  that  Milton  contradicts  nature.  This  indeed  has  been 
charged.  His  description  of  the  pine  as  "rooted  deep  as  high,**  when 
that  tree  docs  not  send  its  roots  deep  into  the  ground,  and  his  use 
of  the  beautiful  epithet  "star-proof**  as  applied  to  the  elm,  which 
has  not  a  thick  foliage,  have  been  said  to  indicate  an  eye  inattentive 
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to  nature.  But  a  poet  is  not  of  necessity  a  naturalist.  Poets  differ 
greatly  in  their  manner  of  looking  at  nature.  Milton  saw  nature 
closely  enough  for  his  purposes  and  for  our  enjoyment.  We  think 
there  can  be  no  question  that  in  going  to  literature  for  his  prepara- 
tion, he  chose  the  best  education  for  himself.  Had  he  not  done  so, 
we  might  have  lost  the  most  perfect  of  English  literary  artists  with- 
out gaining  a  great  poet  of  nature  and  the  world.  His  chief  strength 
did  not  lie  in  the  portraiture  of  the  visible  world,  whether  of  nature 
or  humanity.  We  have  seen  his  manner  of  regarding  nature :  at  man 
he  looked  rather  with  the  disposition  of  the  priest  than  of  the  dra- 
matic or  epic  poet.  He  had  not  the  variety  and  humor,  the  play  of 
mind,  the  pliant  and  many-sided  sympathies,  of  that  English  poet  in 
whose  pages  nature  and  the  world  were  already  mirrored. 

Milton's  prose  has  the  greatness  of  his  verse, —  the  same  greatness 
both  of  style  and  mind.  The  style  often  has  a  splendid  way  of  ad- 
vancing; the  reader  having  the  same  sense  of  buoyant  and  powerful 
movement  which  he  feels  when  he  commits  himself  to  the  full  tide 
and  river  of  the  verse.  It  is  true  that  the  prose  has  not  the  exqui- 
site care  of  the  verse.  The  language  is  frequently  difficult.  The 
sentence  sometimes  runs  down  a  good  part  of  the  page;  and  if  you 
would  understand  it,  you  must  first  go  through  the  labor  of  find- 
ing subject  and  predicate,  and  correctly  distinguishing  principal  and 
subordinate  clauses.  It  does  not  often  happen,  however,  that  this 
is  necessary;  and  even  when  it  is  necessary,  the  result  is  of  course 
well  worth  the  labor.  That  <^  cloth  of  gold,*^  as  Macaulay  termed  it, 
is  thick  with  imagery,  passion,  thought,  and  splendid  phrases.  As  one 
reads,  one  gets  very  near  to  the  greatness  of  the  man's  intellect  and 
nature, —  to  his  heroic  ardor,  —  and  very  near  to  some  qualities  which 
whether  great  or  not,  are  surely  not  to  be  applauded.  We  see  also 
much  of  him  in  one  character  in  which  he  less  often  appears  in 
verse, —  that  of  the  satirist.  There  was  in  Milton  the  making  of  a 
satirist  like  Juvenal  or  Swift;  for  he  had  that  insight  into  mind  which 
is  a  chief  condition  of  satire.  The  writer  of  this  paper  was  once 
taken  to  task  for  having  expressed  the  opinion  that  Byron  had  not 
the  insight  or  weight  of  mind  for  satire,  — that  his  greatness  lay 
elsewhere  than  in  the  intellect.  Now  Milton,  to  my  thinking,  had 
the  constitution  of  mind  fitted  to  write  satire.  He  could  see  a  state 
of  mind,  seize  it,  and  hold  it  in  his  strong  imagination  as  in  a  vise. 
It  is  for  this  reason  that  his  phrases  cut  to  the  bone  as  they  do. 
The  point  of  the  blade  is  infinitely  fine  and  sharp,  but  there  is  in 
the  implement  immense  weight  and  force.  Another  characteristic 
of  Milton's  prose  is  that  the  thought  is  frequently  more  novel  than 
that  of  his  verse,  which  tends  rather  to  the  expression  with  unequal 
perfection  of  truths  that  are  universal  and  important,  and  for  that 
reason  have  been  often  uttered. 
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From  the  time  of  the  publication  of  *  Paradise  Lost^  till  his  death 
in    1674,  Milton   seemed   to    enjoy,   so    far   as    his    afflictions    and    the 
public  prejudice  against  him  would  permit,  a  kind  of  Indian  summer, 
such  as  sometimes  comes  at  the  close  of  the  lives  of  celebrated  men. 
The    astonishment   produced   by  the  work  was  very  great;    although 
one  would  think  that   anything  might  have  been   expected  from  the 
author  of  the  earlier  poerhs,  of  which  an  edition  had  been  published 
in  1645.     The  accounts  we  have  of  the  personal  appearance,  manners, 
habits,  etc.,  of   Milton   date  mostly  from   this   time.      We    know  from 
the    touching    vanity  of   the    allusion   to   the    subject    in   his   <  Second 
Defense'  that   his   eyes  were  « externally  uninjured";  his   answer  to 
the  indecent  taunts  of  his  antagonists  being:  — «  They  shine  with  an 
unclouded  light,  like  the  eyes  of  one  whose  vision  is  perfect."     That 
insults   could   pass   between   men   of   education   upon   such   a   subject, 
seems   to  indicate   that  men's   hearts  and   manners  have  got  gentler 
with  the  spread  and  advance  of  that  democratic  civilization  of  which 
Milton   was   one   of  the    chief   friends   and   leaders.     The  accounts  of 
the  time,  given  by  Mr.  Masson,  describe  him  as  led  about  the  street 
near  his  Bunhill  house,  a  slender  man,  slightly  under  middle  height, 
dressed  in  a  gray  cloak  and  wearing  sometimes  a  small  silver-hilted 
sword;    looking   in   feeble   health,   but  with   his   fair   complexion   and 
lightish  hair,  younger  than  he  was.     He  was  to  be  seen  sitting  in  his 
garden   near   the    door   in   warm    weather,  wearing  a   gray   overcoat. 
Within  doors  his  dress  was  neat  black.      He  rose  very  early,  giving 
his  mornings   to   study  and   writing.     Music  was   his  chief   afternoon 
and    evening   relaxation.      « His    manner    with    friends    and   visitors," 
says  Mr.  Masson,  «was   extremely   courteous  and  affable,  with  jiast   a 
shade  of  stateliness."     Nevertheless  there  was  a  marked  tendency  in 
his  talk  to  be  sarcastic  and  satirical.    He  had  a  habit  of  pronouncing 
hard   the   letter  r,  the   lito-a   canina   of  the   Romans,   a   characteristic 
which    Dryden   thought   «a   sure   sign  of  a  satirical    disposition."     In 
these    days    his    house    was    frequented    by   persons    of   learning   and 
rank,  it  is  said,  «much  more  than  he  did  desire."     Up  to  the  time  of 
his  death  he  was  a  diligent  student  and  writer.     It  is  scarcely  neces- 
sary to   enumerate    the   prose   writings   with    which    Milton   occupied 
himself  in  the  years  just  previous  to  his  death.     An  incident  of  the 
last  year  of  his  life,  1674,  was  the  rearrangement  of  <  Paradise  Lost* 
into  twelve  books,  in  the  place  of   the  original  ten  in  which  it  was 
first  published.     He  died  on  November  8th  of  that  year,  which  was  a 
Sunday,  and   was   buried   in   the   church  of   St.  Giles,  Cripplegate,  by 
the  side  of  his  father. 
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ON   SHAKESPEARE 


WHAT  needs  my  Shakespeare  for  his  honored  bones 
The  labor  of  an  age  in  piled  stones  ? 
Or  that  his  hallowed  reliques  should  be  hid 
Under  a  star-ypointing  pyramid  ? 
Dear  son  of  memory,  great  heir  of  fame, 
What  need'st  thou  such  weak  witness  of  thy  name? 
Thou  in  our  wonder  and  astonishment 
Hast  built  thyself  a  livelong  monument. 
For  whilst  to  the  shame  of  slow-endeavoring  art 
Thy  easy  numbers  flow,  and  that  each  heart 
Hath  from  the  leaves  of  thy  unvalued  book 
Those  Delphic  lines  with  deep  impression  took, — 
Then  thou,  our  fancy  of  itself  bereaving. 
Dost  make  us  marble  with  too  much  conceiving, 
And  so  sepulchred  in  such  pomp  dost  lie 
That  kings  for  such  a  tomb  would  wish  to  die. 


ON   HIS   BLINDNESS 

WHEN  I  consider  how  my  light  is  spent 
Ere  half  my  days  in  this  dark  world  and  wide. 
And  that  one  talent  which  is  death  to  hide 
Lodged  with  me  useless,  though  my  soul  more  bent 
To  serve  therewith  my  Maker,  and  present 
My  true  account,  lest  he  returning  chide; 
«Doth  God  exact  day-labor,  light  denied?* 
I  fondly  ask.     But  Patience,  to  prevent 
That  murmur,  soon  replies,  «God  doth  not  need 
Either  man's  work  or  his  own  gifts.     Who  best 

Bear  his  mild  yoke,  they  serve  him  best.      His  state 
Is  kingly:  thousands  at  his  bidding  speed. 
And  post  o'er  land  and  ocean  without  rest; 
They  also  serve  who  only  stand  and  wait." 


TO  CYRIACK  SKINNER 

CYRiACK,  this   three-years'   day   these   eyes,— though 
clear, 
To  outward  view,  of  blemish  or  of  spot,— 
Bereft  of  light  their  seeing  have  forgot; 
Nor  to  their  idle  orbs  doth  sight  appear 


£0048  JOHN  MILTON 

Of  sun,  or  moon,  or  star,  throughout  the  year. 
Or  man,  or  woman.     Yet  I  argue  not 
Against  Heaven's  hand  or  will,  nor  bate  a  jot 

Of  heart  or  hope,  but  still  bear  up  and  steer 

Right  onward.     What  supports  me,  dost  thou  ask? 
The  conscience,  friend,  to  have  lost  them  overplied 

In  Liberty's  defense, —  my  noble  task, 

Of  which  all  Europe  rings  from  side  to  side. 
This  thought  might  lead  me  through  the  world's  vain  mas> 
Content,  though  blind,  had  1  no  better  guide. 


ON   THE   LATE  MASSACRE   IN   PIEDMONT 

AVENGE,  O  Lord,  thy  slaughtered  saints,  whose  bones 
Lie  scattered  on  the  Alpine  mountains  cold; 
Even  them  who  kept  thy  truth  so  pure  of  old 
When  all  our  fathers  worshiped  stocks  and  stones, 
Forget  not,   in  thy  book  record  their  groans 

Who  were  thy  sheep,  and  in  their  ancient  fold 
Slain  by  the  bloody  Piedmontese.  that  rolled 
Mother  with  infant  down  the  rocks.     Their  moans  . 
The  vales  redoubled  to  the  hills,  and  they 

To  heaven.     Their  martyred  blood  and  ashes  sow 
O'er  all  the  Italian  fields,  where  still  doth  sway 

The  triple  Tyrant;  that  from  these  may  grow 
A  hundredfold,  who,  having  learnt  thy  way, 
Early  may  fly  the  Babylonian  woe. 


THE  HYMN   ON   THE   NATIVITY 


I 


't  was  the  winter  wild. 

While  the  heaven-born  child 
All  meanly  wrapped  in  the  rude  manger  lies; 
Nature,  in  awe  to  him, 
Had  doffed  her  gaudy  trim. 
With  her  great  Master  so  to  sympathize; 
It  was  no  season  then  for  her 
To  wanton  with  the  Sun,  her  lusty  paramour. 

Only  with  speeches  fair 
She  wooes  the  gentle  air 
To  hide  her  guilty  front  with  innocent  snow, 
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And  on  her  naked  shame, 
Pollute  with  sinful  blame, 
The  saintly  veil  of  maiden  white  to  throw: 
Confounded,  that  her  Maker's  eyes 
Should  look  so  near  upon  her  foul  deformities. 

But  he,  her  fears  to  cease, 
Sent  down  the  meek-eyed  Peace : 
She,  crowned  with  olive  green,  came  softly  sliding 
Down  through  the  turning  sphere. 
His  ready  harbinger, 
"With  turtle  wing  the  amorous  clouds  dividing; 
And  waving  wide  her  myrtle  wand. 
She  strikes  a  universal  peace  through  sea  and  land. 

No  war  or  battle's  sound 

Was  heard  the  world  around; 

The  idle  spear  and  shield  were  high  uphung; 

The  hooked  chariot  stood, 

Unstained  with  hostile  blood. 

The  trumpet  spake  not  to  the  armed  throng; 

And  kings  sat  still  with  awful  eye. 

As  if  they  surely  knew  their  sovran  Lord  was  by. 

But  peaceful  was  the  night 
Wherein  the  Prince  of  Light 
His  reign  of  peace  upon  the  earth  began. 
The  winds,  with  wonder  whist, 
Smoothly  the  waters  kissed. 
Whispering  new  joys  to  the  mild  ocean, 
Who  now  hath  quite  forgot  to  rave. 
While  birds  of  calm  sit  brooding  on   the  charmed  wave. 

The  stars,  with  deep  amaze. 
Stand  fixed  in  steadfast  gaze. 
Bending  one  way  their  precious  influence, 
And  will  not  take  their  flight. 
For  all  the  morning  light, 
Or  Lucifer  that  often  warned  them  thence; 
But  in  their  glimmering  orbs  did  glow. 
Until  their  Lord  himself  bespake,  and  bid  them  go. 

And  though  the  shady  gloom 
Had  given  day  her  room. 
The  Sun  himself  withheld  his  wonted  speed, 
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And  hid  his  head  for  shame, 
As  his  inferior  flame 
The  new-enlightened  world  no  more  should  need: 
He  saw  a  greater  Sun  appear 
Than  his  bright  throne  or  burning  axletree  could  bear. 

The  shepherds  on  the  lawn, 
Or  ere  the  point  of  dawn, 
Sat  simply  chatting  in  a  rustic  row; 
Full  little  thought  they  than 
That  the  mighty  Pan 
Was  kindly  come  to  live  with   them  below: 
Perhaps  their  loves,  or  else  their  sheep. 
Was  all  that  did  their  silly  thoughts  so  busy  keep. 

When  such  music  sweet 
Their  hearts  and  ears  did  greet 
As  never  was  by  mortal  finger  strook, — 
Divinely  warbled  voice 
Answering  the  stringed  noise, 
As  all  their  souls  in  blissful  rapture  took; 
The  air,  such  pleasure  loth  to  lose. 
With  thousand  echoes  still  prolongs  each  heavenly  close. 

Nature,  that  heard  such  sound 
Beneath  the  hollow  round 
Of  Cynthia's  seat  the  airy  region  thrilling, 
Now  was  almost  won 
To  think  her  part  was  done. 
And  that  her  reign  had  here  its  last  fulfilling: 
She  knew  such  harmony  alone 
Could  hold  all  heaven  and  earth  in  happier  union. 

At  last  surrounds  their  sight 

A  globe  of  circular  light. 
That  with  long  beams  the  shamefaced  Night  arrayed; 

The  helmed  cherubim 

And  sworded  seraphim 
Are  seen  in  glittering  ranks  with  wings  displayed. 

Harping  in  loud  and  solemn  quire, 
With  unexpressive  notes,  to  heaven's  new-born  Heir. 

Such  music  (as  'tis  said) 
Before  was  never  made. 
But  when  of  old  the  sons  of  morning  sung. 


] 
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While  the  Creator  great 
His  constellations  set, 
And  the  well-balanced  world  on  hinges  hung, 
And  cast  the  dark  foundations  deep. 
And  bid  the  weltering  waves  their  oozy  channel  keep. 

Ring  out,  ye  crystal  spheres! 
Once  bless  our  human  ears, 
If  ye  have  power  to  touch  our  senses  so; 
And  let  your  silver  chime 
Move  in  melodious  time ; 
And  let  the  bass  of  heaven's  deep  organ  blow, 
And  with  your  ninefold  harmony 
Make  up  full  consort  to  the  angelic  symphony. 

For  if  such  holy  song 
Enwi'ap  our  fancy  long, 
Time  will  run  back  and  fetch  the  Age  of  Gold; 
And  speckled  Vanity 
Will  sicken  soon  and  die, 
And  leprous  Sin  will  melt  from  earthly  mold; 
And  hell  itself  will  pass  away, 
And  leave  her  dolorous  mansions  to  the  peering  day. 


LYCIDAS 

[In  this  monody  the  author  bewails  a  learned  friend,  unfortunately  drowned 
in  his  passage  from  Chester  on  the  Irish  Seas,  1637;  and  by  occasion,  foretells 
the  ruin  of  our  corrupted  clergy,  then  in  their  height. —  Note  in  original.] 

YET  once  more,  O  ye  laurels,  and  once  more, 
Ye  myrtles  brown,  with  ivy  never  sere, 
I  come  to  pluck  your  berries  harsh  and  crude, 

And  with  forced  fingers  rude 
Shatter  your  leaves  before  the  mellowing  year. 
Bitter  constraint  and  sad  occasion  dear 
Compels  me  to  disturb  your  season  due; 
For  Lycidas  is  dead,  dead  ere  his  prime, 

Young  Lycidas,  and  hath  not  left  his  peer. 
Who  would  not  sing  for  Lycidas  ?  he  knew 
Himself  to  sing,  and  build  the  lofty  rhyme. 
He  must  not  float  upon  his  watery  bier 
Unwept,  and  welter  to  the  parching  wind. 
Without  the  meed  of  some  melodious  tear. 
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Begin,  then,  Sisters  of  the  sacred  well 
That  from  beneath  the  seat  of  Jove  doth  spring; 
Begin,  and  somewhat  loudly  sweep  the  string. 
Hence  with  denial  vain  and  coy  excuse : 

So  may  some  gentle  Muse 
With  lucky  words  favor  niy  destined  urn, 

And  as  she  passes  turn, 
A.nd  bid  fair  peace  be  to  my  sable  shroud! 

For  we  were  nursed  upon  the  selfsame  hill. 
Fed  the  same  flock,  by  fountain,  shade,  and  rill; 
Together  both,  ere  the  high  lawns  appeared 

Under  the  opening  eyelids  of  the  Morn, 
We  drove  afield,  and  both  together  heard 

What  time  the  gray-fly  winds  her  sultry  horn. 
Battening  our  flocks  with  the  fresh  dews  of  night, 
Oft  till  the  star  that  rose  at  evening  bright 
Toward  heaven's  descent  had  sloped  his  westering  wheel. 
Meanwhile  the  rural  ditties  were  not  mute : 
Tempered  to  the  oaten  flute 
Rough  Satyrs  danced,  and  Fauns  with  cloven  heel 
From  the  glad  sound  would  not  be  absent  long; 
And  old  Damoetas  loved  to  hear  our  song. 

But  oh,  the  heavy  change,  now  thoit  art  gone! 
Now  thou  art  gone  and  never  must  return! 
Thee,  Shepherd,  thee  the  woods  and  desert  caves, 
With  wild  thyme  and  the  gadding  vine  o'ergrown, 

And  all  their  echoes,  mourn. 
The  willows,  and  the  hazel  copses  green, 

Shall  now  no  more  be  seen 
Fanning  their  joyous  leaves  to  thy  soft  lays. 

As  killing  as  the  canker  to  the  rose. 
Or  taint-worm  to  the  weanling  herds  that  graze. 
Or  frost  to  flowers  that  their  gay  wardrobe  wear 

When  first  the  white-thorn  blows: 
Such,  Lycidas,  thy  loss  to  shepherd's  ear. 

Where  were  ye,  Nymphs,  when  the  remorseless  deep 
Closed  o'er  the  head  of  your  loved  Lycidas  ? 

For  neither  were  ye  playing  on  the  steep 

Where  your  old  bards,  the  famous  Druids,  lie. 
Nor  on  the  shaggy  top  of  Mona  high, 

Nor  yet  where  Deva  spreads  her  wizard  stream. 
Ay  me!   I  fondly  dream 
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<<Had  ye  been  there, *^  —  for  what  could  that  have  done? 

What  could  the  Muse  herself  that  Orpheus  bore. 
The  Muse  herself,  for  her  enchanting  son, 
Whom  universal  nature  did  lament, 
When,  by  the  rout  that  made  the  hideous  roar, 

His  gory  visage  down  the  stream  was  sent, 
Down  the  swift  Hebrus  to  the  Lesbian  shore  ? 

Alas!    what  boots  it  with  uncessant  care 

To  tend  the  homely,  slighted  shepherd's  trade, 
And  strictly  meditate  the  thankless  Muse  ? 
Were  it  not  better  done,  as  others  use, 

To  sport  with  Amaryllis  in  the  shade. 
Or  with  the  tangles  of  Neaera's  hair? 
Fame  is  the  spur  that  the  clear  spirit  doth  rais^ 

(That  last  infirmity  of  noble  mind) 
To  scorn  delights  and  live  laborious  days; 

But  the  fair  guerdon  when  we  hope  to  find, 
And  think  to  burst  out  into  sudden  blaze. 

Comes  the  blind  Fury  with  the  abhorred  shears, 
And  slits  the  thin-spun  life.     <^  But  not  the  praise,'* 

Phoebus  replied,  and  touched  my  trembling  ears: 
*  Fame  is  no  plant  that  grows  on  mortal  soil, 

Nor  in  the  glistering  foil 
Set  off  to  the  world,  nor  in  broad  rumor  lies. 
But  lives  and  spreads  aloft  by  those  pure  eyes 
And  perfect  witness  of  all-judging  Jove; 
As  he  pronounces  lastly  on  each  deed. 
Of  so  much  fame  in  heaven  expect  thy  meed. 


Return,  Alpheus, —  the  dread  voice  is  past 

That  shrunk  thy  streams;  return,  Sicilian  Muse, 
And  call  the  vales,  and  bid  them  hither  cast 

Their  bells  and  flowerets  of  a  thousand  hues. 

Ye  valleys  low,  where  the  mild  whispers  use 
Of  shades,  and  wanton  winds,  and  gushing  brooks. 
On  whose  fresh  lap  the  Swart-Star  sparely  looks. 

Throw  hither  all  your  quaint  enameled  eyes. 
That  on  the  green  turf  suck  the  honeyed  showers, 
And  purple  all  the  ground  with  vernal  flowers. 

Bring  the  rathe  primrose  that  forsaken  dies, 
The  tufted  crow-toe,   the  pale  jessamine, 
The  white  pink,  and  the  pansy  freaked  with  jet, 
The  glowing  violet. 
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The  miisk-rose,  and  the  well-attired  woodbine, 
With  cowslips  wan  that  hang  the  pensive  head. 

And  every  flower  that  sad  embroidery  wears; 
Bid  amaranthus  all  his  beauty  shed, 

And  daflfadillies  fill  their  cups  with  tears. 
To  strew  the  laureate  hearse  where  Lycid  lies. 

For  so,  to  interpose  a  little  ease, 
Let  our  frail  thoughts  dally  with  false  surmise. 

Ay  me!  whilst  thee  the  shores  and  sounding  seas 
Wash  far  away,  where'er  thy  bones  are  hurled; 

Whether  beyond  the  stormy  Hebrides, 
Where  thou  perhaps  under  the  whelming  tide 

Visit'st  the  bottom  of  the  monstrous  world; 
Or  whether  thou,  to  our  moist  vows  denied, 
Sleep'st  by  the  fable  of  Bellerus  old. 

Where  the  great  Vision  of  the  guarded  mount 
Looks  toward  Namancos  and  Bayona's  hold, — 
Look  homeward,  Angel,  now,  and  melt  with  ruth; 
And,  O  ye  dolphins,  waft  the  hapless  youth. 

Weep  no  more,  woeful  shepherds,  weep  no  more; 

For  Lycidas,  your  sorrow,  is  not  dead. 
Sunk  though  he  be  beneath  the  watery  floor. 

So  sinks  the  day-star  in  the  ocean  bed, 

And  yet  anon  repairs  his  drooping  head, 
And  tricks  his  beams,  and  with  new-spangled  ore 
Flames  in  the  forehead  of  the  morning  sky; 
So  Lycidas  sunk  low,  but  mounted  high, 
Through  the  dear  might  of  Him  that  walked  the  waves, 

Where,  other  groves  and  other  streams  along. 
With  nectar  pure  his  oozy  locks  he  laves. 

And  hears  the  unexpressive  nuptial  song, 
In  the  blest  kingdoms  meek  of  joy  and  love. 
There  entertain  him  all  the  saints  above. 

In  solemn  troops,  and  sweet  societies. 
That  sing,  and  singing  in  their  glory  move. 

And  wipe  the  tears  for  ever  from  his  eyes. 
Now,  Lycidas,  the  shepherds  weep  no  more; 
Henceforth  thou  art  the  genius  of  the  shore, 
In  thy  large  recompense,  and  shalt  be  good 
To  all  that  wander  in  that  perilous  flood. 


Thus  sang  the  uncouth  swain  to  the  oaks  and  rills, 
While  the  still  morn  went  out  with  sandals  gray; 
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He  touched  the  tender  stops  of  various  quills, 
With  eager  thought  warbling  his  Doric  lay. 

And  now  the  sun  had  stretched  out  all  the  hills, 
And  now  was  dropt  into  the  western  bay; 

At  last  he  rose,  and  twitched  his  mantle  blue: 

To-morrow  to  fresh  woods,  and  pastures  new. 


s 


FROM   <COMUS> 

Song  of  the  Spirits 

lABRiNA  fair, 

Listen  where  thou  art  sitting 
Under  the  glassy,  cool,  translucent  wave, 
In  twisted  braids  of  lilies  knitting 
The  loose  train  of  thy  amber-dropping  hair; 
Listen  for  dear  honor's  sake, 
Goddess  of  the  silver  lake, 
Listen  and  save! 

Listen,  and  appear  to  us, 
In  name  of  great  Oceanus, 
By  the  earth-shaking  Neptune's  mace. 
And  Tethys's  grave  majestic  pace; 
By  hoary  Nereus's  wrinkled  look, 
And  the  Carpathian  wizard's  hook; 
By  scaly  Triton's  winding  shell. 
And  old  soothsaying  Glaucus's  spell; 
By  Leucothea's  lovely  hands, 
And  her  son  that  rules  the  strands; 
By  Thetis's  tinsel-slippered  feet. 
And  the  songs  of  Sirens  sweet; 
By  dead  Parthenope's  dear  tomb. 
And  fair  Ligea's  golden  comb, 
Wherewith  she  sits  on  diamond  rocks 
Sleeking  her  soft  alluring  locks; 
By  all  the  nymphs  that  nightly  dance 
Upon  thy  streams  with  wily  glance; 
Rise,  rise,  and  heave  thy  rosy  head 
From  thy  coral-paven  bed. 
And  bridle  in  thy  headlong  wave. 
Till  thou  our  summons  answered  have. 
Listen  and  save! 
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Sabrina  rises,  attended  by  Water-Nymphs,  and  sings: 

By  the  rushy-fringed  bank, 
Where  grow  the  willow  and  the  osier  dank. 

My  sliding  chariot  stays, 
Thick  set  with  agate,  and  the  azurn  sheen 
Of  turkis  blue,  and  emerald  green, 

That  in  the  channel  strays: 
Whilst  from  oflE  the  waters  fleet 
Thus  I  set  my  printless  feet 
O'er  the  cowslip's  velvet  head, 

That  bends  not  as  I  tread. 
Gentle  swain,  at  thy  request 
I  am  here! 
Spirits —  Goddess  dear, 

We  implore  thy  powerful  hand 
To  undo  the  charmed  band 
Of  true  virgin  here  distressed 
Through  the  force  and  through  the  wile 
Of  unblessed  enchanter  vile. 
Sabrina  —  Shepherd,  'tis  my  office  best 
To  help  ensnared  chastity. 
Brightest  Lady,  look  on  me. 
Thus  I  sprinkle  on  thy  breast 
Drops  that  from  my  fountain  pure 
I  have  kept  of  precious  cure ; 
Thrice  upon  thy  finger's  tip. 
Thrice  upon  thy  rubied  lip : 
Next  this  marble-venomed  seat. 
Smeared  with  gums  of  glutinous  heat, 
I  touch  with  chaste  palms  moist  and  cold. 
Now  the  spell  hath  lost  his  hold ; 
And  I  must  haste  ere  morning  hour 
To  wait  in  Amphitrite's  bower. 

Spirits —  Come.  Lady,  while  heaven  lends  us  grace 
Let  us  fly  this  cursed  place. 
Lest  the  sorcerer  us  entice 
With  some  other  new  device. 
Not  a  waste  or  needless  sound. 
Till  we  come  to  holier  ground; 
I  shall  be  your  faithful  guide 
Through  this  gloomy  covert  wide. 
And  not  many  fur](;ngs  thence 
Is  your  Father's  residence. 
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L'ALLEGRO 


H 


ENCE,  loathed  Melancholy, 

Of  Cerberus  and  blackest  Midnight  born 
In  Stygian  cave  forlorn, 
'Mongst  horrid  shapes,  and  shrieks,  and  sights  unholy! 

Fir.d  out  some  uncouth  cell, 
"Where  brooding  Darkness  spreads  his  jealous  wings, 

And  the  night-raven  sings; 
There,  under  ebon  shades  and  low-browed  rocks, 
As  ra^ed  as  thy  locks. 
In  dark  Cimmerian  desert  ever  dwell. 
But  come,  thou  goddess  fair  and  free. 
In  heaven  yclept  Euphrosyne, 
And  by  men  heart-easing  Mirth; 
Whom  lovely  Venus,  at  a  birth, 
With  two  sister  Graces  more. 
To  ivy-crowned  Bacchus  bore: 
Or  whether  (as  some  sager  sing) 
The  frolic  wind  that  breathes  the  spring, 
Zephyr,  with  Aurora  playing. 
As  he  met  her  once  a-Maying, 
There,  on  beds  of  violets  blue. 
And  fresh  blown  roses  washed  in  dew. 
Filled  her  with  thee,  a  daughter  fair. 
So  buxom,  blithe,  and  debonair. 
Haste  thee.  Nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 
Jest  and  youthful  Jollity, 
Quips  and  Cranks  and  wanton  Wiles, 
Nods  and  Becks  and  wreathed  Smiles, 
Such  as  hang  on  Hebe's  cheek. 
And  love  to  live  in  dimple  sleek; 
Sport  that  wrinkled  Care  derides, 
And  Laughter  holding  both  his  sides. 
Come,  and  trip  it,  as  you  go. 
On  the  light  fantastic  toe; 
And  in  thy  right  hand  lead  with  thee 
The  mountain  nymph,  sweet  Liberty; 
And  if  I  give  thee  honor  due, 
Mirth,  admit  me  of  thy  crew, 
To  live  with  her,  and  live  with  thee. 
In  nnreproved  pleasures  free; 
To  hear  the  lark  begm  his  flight, 
And,  singing,  startle  the  dull  night, 


10058  JOHN  MILTON 


From  his  watch-tower  in  the  skies, 

Till  the  dappled  dawn  doth  rise; 

Then  to  come  in  spite  of  sorrow. 

And  at  my  window  bid  good-morrow, 

Through  the  sweet-brier  or  the  vine, 

Or  the  twisted  eglantine; 

While  the  cock,  with  lively  din. 

Scatters  the  rear  of  darkness  thin, 

And  to  the  stack,  or  the  barn-door, 

Stoutly  struts  his  dames  before ; 

Oft  listening  how  the  hounds  and  horn 

Cheerly  rouse  the  slumbering  morn, 

From  the  side  of  some  hoar  hill 

Through  the  high  wood  echoing  shrill: 

Sometime  walking,  not  unseen. 

By  hedge-row  elms,  on  hillocks  green, 

Right  against  the  eastern  gate 

Where  the  great  sun  begins  his  state. 

Robed  in  flames  and  amber  light, 

The  clouds  in  thousand  liveries  dight; 

While  the  plowman,  near  at  hand, 

Whistles  o'er  the  furrowed  land, 

And  the  milkmaid  singeth  blithe, 

And  the  mower  whets  his  scythe, 

And  every  shepherd  tells  his  tale 

Under  the  hawthorn  in  the  dale. 

Straight  mine  eye  hath  caught  new  pleasures, 

Whilst  the  landskip  round  it  measures: 

Russet  lawns,  and  fallows  gray, 

Where  the  nibbling  flocks  do  stray; 

Mountains  on  whose  barren  breast 

The  laboring  clouds  do  often  rest; 

Meadows  trim,  with  daisies  pied; 

Shallow  brooks,  and  rivers  wide; 

Towers  and  battlements  it  sees 

Bosomed  high  in  tufted  trees. 

Where  perhaps  some  beauty  lies, 

The  cynosure  of  neighboring  eyes. 

Hard  by  a  cottage  chimney  smokes 

From  betwixt  two  aged  oaks. 

Where  Corydon  and  Thyrsis,  met. 

Are  at  their  savory  dinner  set 

Of  herbs  anc"  other  country  messes. 

Which  the  neat-handed  Phillis  dresses} 
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And  then  in  haste  her  bower  she  leaves, 

With  Thestylis  to  bind  the  sheaves; 

Or,  if  the  earlier  season  lead, 

To  the  tanned  haycock  in  the  mead. 

Sometimes,  with  secure  delight. 

The  upland  hamlets  will  invite, 

When  the  merry  bells  ring  round, 

And  the  jocund  rebecks  sound 

To  many  a  youth  and  many  a  maid 

Dancing  in  the  chequered  shade. 

And  young  and  old  come  forth  to  play 

On  a  sunshine  holiday, 

Till  the  livelong  daylight  fail; 

Then  to  the  spicy  nut-brown  ale. 

With  stories  told  of  many  a  feat: 

How  Faery  Mab  the  junkets  eat, — 

She  was  pinched  and  pulled,  she  said: 

And  he,  by  Friar's  lantern  led. 

Tells  how  the  drudging  goblin  sweat 

To  earn  his  cream-bowl  duly  set. 

When  in  one  night,  ere  glimpse  of  morn, 

His  shadowy  flail  hath  threshed  the  corn 

That  ten  day-laborers  could  not  end; 

Then  lies  him  down,  the  lubber  fiend. 

And  stretched  out  all  the  chimney's  length. 

Basks  at  the  fire  his  hairy  strength, 

And  crop-full  out  of  doors  he  flings, 

Ere  the  first  cock  his  matin  rings. — 

Thus  done  the  tales,  to  bed  they  creep, 

By  whispering  winds  soon  lulled  asleep. 

Towered  cities  please  us  then. 

And  the  busy  hum  of  men. 

Where  throngs  of  knights  and  barons  bold, 

In  weeds  of  peace,  high  triumphs  hold, 

With  store  of  ladies,  whose  bright  eyes 

Rain  influence,  and  judge  the  prize 

Of  wit  or  arms,  while  both  contend 

To  win  her  grace  whom  all  commend. 

There  let  Hymen  oft  appear 

In  saffron  robe,  with  taper  clear, 

And  pomp,  and  feast,  and  revelry, 

With  mask  and  antique  pageantry; 

Such  sights  as  youthful  poets  dream 

On  summer  eves  by  haunted  stream. 
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Then  to  the  well-trod  stage  anon, 

If  Jonson's  learned  sock  be  on, 

Or  sweetest  Shakespeare,  Fancy's  child, 

Warble  his  native  wood-notes  wild. 

And  ever,  against  eating  cares, 

Lap  me  in  soft  Lydian  airs. 

Married  to  immortal  verse, 

Such  as  the  meeting  soul  may  pierce. 

In  notes  with  many  a  winding  bout 

Of  linked  sweetness  long  drawn  out 

With  wanton  heed  and  giddy  cunning. 

The  melting  voice  through  mazes  running, 

Untwisting  all  the  cnains  that  tie 

The  hidden  soul  of  harmony; 

That  Orpheus's  self  may  heave  his  head 

From  golden  slumber  on  a  bed 

Of  heaped  Elysian  flowers,  and  hear 

Such  strains  as  would  have  won  the  ear 

Of  Pluto  to  have  quite  set  free 

His  half-regained  Eurydice. 

These  delights  if  thou  canst  give, 

Mirth,  with  thee  I  mean  to  live. 


H 


IL   PENSEROSO 

ENCE,  vain  deluding  Joys, 

The  brood  of  Folly  without  father  bred.' 
How  little  you  bested, 
Or  fill  the  fixed  mind  with  all  your  toys! 

Dwell  in  some  idle  brain. 
And  fancies  fond  with  gaudy  shapes  possess, 

As  thick  and  numberless 
As  the  gay  motes' that  people  the  sun-beams; 

Or  likest  hovering  dreams. 
The  fickle  pensioners  of  Morpheus's  train. 
But  hail,  thou  goddess  sage  and  holy! 
Hail,  divinest  Melancholy! 
Whose  saintly  visage  is  too  bright 
To  hit  the  sense  of  human  sight. 
And  therefore  to  our  weaker  view 
O'erlaid  with  black,  staid  Wisdom's  hue; 
Black,  but  such  as  in  esteem 
Prince  Memnon's  sister  mie:ht  beseem, 
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Or  that  starred  Ethiop  queen  that  strove 

To  set  her  beauty's  praise  above 

The  Sea-Nymphs,  and  their  powers  offended. 

Yet  thou  art  higher  far  descended: 

Thee  bright-haired  Vesta  long  of  yore 

To  solitary  Saturn  bore; 

His  daughter  she ;  in  Saturn's  reign 

Such  mixture  was  not  held  a  stain. 

Oft  in  glimmering  bowers  and  glades 

He  met  her,  and  in  secret  shades 

Of  woody  Ida's  inmost  grove, 

Whilst  yet  there  was  no  fear  of  Jove. 

Come,  pensive  Nun,  devout  and  pure, 

Sober,  steadfast,  and  demure, 

All  in  a  robe  of  darkest  grain, 

Flowing  with  majestic  train. 

And  sable  stole  of  cypress  lawn 

Over  thy  decent  shoulders  drawn. 

Come;  but  keep  thy  wonted  state, 

With  even  step,  and  musing  gait, 

And  looks  commercing  with  the  skies. 

Thy  rapt  soul  sitting  in  thine  eyes: 

There,  held  in  holy  passion  still, 

Forget  thyself  to  marble,  till 

With  a  sad  leaden  downward  cast 

Thou  fix  them  on  the  earth  as  fast. 

And  join  with  thee  calm  Peace  and  Quiet" 

Spare  Fast,  that  oft  with  gods  doth  diet, 

And  hears  the  Muses  in  a  ring 

Aye  round  about  Jove's  altar  sing; 

And  add  to  these  retired  Leisure, 

That  in  trim  gardens  takes  his  pleasure? 

But  first  and  chiefest,  with  thee  bring 

Him  that  yon  soars  on  golden  wing. 

Guiding  the  fiery-wheeled  throne. 

The  Cherub  Contemplation; 

And  the  mute  Silence  hist  along, 

'Less  Philomel  will  deign  a  song, 

In  her  sweetest  saddest  plight, 

Smoothing  the  rugged  brow  of  Night, 

While  Cynthia  checks  her  dragon  yoke 

Gently  o'er  the  accustomed  oak. 

Sweet  bird,  that  shunn'st  the  noise  of  folly. 

Most  musical,  most  melancholy! 
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Thee,  chauntress,  oft  the  woods  among 

I  woo,  to  hear  thy  even-song; 

And  missing  thee,  I  walk  unseen 

On  the  dry  smooth-shaven  green, 

To  behold  the  wandering  moon, 

Riding  near  her  highest  noon, 

Like  one  that  had  been  led  astray 

Through  the  heaven's  wide  pathless  way. 

And  oft,  as  if  her  head  she  bowed, 

Stooping  through  a  fleecy  cloud. 

Oft,  on.  a  plat  of  rising  ground, 

I  hear  the  far-off  curfew  sound 

Over  some  wide-watered  shore, 

Swinging  slow  with  sullen  roar; 

Or  if  the  air  will  not  permit, 

Some  still  removed  place  will  fit, 

Where  glowing  embers  through  the  room 

Teach  light  to  counterfeit  a  gloom, 

Far  from  all  resort  of  mirth. 

Save  the  cricket  on  the  hearth. 

Or  the  bellman's  drowsy  charm 

To  bless  the  doors  from  nightly  harm. 

Or  let  my  lamp,  at  midnight  hour, 

Be  seen  in  some  high  lonely  tower, 

Where  I  may  oft  outwatch  the  Bear, 

With  thrice  great  Hermes,  or  unsphere 

The  spirit  of  Plato,  to  unfold 

What  worlds  or  what  vast  regions  hold 

The  immortal  mind  that  hath  forsook 

Her  mansion  in  this  fleshly  nook; 

And  of  those  demons  that  are  found 

In  fire,  air,  flood,  or  underground, 

Whose  power  hath  a  true  consent 

With  planet  or  with  element. 

Sometime  let  gorgeous  Tragedy 

In  sceptred  pall  come  sweeping  by, 

Presenting  Thebes,  or  Pelops's  line, 

Or  the  tale  of  Troy  divine. 

Or  what  (though  rare)  of  later  age 

Ennobled  hath  the  buskined  stage. 

But,  O  sad  Virgin!   that  thy  power 

Might  raise  Musa;us  from  his  bower; 

Or  bid  the  soul  of  Orpheus  sing 

Such  notes  as,  warbled  to  the  string, 
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Drew  iron  tears  down  Pluto's  cheek. 
And  made  hell  grant  what  love  did  seek; 
Or  call  up  him  that  left  half -told 
The  story  of  Cambuscan  bold, 
Of  Camball,  and  of  Algarsife, 
And  who  had  Canace  to  wife 
That  owned  the  virtuous  ring  and  glass, 
And  of  the  wondrous  horse  of  brass 
On  which  the  Tartar  king  did  ride: 
And  if  aught  else  great  bards  beside 
In  sage  and  solemn  tunes  have  sung, 
Of  turneys,  and  of  trophies  hung, 
Of  forests,  and  enchantments  drear, 
Where  more  is  meant  than  meets  the  ear 
Thus,  Night,  oft  see  me  in  thy  pale  career, 
Till  civil-suited  Morn  appear, 
Not  tricked  and  flounced,  as  she  was  wont 

With  the  Attic  boy  to  hunt, 
But  kerchieft  in  a  comely  cloud. 
While  rocking  winds  are  piping  loud, 
Or  ushered  with  a  shower  still. 
When  the  gust  hath  blown  his  fill. 
Ending  on  the  rustling  leaves. 
With  minute-drops  from  off  the  eaves. 
And  when  the  sun  begins  to  fling 
His  flaring  beams,  me.  Goddess,  bring 
To  arched  walks  of  twilight  groves. 
And  shadows  brown,  that  Sylvan  loves, 
Of  pine,  or  monumental  oak. 
Where  the  rude  axe  with  heaved  stroke 
Was  never  heard  the  nymphs  to  daunt, 
Or  fright  them  from  their  hallowed  haunt. 
There,  in  close  covert,  by  some  brook. 
Where  no  profaner  eye  may  look, 
Hide  me  from  day's  garish  eye, 
While  the  bee  with  honeyed  thigh. 
That  at  her  flowery  work  doth  sing, 
And  the  waters  murmuring. 
With  such  consort  as  they  keep. 
Entice  the  dewy-feathered  Sleep. 
And  let  some  strange  mysterious  dream 
Wave  at  his  wings,  in  airy  stream 
Of  lively  portraiture  displayed, 
Softly  on  my  eyelids  laid; 
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And  as  I  wake,  sweet  music  breathe 

Above,  about,  or  underneath. 

Sent  by  some  Spirit  to  mortals  good, 

Or  the  unseen  Genius  of  the  wood. 

But  let  my  due  feet  never  fail 

To  walk  the  studious  cloister's  pale. 

And  love  the  high  embowed  roof, 

With  antique  pillars  massy-proof, 

And  storied  windows  richly  dight, 

Casting  a  dim  religious  light. 

There  let  the  pealing  organ  blow 

To  the  full-voiced  quire  below. 

In  service  high  and  anthems  clear. 

As  may  with  sweetness,  through  mine  ear. 

Dissolve  me  into  ecstasies. 

And  bring  all  Heaven  before  mine  eyes. 

And  may  at  last  my  weary  age 

Find  out  the  peaceful  hermitage, 

The  hairy  gown  and  mossy  cell, 

"Where  I  may  sit  and  rightly  spell 

Of  every  star  that  heaven  doth  shew. 

And  every  herb  that  sips  the  dew, 

Till  old  experience  do  attain 

To  something  like  prophetic  strain. 

These  pleasures.  Melancholy,  give: 

And  I  with  thee  will  choose  to  live. 


THE  APPEAL  OF  SATAN 
From  <  Paradise  Lost  > 

*  TS  THIS  the  region,  this  the  soil,  the  clime, ^* 
I      Said  then  the  lost  Archangel,  "  this  the  seat 

That  we  must  change  for  heaven  ?  —  this  mournful 
gloom 
For  that  celestial  light  ?  '  Be  it  so,  since  he 
Who  now  is  sovran  can  dispose  and  bid 
What  shall  be  right:   farthest  from  him  is  best, 
Whom  reason  hath  equaled,  force  hath  made  supreme 
Above  his   equals.     Farewell,  happy  fields, 
Where  joy  for  ever  dwells!     Hail,  horrors!   hail, 
Infernal  world!   and  thou,  profoundest  hell. 
Receive  thy  new  possessor  —  one  who  brings 


JOHN  MILTON  10065 

A  mind  not  to  be  changed  by  place  or  time. 
The  mind  is  its  own  place,  and  in  itself 
Can  make  a  heaven  of  hell,  a  hell  of  heaven. 
What  matter  where,  if  I  be  still  the  same, 
And  what  I  should  be,  all  but  less  than  he 
Whom  thunder  hath  made  greater  ?    Here  at  least 
We  shall  be  free;  the  Almighty  hath  not  built 
Here  for  his  envy,  will  not  drive  us  hence: 
Here  we  may  reign  secure:  and  in  my  choice. 
To  reign  is  worth  ainbition,  though  in  hell; 
Better  to  reign  in  hell  than  serve  in  heaven. 
But  wherefore  let  we  then  our  faithful  friendSj, 
The  associates  and  copartners  of  our  loss, 
Lie  thus  astonished  on  the  oblivious  pool, 
And  call  them  not  to  share  with  us  their  part 
In  this  unhappy  mansion,  or  once  more 
With  rallied  arms  to  try  what  may  be  yet 
Regained  in  heaven,  or  what  more  lost  in  hell?* 

So  Satan  spake;  and  him  Beelzebub 
Thus  answered: — "Leader  of  those  armies  bright 
Which,  but  the  Omnipotent,  none  could  have  foiled! 
If  once  they  hear  that  voice,  their  liveliest  pledge 
Of  hope  in  fears  and  dangers,  —  heard  so  oft 
In  worst  extremes,  and  on  the  perilous  edge 
Of  battle,  when  it  raged,  in  all  assaults 
Their  surest  signal, —  they  will  soon  resume 
New  courage  and  revive,  though  now  they  lie 
Groveling  and  prostrate  on  yon  lake  of  fire, 
As  we  erewhile,  astounded  and  amazed: 
No  wonder,  fallen  such  a  pernicious  height  !^^ 

He  scarce  had  ceased  when  the  superior  Fiend 
Was  moving  toward  the  shore ;  his  ponderous  shield. 
Ethereal  temper,  massy,  large,  and  round. 
Behind  him  cast.     The  broad  circumference 
Hung  on  his  shoulders  like  the  moon,  whose  orb 
Through  optic  glass  the  Tuscan  artist  views 
At  evening,  from  the  top  of  Fesole, 
Or  in  Valdarno,  to  descry  new  lands. 
Rivers,  or  mountains,  in  her  spotty  globe. 
His  spear  —  to  equal  which  the  tallest  pine 
Hewn  on  Norwegian  hills,  to  be  the  mast 
Of  some  great  ammiral,  were  but  a  wand  — 
He  walked  with,  to  support  uneasy  steps 
Over  the  burning  marie,  not  like  those  steps 
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On  heaven's  azure;  and  the  torrid  clime 

Smote  on  him  sore  besides,  vaulted  with  fire. 

Nathless  he  so  endured,  till  on  the  beach 

Of  that  inflamed  sea  he  stood,  and  called 

His  legions  —  angel  forms,  who  lay  entranced, 

Thick  as  autumnal  leaves  that  strow  the  brooks 

In  Vallombrosa,  where  the  Etrurian  shades 

High  overarched  embower;  or  scattered  sedge 

Afloat,  when  with  fierce  winds  Orion  armed 

Hath  vexed  the  Red  Sea  coast,  whose  waves  o'erthrew 

Busiris  and  his  Memphian  chivalry, 

While  with  perfidious  hatred  they  pursued 

The  sojourners  of  Goshen,  who  beheld 

From  the  safe  shore  their  floating  carcasses 

And  broken  chariot-wheels.     So  thick  bestrown, 

Abject  and  lost,  lay  these,  covering  the  flood, 

Under  amazement  of  their  hideous  change. 

He  called  so  loud  that  all  the  hollow  deep 

Of  hell  resounded:  —  ^^  Princes,  potentates, 

Warriors,  the  flower  of  heaven — -once  yours;  now  lost, 

If  such  astonishment  as  this  can  seize 

Eternal  spirits!     Or  have  ye  chosen  this  place 

After  the  toil  of  battle  to  repose 

Your  wearied  virtue,  for  the  ease  you  find 

To  slumber  here,  as  in  the  vales  of  heaven? 

Or  in  this  abject  posture  have  ye  sworn 

To  adore  the  Conqueror,  who  now  beholds 

Cherub  and  seraph  rolling  in  the  flood 

With  scattered  arms  and  ensigns,  till  anon 

His  swift  pvirsuers  from  heaven-gates  discern 

The  advantage,  and,  descending,  tread  us  down 

Thus  drooping,  or  with  linked  thunderbolts 

Transfix  us  to  the  bottom  of  this  gulf?  — 

Awake,  arise,  or  be  for  ever  fallen  I  * 


MILTON    ON    HIS   BLINDNESS 
From  <  Paradise    Lost  > 

HAIL,  holy  Light,  offspring  of  Heaven  first-born, 
Or  of  the  Eternal  co-eternal  beam! 
May  I  express  thee  unblamcd  ?   since  God  is  light. 
And  never  but  in  unapproachcd  light 
Dwelt  from  eternity  —  dwelt  +hen  in  thee, 
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Bright  effluence  of  bright  essence  increate! 

Or  hear'st  thou  rather  pure  ethereal  stream, 

Whose  fountain  who  shall  tell  ?     Before  the  sun. 

Before  the  heavens,  thou  wert,  and  at  the  voice 

Of  God,  as  with  a  mantle,  didst  invest 

The  rising  world  of  waters  dark  and  deep, 

Won  from  the  void  and  formless  Infinite! 

Thee  I  revisit  now  with  bolder  wing, 

Escaped  the  Stygian  pool,  though  long  detained 

In  that  obscure  sojourn,  while  in  my  flight. 

Through  utter  and  through  middle  darkness  borne, 

With  other  notes  than  to  the  Orphean  lyre 

I  sung  of  chaos  and  eternal  Night, 

Taught  by  the  heavenly  Muse  to  venture  down 

The  dark  descent,  and  up  to  reascend. 

Though  hard  and  rare.     Thee  I  revisit  safe, 

And  feel  thy  sovran  vital  lamp;  but  thou 

Revisit'st  not  these  eyes,  that  roll  in  vain 

To  find  thy  piercing  ray,  and  find  no  dawn; 

So  thick  a  drop  serene  hath  quenched  their  orbs, 

Or  dim  suffusion  veiled.     Yet  not  the  more 

Cease  I  to  wander  where  the  Muses  haunt 

Clear  spring,  or  shady  grove,  or  sunny  hill, 

Smit  with  the  love  of  sacred  song;  but  chief 

Thee,  Sion,  and  the  flowery  brooks  beneath. 

That  wash  thy  hallowed  feet,  and  warbling  flow. 

Nightly  I  visit:  nor  sometimes  forget 

Those  other  two  equaled  with  me  in  fate. 

So  were  I  equaled  with  them  in  renown. 

Blind  Thamyris  and  blind  Maeonides, 

And  Tiresias  and  Phineus,  prophets  old: 

Then  feed  on  thoughts  that  voluntary  move 

Harmonious  numbers;  as  the  wakeful  bird 

Sings  darkling,  and,  in  shadiest  covert  hid. 

Tunes  her  nocturnal  note.     Thus  with  the  year 

Seasons  return;  but  not  to  me  returns 

Day,  or  the  sweet  approach  of  even  or  morn 

Or  sight  of  vernal  bloom,  or  summer's  rose, 

Or  flocks,  or  herds,  or  human  face  divine ; 

But  cloud  instead  and  ever-di:ring  dark 

Surrounds  me,  from  the  cheerful  ways  of  men 

Cut  off,  and,  for  the  book  of  knowledge  fair. 

Presented  with  a  universal  blank 

Of  Nature's  works,  to  me  expunged  and  rased* 
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And  wisdom  at  one  entrance  quite  shut  out. 

So  much  the  rather  thou,  Celestial  Light, 

Shine  inward,  and  the  mind  through  all  her  powers 

Irradiate;  there  plant  eyes;  all  mist  from  thence 

Purge  and  disperse,  that  I  may  see  and  tell 

Of  things  invisible  to  mortal  sight. 


ADAM  AND   EVE 
From  <  Paradise  Lost> 

Two  OF  far  nobler  shape,  erect  and  tall, 
God-like  erect,  with  native  honor  clad 
In  naked  majesty,  seemed  lords  of  all, 
And  worthy  seemed;  for  in  their  looks  divine 
The  image  of  their  glorious  Maker  shone. 
Truth,  wisdom,  sanctitude,  severe  and  pure  — 
Severe,  but  in  true  filial  freedom  placed, 
Whence  true  authority  in  men:  though  both 
Not  equal,  as  their  sex  not  equal  seemed; 
For  contemplation  he  and  valor  formed, 
For  softness  she  and  sweet  attractive  grace; 
He  for  God  only,  she  for  God  in  him. 
His  fair  large  front  and  eye  sublime  declared 
Absolute  rule;  and  hyacinthine  locks 
Round  from  his  parted  forelock  manly  hung 
Clustering,  but  not  beneath  his  shoulders  broad; 
She,  as  a  veil  down  to  the  slender  waist. 
Her  unadorned  golden  tresses  wore 
Disheveled,  but  in  wanton  ringlets  waved 
As  the  vine  curls  her  tendrils,  —  which  implied 
Subjection,  but  required  with  gentle  sway. 
And  by  her  yielded,  by  him  best  received 
Yielded,  with  coy  submission,  modest  pride, 
And  sweet,  reluctant,  amorous  delay.     .     .     . 
So  passed  they  naked  on,  nor  shunned  the  sight 
Of  God  or  Angels;  for  they  thought  no  ill: 
So  hand  in  hand  they  passed,  the  loveliest  pair 
That  ever  since  in  love's  embraces  met  — 
Adam  the  goodliest  man  of  men  since  born 
His  sons;  the  fairest  of  her  daughters  Eve. 
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EVE   RELATES   HER   FIRST  MEETING  WITH   ADAM 
From  <  Paradise  Lost  > 

*  'T^HAT  day  I  oft  remember,  when  from  sleep 
2       I  first  awaked,  and  found  myself  reposed 

Under  a  shade,  on  flowers,  much  wondering  where 
And  what  I  was,  whence  thither  brought,  and  how. 
Not  distant  far  from  thence,  a  murmuring  sound 
Of  waters  issued  from  a  cave,  and  spread 
Into  a  liquid  plain;  then  stood  unmoved. 
Pure  as  the  expanse  of  heaven.     I  thither  went 
With  unexperienced  thought,  and  laid  me  down 
On  the  green  bank,  to  look  into  the  clear 
Smooth  lake,  that  to  me  seemed  another  sky. 
As  I  bent  down  to  look,  just  opposite 
A  shape  within  the  watery  gleam  appeared, 
Bending  to  look  on  me.     I  started  back. 
It  started  back;  but  pleased  I  soon  returned. 
Pleased  it  returned  as  soon  with  answering  looks 
Of  sympathy  and  love.      There  I  had  fixed 
Mine  eyes  till  now,  and  pined  with  vain  desire, 
Had  not  a  voice  thus  w^arned  me :  <  What  thou  seest, 
"What  there  thou  seest,  fair  creature,  is  thyself; 
With  thee  it  came  and  goes:  but  follow  me, 
And  I  will  bring  thee  where  no  shadow  stays 
Thy  coming,  and  thy  soft  embraces  —  he 
Whose  image  thou  art:  him  thou  shalt  enjoy 
Inseparably  thine;  to  him  shalt  bear 
Multitudes  like  thyself,  and  thence  be  called 
Mother  of  human  race.*     What  could  I  do, 
But  follow  straight,  invisibly  thus  led  ? 
Till  I  espied  thee,  fair  indeed,  and  tall. 
Under  a  platane ;  yet  methought  less  fair. 
Less  winning  soft,  less  amiably  mild. 
Than  that  smooth  watery  image.     Back  I  turned; 
Thou,  following,  cried'st  aloud,  <  Return,  fair  Eve : 
Whom  fliest  thou  ?    Whom  thou  fliest,  of  him  thou  art. 
His  flesh,  his  bone;  to  give  thee  being  I  lent 
Out  of  my  side  to  thee,  nearest  my  heart, 
Substantial  life,  to  have  thee  by  my  side 
Henceforth  an  individual  solace  dear: 
Part  of  my  soul  I  seek  thee,  and  thee  claim 
My  other  half.>     With  that  thy  gentle  hand 


I0070  JOHN   MILTON 

Seized  mine;  I  yielded,  and  from  that  time  see 
How  beauty  is  excelled  by  manly  g^ace 
And  wisdom,  which  alone  is  truly  fair.'^ 

So  spake  our  general  mother,  and  with  eyes 
Of  conjugal  attraction  unreproved, 
And  meek  surrender,  half-embracing  leaned 
On  our  first  father;  half  her  swelling  breast 
Naked  met  his,  under  the  flowing  gold 
Of  her  loose  tresses  hid.     He,  in  delight 
Both  of  her  beauty  and  submissive  charms, 
Smiled  with  superior  love,  as  Jupiter 
On  Juno  smiles  when  he  impregns  the  clouds 
That  shed  May  flowers,  and  pressed  her  matron  lip 
With  kisses  pure.     Aside  the  Devil  turned 
For  envy;  yet  with  jealous  leer  malign 
Eyed  them  askance. 


SONG   OF   THE   PAIR    IN   PARADISE 
From  <  Paradise  Lost  > 

LOWLY  they  bowed,  adoring,  and  began 
Their  orisons,  each  morning  duly  paid 
In  various  style;  for  neither  various  style 
Nor  holy  rapture  wanted  they  to  praise 
Their  Maker,  in  fit  strains  pronounced,  or  sung 
Unmeditated;  such  prompt  eloquence 
Flowed  from  their  lips,  in  prose  or  numerous  verse. 
More  tunable  than  needed  lute  or  harp 
To  add  more  sweetness:  and  they  thus  began;  — 

"These  are  thy  glorious  works.  Parent  of  good, 
Almighty!  thine  this  universal  frame, 
Thus  wondrous  fair:  thyself  how  wondrous  then! 
Unspeakable!  who  sitt'st  above  these  heavens 
To  us  invisible,  or  dimly  seen 
In  these  thy  lowest  works;  yet  these  declare 
Thy  goodness  beyond  thought,  and  power  divine. 
Speak,  ye  who  best  can  tell,  ye  Sons  of  Light, 
Angels  —  for  ye  behold  him,  and  with  songs 
And  choral  symphonies,  day  without  night. 
Circle  his  throne  rejoicing — ye  in  heaven; 
On  earth  join,  all  ye  creatures,  to  extol 
Him  first,  him  last,  him  midst,  and  withoxit  end. 
Fairest  of  stars,  last  in  the  train  of  Night, 
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If  better  thou  belong  not  to  the  Dawn, 

Sure  pledge  of  day,  that  crown'st  the  smiling  morn 

With  thy  bright  circlet,  praise  him  in  thy  sphere 

While  day  arises,  that  sweet  hour  of  prime. 

Thou  sun,  of  this  great  world  both  eye  and  soul, 

Acknowledge  him  thy  greater;  sound  his  praise 

In  thy  eternal  course,  both  when  thou  climb'st, 

And  when  high  noon  has  gained,  and  when  thou  fall'st. 

Moon,  that  now  meet'st  the  orient  sun,  now  fliest, 

With  the  fixed  stars,  fixed  in  their  orb  that  flies; 

And  ye  five  other  wandering  fires,  that  move  • 

In  mystic  dance,  not  without  song,  resound 

His  praise  who  out  of  darkness  called  up  light. 

Air,  and  ye  elements,  the  eldest  birth 

Of  Nature's  womb,  that  in  quaternion  run 

Perpetual  circle,  multiform,  and  mix 

And  nourish  all  things,  let  your  ceaseless  change 

Vary  to  our  great  Maker  still  new  praise. 

Ye  mists  and  exhalations,  that  now  rise 

From  hill  or  steaming  lake,  dusky  or  gray. 

Till  the  sun  paint  your  fleecy  skirts  with  gold, 

In  honor  to  the  world's  g^reat  Author  rise; 

Whether  to  deck  with  clouds  the  uncolored  sky. 

Or  wet  the  thirsty  earth  with  falling  showers, 

Rising  or  falling,  still  advance  his  praise. 

His  praise,  ye  winds,  that  from  four  quarters  blow. 

Breathe  soft  or  loud;  and  wave  your  tops,  ye  pines. 

With  every  plant,  in  sign  of  worship  wave. 

Fountains,  and  ye  that  warble,  as  ye  flow. 

Melodious  murmurs,  warbling  tune  his  praise. 

Join  voices,  all  ye  living  souls.     Ye  birds, 

That,  singing,  up  to  heaven-gate  ascend, 

Bear  on  your  wings  and  in  your  notes  his  praise. 

Ye  that  in  w^aters  glide,  and  ye  that  walk 

The  earth,  and  stately  tread,  or  lowly  creep, — 

Witness  if  /  be  silent,  morn  or  even. 

To  hill  or  valley,  fountain,  or  fresh  shade. 

Made  vocal  by  my  song,  and  taught  his  praise. 

Hail,  universal  Lord!     Be  bounteous  still 

To  give  us  only  good;  and  if  the  night 

Have  gathered  aught  of  evil,  or  concealed. 

Disperse  it,  as  now  light  dispels  the  dark." 

So  prayed  they  innocent,  and  to  their  thoughts 
Firm  peace  recovered  soon,  and  wonted  calm. 
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INVOCATION   TO   THE  MUSE 
From  <  Paradise  Lost  > 

DESCEND  from  Heaven,  Urania,  by  that  name 
If  rightly  thou  art  called,  whose  voice  divine 
Following,"  above  the  Olympian  hill  I  soar, 
Above  the  flight  of  Pegasean  wing! 
The  meaning,  not  the  name,  I  call :  for  thou 
Nor  of  the  Muses  nine,  nor  on  the  top 
Of  old  Olympus  dwell'st;  but,  heavenly  born, 
Before  the  hills  appeared  or  fountain  flowed. 
Thou  with  Eternal  Wisdom  didst  converse. 
Wisdom  thy  sister,  and  with  her  didst  play 
In  presence  of  the  Almighty  Father,  pleased 
With  thy  celestial  song.     Up  led  by  thee. 
Into  the  heaven  of  heavens  I  have  presumed, 
An  earthly  guest,  and  drawn  empyreal  air. 
Thy  tempering.     With  like  safety  guided  down. 
Return  me  to  my  native  element; 
Lest,  from  this  flying  steed  unreined  (as  once 
Bellerophon,  though  from  a  lower  clime) 
Dismounted,  on  the  Aleian  field  I  fall, 
Erroneous  there  to  wander  and  forlorn. 
Half  yet  remains  unsung,  but  narrower  bound 
Within  the  visible  diurnal  sphere. 
Standing  on  earth,  not  rapt  above  the  pole, 
More  safe  I  sing  with  mortal  voice,  unchanged 
To  hoarse  or  mute,  though  fallen  on  evil  days, 
On  evil  days  though  fallen,  and  evil  tongues, 
In  darkness,  and  with  dangers  compassed  round. 
And  solitude;  yet  not  alone,  while  thou 
Visit'st  my  slumbers  nightly,  or  when  morn 
Purples  the  east.     Still  govern  thou  my  song, 
Ura,nia,  and  .fit  audience  find,  though  few. 
But  drive  far  off  the  barbarous  dissonance 
Of  Bacchus  and  his  revelers,  the  race 
Of  that  wild  rout  that  tore  the  Thracian  bard 
In  Rhodope,  where  woods  and  rocks  had  cars 
To  rapture,  till  the  savage  clamor  drowned 
Both  harp  and  voice;  nor  could  the  Muse  defend 
Her  son.     So  fail  not  thou  who  thee  implores; 
For  thou  art  heavenly,  she  an  empty  dream. 
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FOR  THE   LIBERTY  OF   PRINTING 
From  the  <Areopagitica> 

FOR,  as  in  a  body,  when  the  blood  is  fresh,  the  spirits  pure  and 
vigorous  not  only  to  vital  but  to  rationall  faculties,  and  those 
in  the  acutest  and  the  pertest  operations  of  wit  and  suttlety, 
it  argues  in  what  good  plight  and  constitution  the  body  is^  so 
when  the  cherfulnesse  of  the  people  is  so  sprightly  up,  as  that 
it  has  not  only  wherewith  to  guard  well  its  own  freedom  and 
safety,  but  to  spaic,  and  to  bestow  upon  the  solidest  and  sublim- 
est  points  of  controversie  and  new  invention,  it  betok'ns  us  not 
degenerated,  nor  drooping  to  a  fatall  decay,  but  casting  off  the 
old  and  wrincl'd  skin  of  corruption  to  outlive  these  pangs  and 
wax  young  again,  entring  the  glorious  waies  of  Truth  and  pros- 
perous vertue  destin'd  to  become  great  and  honourable  in  these 
latter  ages.  Methinks  I  see  in  my  mind  a  noble  and  puissant 
Nation  rousing  herself  like  a  strong  man  after  sleep,  and  shaking 
her  invincible  locks.  Methinks  I  see  her  as  an  Eagle  muing  her 
mighty  youth,  and  kindling  her  undazl'd  eyes  at  the  full  mid-day 
beam,  purging  and  unsealing  her  long  abused  sight  at  the  fount- 
ain itself  of  heav'nly  radiance,  while  the  whole  noise  of  timorous 
and  flocking  birds,  with  those  also  that  love  the  twilight,  flutter 
about,  amaz'd  at  what  she  means,  and  in  their  envious  gabble 
would  prognosticat  a  year  of  sects  and  schisms. 

What  should  ye  doe  then,  should  ye  suppresse  all  this  flowry 
crop  of  knowledge  and  new  light,  sprung  up  and  yet  springing 
daily  in  this  City,  should  ye  set  an  Oligarchy  of  twenty  ingross- 
ers  over  it,  to  bring  a  famin  upon  our  minds  again,  when  we 
shall  know  nothing  but  what  is  measur'd  to  us  by  their  bushel  ? 
Beleeve  it,  Lords  and  Commons,  they  who  counsell  ye  to  such  a 
suppressing  doe  as  good  as  bid  ye  suppresse  yourselves;  and 
I  will  soon  shew  how.  If  it  be  desir'd  to  know  the  immediat 
cause  of  all  this  free  writing  and  free  speaking,  there  cannot  be 
assign'd  a  truer  then  your  own  mild  and  free  and  human  govern- 
ment; it  is  the  liberty,  Lords  and  Commons,  which  }-our  own  val- 
orous and  happy  counsels  have  purchast  us,  liberty  which  is  the 
nurse  of  all  great  wits:  this  is  that  which  hath  rarify'd  and  cnlight- 
n'd  our  spirits  like  the  influence  of  heav'n;  this  is  that  which 
hath  enfranchis'd,  enlarg'd  and  lifted  up  our  apprehensions  degrees 
above  themselves.     Ye  cannot  make  us  now    lesse    capable,  Icsse 
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knowing,  lesse  eagarly  pursuing  of  the  truth,  unlesse  ye  first 
make  your  selves,  that  made  us  so,  lesse  the  lovers,  lesse  the 
founders  of  our  true  liberty.  We  can  grow  ignorant  again,  brut- 
ish, formall  and  slavish,  as  ye  found  us;  but  you  then  must  first 
become  that  which  ye  cannot  be,  oppressive,  arbitrary,  and  tyr- 
annous, as  they  were  from  whom  ye  have  free'd  us.  That  our 
hearts  are  now  more  capacious,  our  thoughts  more  erected  to  the 
search  and  expectation  of  greatest  and  exactest  things,  is  the 
issue  of  your  owne  vertu  propagated  in  us;  ye  cannot  suppresse 
that  unlesse  ye  reinforce  an  abrogated  and  mercilesse  law,  that 
fathers  may  dispatch  at  will  their  own  children.  And  who  shall 
then  sticke  closest  to  ye,  and  excite  others  ?  Not  he  who  takes 
up  armes  for  cote  and  conduct  and  his  four  nobles  of  Danegelt. 
Although  I  dispraise  not  the  defence  of  just  immunities,  yet  love 
my  peace  better,  if  that  were  all.  Give  me  the  liberty  to  know, 
to  utter,  and  to  argue  freely  according  to  conscience,  above  all 
liberties. 

ON    ERRORS   IN. TEACHING 
From  the  <  Treatise  on  Education  > 

THE  end  then  of  learning  is  to  repair  the  ruins  of  our  first 
parents  by  regaining  to  know  God  aright,  and  out  of  that 
knowledge  to  love  him,  to  imitate  him,  to  be  like  him,  as 
we  may  the  nearest  by  possessing  our  souls  of  true  virtue,  which 
being  united  to  the  heavenly  grace  of  faith,  makes  up  the  highest 
perfection.  But  because  our  understanding  cannot  in  this  body 
found  itself  but  on  sensible  things,  nor  arrive  soe  clearly  to  the 
knowledge  of  God  and  things  invisible,  as  by  orderly  conning 
over  the  visible  and  inferior  creature,  the  same  method  is  neces- 
sarily to  be  followed  in  all  discreet  teaching.  And  seeing  every 
nation  affords  not  experience  and  tradition  enough  for  all  kinds 
of  learning,  therefore  we  are  chiefly  taught  the  languages  of 
those  people  who  have  at  any  time  been  most  industrious  after 
wisdom;  soe  that  language  is  but  the  instrument  conveying  to  us 
things  useful  to  be  known.  And  though  a  linguist  should  pride 
himself  to  have  all  the  tongues  that  Babel  cleft  the  world  into, 
yet  if  he  have  not  studied  the  solid  things  in  them,  as  well 
as  the  words  and  lexicons,  he  were  nothing  soe  much  to  be  es- 
teemed a  learned  man,  as  any  yeoman  or  tradesman  competently 
wise  in  his  mother  dialect  only. 
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Hence  appear  the  many  mistakes  which  have  made  learning 
generally  soe  unpleasing  and  soe  unsuccessful:  first,  we  doe  amiss 
to  spend  seven  or  eight  years  merely  in  scraping  together  soe 
much  miserable  Latin  and  Greek,  as  might  be  learned  otherwise 
easily  and  delightfully  in  one  year.  And  that  which  casts  our 
proficiency  therein  so  much  behind,  is  our  time  lost  partly  in  too 
oft  idle  vacancies  given  both  toe  schools  and  universities;  partly 
in  a  preposterous  exaction,  forcing  the  empty  wits  of  children  to 
compose  themes,  verses,  and  orations,  which  are  the  acts  of  ripest 
judgment,  and  the  final  work  of  a  head  filled  by  long  reading 
and  observing,  with  elegant  maxims  and  copious  invention.  These 
are  not  matters  toe  be  wrung  from  poor  striplings,  like  blood 
out  of  the  nose,  or  the  plucking  of  untimely  fruit:  Besides  the 
ill  habit  which  they  get  of  wretched  barbarizing  against  the  Latin 
and  Greek  idiom,  with  their  untutored  Anglicisms,  odious  toe 
be  read,  yet  not  to  be  avoided  without  a  well-continued  and  judi- 
cious conversing  among  pure  authors  digested,  which  they  scarce 
taste.  Whereas,  if  after  some  preparatory  grounds  of  speech  by 
their  certain  .  forms  got  into  memory,  they  were  led  toe  the 
praxis  thereof  in  some  chosen  short  book  lessoned  thoroughly  toe 
them,  they  might  then  forthwith  proceed  to  learn  the  substance 
of  good  things,  and  arts  in  due  order,  which  would  bring  the 
whole  language  quickly  into  their  power.  This  •  I  take  toe  be 
the  most  rationall  and  most  profitable  way  of  learning  languages, 
and  whereby  we  may  best  hope  toe  give  account  toe  God  of 
our  youth  spent  herein. 

And  for  the  usual  method  of  teaching  arts,  I  deem  it  toe 
be  an  old  error  of  universities,  not  yet  well  recovered  from  the 
scholastic  grossness  of  barbarous  ages,  that  instead  of  beginning 
with  arts  most  easy  (and  those  be  such  as  are  most  obvious  to 
the  sense),  they  present  their  young  unmatriculated  novices,  at 
first  coming,  with  the  most  intellective  abstractions  of  logic  and 
metaphysics;  soe  that  they,  having  but  newly  left  those  gram- 
matic  flats  and  shallows  where  they  stuck  unreasonably,  toe  learn 
a  few  words  with  lamentable  construction,  and  now  on  the  sud- 
den transported  under  another  climate,  toe  be  tosst  and  tunnoil'd 
with  their  unballast'd  wits  in  fathomless  and  unquiet  deeps  of 
controversy,  doe  for  the  most  part  grow  into  hatred  and  contempt 
of  learning,  mocked  and  delud'd  all  this  while  with  ragged  no- 
tions and  battlements,  while  they  expected  worthy  and  delightful 
knowledge:  till  poverty  or  youthful  years  call  them  importunately 
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their  several  waies,  and  hasten  them,  with  the  sway  of  friends, 
either  toe  an  ambitious  and  mercenary,  or  ignorantly  zealous 
divinity;  some  allur'd  toe  the  trade  of  law,  grounding  their  pur- 
poses not  on  the  prudent  and  heavenly  contemplation  of  justice 
and  equity,  which  was  never  taught  them,  but  on  the  promising 
and  pleasing  thoughts  of  litigious  terms,  fat  contentions,  and  flow* 
ing  fees;  others  betake  them  to  State  affairs,  with  souls  so  un- 
principled in  virtue  and  true  generous  breeding  that  flattery  and 
court-shifts  and  tyrannous  aphorisms  appear  toe  them  the  highest 
points  of  wisdom,  instilling  their  barren  hearts  with  a  conscien- 
tious slavery  —  if,  as  I  rather  think,  it  be  not  feigned.  Others, 
lastly,  of  a  more  delicious  and  airy  spirit,  retire  themselves 
(knowing  no  better)  to  the  enjoyments  of  ease  and  luxury,  living 
out  their  days  in  feast  and  jollity;  which  indeed  is  the  wisest  and 
safest  course  of  all  these,  unless  they  were  with  more  integrity 
undertaken.  And  these  are  the  errors,  and  these  are  the  fruits 
of  misspending  our  prime  youth  at  the  schools  and  universities  as 
we  doe,  either  in  learning  mere  words,  or  such  things  chiefly  as 
were  better  unlearn'd. 

I  shall  detain  you  now  no  longer  in  the  demonstration  of 
what  we  should  not  doe,  but  straight  conduct  you  to  a  hillside, 
where  I  will  point  you  out  the  right  path  of  a  virtuous  and  noble 
education;  laborious  indeed  at  the  first  ascent,  but  else  so  smooth, 
so  green,  so  full  of  goodly  prospect,  and  melodious  sounds  on 
every  side,  that  the  harp  of  Orpheus  was  not  more  charming.  I 
doubt  not  but  ye  shall  have  more  ado  to  drive  our  dullest  and 
laziest  youth,  our  stocks  and  stubs,  from  the  infinite  desire  of 
such  a  happy  nurture,  than  we  have  now  to  hale  and  drag  our 
choicest  and  hopefullest  wits  to  that  asinine  feast  of  sow-thistles 
and  brambles,  which  is  commonly  sett  before  them  as  all  the 
food  and  entertainment  of  their  tcnderest  and  most  docible  age. 
I  call  therefore  a  complete  and  generous  education,  that  which 
fits  a  man  to  perform  justly,  skilfully,  and  magnanimously  all  the 
offices,  both  private  and  public,  of  peace  and  war.  And  how  all 
this  may  be  done  between  twelve  and  one-and-twenty,  less  time 
than  is  now  bestowed  in  pure  trifling  at  grammar  and  sophistry, 
is  to  be  thus  ordered. 
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'  •  boB  ,Ei^9j)aiiD  gnibcai  iBluoiJ'q  oJlio  bliBJai  bnB  bloa  adiBda  bainiiqmi  iqrioaunBl/ 

ip^fcna  edi  Is^sed  aid  lo  noJiiM  .lU  bi£a  arfJ  oJnv  abnuoq  auft  lodJo  '{Bq  oalB  iJBrfa 

'pdflB  aiom'abnt/oq  avf)  bnA     .biBaaiols  zb  baJnuoDDE  ad  oJ  noiaeaiqml  bnooaa  arfJ 

"  bifis  adJ  tBdJ  boA  .bsJouoooB  lanaBm  aslil  ni  ad  oJ  noiaaaiqrnl  biidi  ariJ  lo  baa 

.adJ  lo  wrniflpv  ^o  ajIooH  baibnud  anaalld  baaoza  Jon  IJBria  anoiaaaiqml  JaiH  ssidJ 

."  tsumr.S  !  isa  adi  ad.  JEdT  ladJiul  bnA  .aoaiqB  JqiiDaunsM  lo  xqoD  alod-w  biBa 

'iTtiajiiiK  £  aiolad  dJeO  aitfifn  cJ  vbBai  adlfida^^aaB  bn£  ^b£'-|;xs  aid  boB  enomx? 

tijinJ  art t"§nim9Dnoo  to  lo  aliaiad  bnB  agbalv/oh-/I  liariJ  ^o  aid  ^nimaonoa  xtaanfirfD 

6dtyd9i9dw  biBaaiols  a£  liBJaH  ^d  ajlooH  biBa   sdJ.  gnillaa  bnB  gniaoqeib  arif  'o 

opqv  sm'iJ  OJ  ainiJ  moil  vaaom    b'lBZ  aid   o»  bafJiJni    ad   oJ  ai    noJiiM  -'W    bijw 

bis?  ad>  yeq  llsda  loaiad)  JluBlab  ni  ^o  allBriad  isdt  ni  Jaatipai  aldBnoefiaT  yisva 

t£aaiol£  eB  noiaaaiqrnl  doBa  noqv  bfBq  ad  o)  baai^B  abnuoq  aui! 

uj  3Ui,.i  '_;;■;  uisi.  adJ  loaiadw  aaanJJiw  nl    .loaiadJ  uaif  ni  bns  lol  bn£  aub  srryw 
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w*_the  said  John  Milton  his  ex^-  and  ass!,  well  and  truly  to  pay  vnto  the  said  John 
Milton  his  ex^-  and  adS;,the  sum  of  fiue  pounds  of  lawful!  english  money  at  the 
end  of  the  first  Impression  which  the  said  Sam 'J^ Symons  his  ex^-  or  asL  shall 
make  and  publish  of  the  said  Copy  or  Manuscript,  which  Impression  shalbe  ac- 
counted to  be  ended  wlien  thirteene  hundred  Books  of  the  said  whole  Copy  or 
Manuscript  imprinted  shalbe  sold  and  retaild  off  to  p'ticular  reading  Customers,  and 
shall  also  pay  other  fiue  p>ounds  vnto  the  said  Mr.  Milton  or  his  assL.at  the  end  of 
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Sealed  and  delivered  in  the 
p'sence  of  vs 

John   Fisher  John  Miltoa. 

Beniamin  Greene  servt_to  Mr. 
Miltoa. 
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MIRABEAU 

(1749-1791) 

BY   FRANCIS  N.   THORPE 

!hat  unparalleled  social  upheaval  and  reorganization  called  the 
French  Revolution  was  as  productive  of  literature  as  of  vio- 
lence and  change.  To  us  it  seems  only  literature,  and  its 
actors  only  characters  in  comedy  or  tragedy.  They  believed  that 
they  were  thinking  and  doing  for  mankind,  and  their  eloquence  of 
speech  and  action  moved  the  world.  Revolutionists  who  take  charge 
of  such  an  upheaval  inspire  literature. 
Rarely  do  they  themselves  produce  it. 
There  are  exceptions.  Such  was  Gabriel- 
Honore  de  Riquetti,  Count  of  Mirabeau, 
born  on  the  9th  of  March,  1749,  at  Bignon. 
The  record  of  his  life  is  stranger  and  more 
fascinating  than  fiction.  Its  episodes  have 
been  the  quarry  of  novelists  and  play- 
wrights; its  various  fortunes,  its  immoral 
depths,  its  political  heights,  have  furnished 
figures  of  speech  for  modern  literature. 
Judged  by  the  standards  of  any  other  time 
than  his  own,  Mirabeau  is  a  monster. 
Judged  by  the  standard  of  the  half-century 
he  filled,  he  was  the   savior  of  the   French, 

the  father  of  a  people.  From  his  birth  to  his  death  his  career  was 
an  open  letter.  He  had  no  privacy.  All  is  preserved,  —  sorrow,  am- 
bition, sin,  power,  eloquence,  action,  letters,  pamphlets,  octavos,  and 
the  climax, — revolution.  The  world  would  scarcely  produce  such  a 
being  now.  His  was  the  course  of  nature.  It  was  possible  in  1749, 
in  France. 

Never  was  there  child  more  ugly  in  face  and  feature ;  nor  more 
passionate  and  uncontrollable.  Nature  seemed  to  have  played  a 
prank  on  the  world  in  producing  him.  He  defied  law,  morals,  author- 
ity; and  because  of  defiance,  was  sent  by  his  father  to  the  dun- 
geons of  Castles  If,  and  Joux,  and  Vincennes,  in  hopes  of  his  death 
by  sickness,  or  starvation,  or  despair,  or  suicide.  Yet  from  each  he 
managed   to   get   release,   and   ever   through   grosser  immoralities,  as 
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would  now  be  said;  through  intrigue,  and  friendships,  and  the  collus- 
ion of  officials,  as  was  said  then.  <* Escape;  flight  into  Switzerland, 
to  Holland,  to  England,  and  desperate  poverty  ever  at  his  elbow. 
He  must  write  or  starve.  Whence  there  issued  pamphlets,  as  on  the 
Order  of  Cincinnatus;  on  the  Bank  of  vSpain,  called  of  St.  Charles; 
on  the  Bank  of  Discount;  on  the  Water  Company  of  Paris,  and  many 
more."  The  pamphlets  on  French  finance  attacked  the  rotten  system 
of  the  ministry  and  compelled  a  reform  —  and  the  author's  further 
flight  from  arrest. 

At  thirty-one  he  was  done  with  prison  life;  at  thirty-seven  he 
went  to  Berlin  with  hope  of  making  a  living  there  by  his  writings. 
He  invaded  the  acquaintance  of  the  Great  Frederick,  who  broke  his 
rule  against  foreigners  and  met  him,  and  recognized  the  man  of 
power  at  once.  But  the  dying  King  had  other  questions  on  hand 
than  those  Mirabeau  might  raise.  To  his  successor,  Frederick  William 
II.,  Mirabeau  sent  a  pamphlet  of  some  eighty-four  octavo  pages,  being 
advice  how  to  govern. 

Meanwhile  French  finances  were  becoming  more  hopeless.  Mira- 
beau attacked  the  system  which  had  been  followed  by  Necker  and  by 
his  successor  Calonne,  in  a  fierce  pamphlet  called  <A  Denunciation 
of  Stock-Jobbing  to  the  King  and  the  Assembly  of  Notables.*  A 
decree  in  council  suppressed  the  pamphlet,  and  Mirabeau  fled  from 
Paris,  He  knew  that  he  had  caused  the  banishment  of  two  of  the 
most  disreputable  speculators  in  the  credit  of  the  government. 

During  his  imprisonment  at  If  and  Joux  he  had  restlessly  written 
an  essay  on  ^Despotism,*  and  a  pamphlet  on  ^  Lettres-de-Cachet,* 
whose  publication  had  been  quickly  suppressed.  But  the  time  was 
ready  for  them,  and  they  were  widely  circulated  and  read.  Mirabeau 
was  thinking  aloud,  as  the  French  people  were  thinking  in  silence 
and  fiercely. 

It  was  now  1787,  and  the  meeting  of  the  States-General  probable. 
De  Brienne,  the  prime  minister,  was  resolved  not  to  summon  them. 
He  was  an  embodiment  of  the  ancioi  regime  which  was  fast  coming 
to  a  close.  Mirabeau  returned  to  Paris,  restless,  discerning  keenly 
and  accurately  the  condition  of  affairs;  ambitious  to  direct  them. 
From  this  time  his  letters  are  the  record  of  revolutionary  directions. 
His  insight  made  his  opinions  prophetic.  But  thoiigh  the  fruit  was 
ripe,  it  still  hung  on  the  tree  of  monarchy.  A  zephyr  would  bring 
it  to  the  ground.  Mirabeau  at  this  time  published  his  mo-st  import- 
ant work,  on  the  Prussian  monarchy  under  Frederick  the  Great,  with 
an  inquiry  into  the  condition  of  the  principal  countries  of  Germany. 
It  was  in  eight  octavo  volumes,  and  reads  like  an  extemporaneous 
speech  —  but,  a  speech  by  Mirabeau.  The  world  has  accepted  his  por- 
trait of  Frederick. 
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The  States-General,  so  ran  the  ministerial  decree,  shall  meet  on 
the  I  St  of  May,  1789.  This  was  opportunity.  Mirabeau  sought  a 
constituency  and  an  election.  He  found  them  in  Aix.  « War  with 
the  privileged  and  with  privileges. '>  —  «I  myself  shall  be  personally 
very  monarchic."  This  was  his  platform.  His  campaign  was  a  suc- 
cession of  speeches  and  pamphlets.  The  people  of  Aix  made  him 
their  idol  because  he  was  their  hope.  His  election  decided  the  fate 
of  France.  It  was  now  1789,  the  year  of  the  Notables.  The  4th  of 
May,  and  all  Paris  was  out  to  behold  this  procession  from  Notre 
Dame.  All  eyes  were  looking  for  Mirabeau.  His  ideas  were  well 
known;  his  career  had  been  most  scandalous  in  an  age  of  scandals. 
The  strong  man,  with  the  immense  head  and  the  lion's  mane, — that 
was  he.  But  there  were  others  in  the  line.  France  did  not  yet  know 
Mirabeau.  The  King's  address  is  over;  the  discussions  begin.  Every, 
body  is  full  of  speech.  What  name  shall  the  Assembly  take  ?  Mira- 
beau proposed  "The  Representatives  of  the  People  of  France,"  and 
delivered  the  first  oration  that  ever  was  heard  by  that  people.  He 
spoke  a  second  time,  but  in  vain.  The  Members  assumed  the  title  of 
« National  Assembly."  This  was  the  beginning  of  the  Reign  of  Ter- 
ror. The  National  Assembly  was  composed  of  a  few  men  of  landed 
estate;  a  few  eminent  lawyers;  but  chiefly  of  adventurers  without 
fortune.  <U  should  not  be  surprised,"  remarked  Mirabeau,  "if  civil 
war  were  the  result  of  their  beautiful  decree." 

Meanwhile  the  King  had  been  tampered  with.  On  the  23d  he 
came  into  the  Assembly  in  royal  pomp.  "I  command  you,  gentle- 
men, to  disperse  immediately,  and  to  repair  to-morrow  morning  to 
your  respective  chambers,  there  to  resume  your  sitting"  —  and  the 
King  withdrew.  Some  of  the  clergy  had  joined  the  Assembly. 
There  was  strong  inclination  to  obey  the  royal  command.  Mirabeau 
was  quickly  on  his  feet.  "  I  call  upon  you,  gentlemen,  to  assert  your 
dignity  and  legislative  power,  and  to  remember  your  oath  [at  the 
Tennis  Court]  which  will  not  permit  you  to  disperse  till  you  have 
established  the  constitution."  While  he  was  sitting  down,  amidst 
applause,  the  Marquis  de  Breze,  grand  master  of  ceremonies,  entered, 
and  turning  to  the  President,  Bailli,  said,  "You  have  heard  the  King's 
orders. " 

"Yes,  sir,"  flashed  out  Mirabeau:  "we  have  heard  the  intentions 
that  have  been  suggested  to  the  King;  and  you,  sir,  who  cannot  be 
his  organ  with  the  National  Assembly, —  you,  who  have  here  neither 
place,  nor  voice,  nor  right  of  speech, — you  are  not  the  person  to 
remind  us  thereof.  Go,  and  tell  those  who  sent  you  that  we  are 
here  by  the  will  of  the  people,  and  that  we  will  only  be  driven 
hence  by  the  power  of  the  bayonet." 

That  reply  overthrew  absolute  monarchy  in  France,  and  began  the 
era   of   constitutional   liberty.     From   the   moment   of   that   utterance, 
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Mirabeau  became  a  political  party  in  France;  and  lie  stood  alone. 
Then  followed  in  quick  succession  his  orations,  unparalleled  in  French 
annals,  rarely  equaled  and  still  more  seldom  surpassed  in  those  of  any 
other  country. 

Oratory  is  a  form  of  genius;  but  it  makes  great  demands  of  those 
who  follow  it  when  the  man  and  the  occasion  are  past.  Great  indeed 
is  he  whose  reputation,  based  on  eloquence,  survives  the  ravages  of 
time.  To  Demosthenic  eloquence,  Mirabeau  gave  the  full  force  of  a 
masterful  genius  for  practical  politics.  Because  he  was  a  practical 
statesman  he  stood  alone,  and  was  an  enigma  to  his  colleagues  and 
to  the  people  whom  he  loved  and  served.  His  reputation  does  not 
rest  merely  on  a  series  of  dazzling  utterances,  but  on  the  sound  ideas 
he  scattered  so  lavishly  before  the  Assembly.  He  foresaw  the  death 
of  the  King  and  Queen;  the  overthrow  of  monarch}-  and  the  Reign  of 
Terror.  He  knew  the  centuries  of  wrongs  that  must  be  righted  to 
save  France  from  utter  disintegration.  Yet  no  word  of  vengeance 
or  anarchy  dropped  from  him.  He  would  save  the  monarchy,  and 
make  it  the  centre  of  a  constitutional  system.  Therefore  his  orations 
dealt  wholly  with  practical  matters:  civil  organization;  the  veto  power; 
finance ;  trade ;  slavery ;  the  landed  estates ;  taxation ;  the  balance 
of  powers  under  a  constitution.  He  was  neither  of  the  Right  nor  of 
the  Left,  but  of  the  whole  estate  of  the  people.  His  speech  on  the 
inviolability  of  letters  ranks  with  Milton's  defense  of  unlicensed 
printing.  From  his  first  conception  of  a  constitutional  monarchy,  as 
announced  by  him  in  his  appeal  to  the  electors  of  Aix,  he  never 
departed.  Like  Montesquieu,  he  had  learned  from  the  British  consti- 
tution, but  his  efforts  to  secure  a  like  balance  of  functions  for  France 
were  unsuccessful.  The  Radicals  demanded  a  general  proscription; 
Paris  was  with  the  Radicals,  and  Paris  was  France. 

In  the  midst  of  his  career,  while  yet  in  his  second  youth,  he 
was  suddenly  cut  off,  the  victim  of  his  uncontrollable  passions.  The 
revolution  was  completing  its  twenty-third  month.  Mirabeau  was 
dead.  Unparalleled  honors  were  paid  to  his  memory.  The  Assem- 
bly voted  him  a  public  funeral.  St.  Genevieve  should  be  devoted  to 
the  reception  of  his  ashes,  and  the  birthday  of  French  liberty  should 
be  his  monument.  Paris  was  in  mourning.  All  parties  followed  the 
illustrious  dead  to  the  Pantheon.  Swiftly  the  shadow  of  grief  passed 
over  France,  and  departments  and  cities  held  funeral  services  in  his 
memory.  The  poets  and  pamphleteers  issued  their  formal  lamenta- 
tions; the  theatres  brought  out  Mirabeau  in  life  and  Mirabeau  in 
death. 

He  had  struggled  to  save  the  monarchy,  and  to  construct  a  na- 
tional government  based  on  constitutional  liberty. 

After  the  King's  death  the  royal  papers  were  found  in  the  iron 
chest;    and  among  them  several  that  disclosed  Mirabeau's  plans.     He 
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had  been  dead  two  years.  His  honors  were  re-examined,  his  memory 
put  under  arrest,  his  bust  destroyed;  and  from  the  Assembly  there 
went  forth  a  decree  that  the  body  of  Honore  Gabriel  Riquetti  Mira- 
beau  should  be  withdrawn  from  the  French  Pantheon,  and  that  the 
body  of  Marat  should  be  put  in  its  place.  Soon  after,  rude  hands 
flung  his  remains  into  the  burying-place  for  criminals,  in  the  Fau- 
bourg of  St,  Marcel.     To  this  day  no  sign  marks  his  grave. 


^-y-^^-ycit^^^     ^7,     ^-^iV^5^->r2>. 


ON   THE   REMOVAL   OF    THE   TROOPS   AROUND   PARIS 
From  a  Speech  in  the  National  Assembly,  July  1789 

GENTLEMEN,  the    time    presses.      I    reproach    myself    for   every 
moment  that   I   steal  from    your  sage   deliberations;   and   I 
hope   that  these   considerations,   rather  indicated  than   pre- 
sented by  me, — but  whose   evidence   appears  to  me  irresistible, — • 
will  be  sufficient  to  pass  the  motion  which  I  have  the  honor  now 
to  propose  to  you:  — 

That  there  be  presented  to  the  King  a  humble  address,  de- 
scribing to  his  Majesty  the  vivid  alarm  which  has  been  felt  in 
this  National  Assembly  of  his  kingdom  by  reason  of  the  abuse 
which  has  been  made  of  the  King's  name,  within  a  short  time,  in 
order  to  permit  the  approach  to  the  capital,  and  to  this  city  of 
Versailles,  of  an  artillery  train,  and  of  enormous  bodies  of  troops, 
foreign  and  national ;  a  large  number  of  which  troops  are  already 
quartered  in  neighboring  villages:  and  also,  through  this  abuse 
of  the  King's  name,  the  announced  formation  of  fixed  camps  in 
the  neighborhood  of  these  two  cities. 

TJiat  there  be  represented  to  the  King,  not  only  how  much 
these  measures  are  opposed  to  the  gracious  intentions  of  his 
Majesty  toward  relieving  his  people,  in  the  present  unhappy  con- 
ditions of  the  deamess  and  scantiness  of  grain,  but  also  how 
much  these  measures  are  contrary  to  the  liberty  and  to  the  honor 
of  the  National  Assembly;  how  adapted  they  are  to  alter  that 
mutual  confidence  between  the  King  and  his  people  which  makes 
the  glory  and  the  security  of  a  monarch,  and  which  alone  can 
insure  the  repose  and  the  tranquillity  of  his  kingdom ;  and  in  fine, 
procure  for  the  nation  the  inestimable  results  which  the  country 
awaits  from  the  labors  and  the  zeal  of  this  Assembly. 
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That  his  Majesty  most  respectfully  be  urged  to  reassure  his 
faithful  subjects,  by  giving  all  necessary  orders  for  the  immediate 
cessation  of  these  measures,  which  are  equally  useless,  dangerous, 
and  alarming;  and  also  for  the  prompt  return  of  the  troops  in 
question,  and  of  the  artillery  train,  to  the  places  from  which 
they  have  been  brought. 

And  while  waiting  for  this  measure  to  be  decided,  and  in 
consequence  of  the  disquietude  and  alarm  which  such  a  state 
of  affairs  has  brought  to  pass  in  the  heart  of  the  people,  and 
in  order  provisionally  to  maintain  calm  and  tranquillity,  let  his 
Majesty  be  begged  to  issue  a  command  that  in  the  two  cities 
of  Paris  and  Versailles  there  shall  be  a  levy  of  the  civil  guard, 
which,  acting  under  the  orders  of  the  King,  will  entirely  suffice 
for  such  duty  without  augmenting  around  the  two  cities  in  ques- 
tion a  population  that  must  be  supplied  with  food. 

The  Address 

Sire, —  You  have  invited  the  National  Assembly  to  bestow  on 
you  a  mark  of  its  confidence;  in  such  a  request  you  have  gone 
further  than  the  most  eager  of  its  fervent  hopes. 

We  have  been  imparting  to  your  Majesty  our  most  vivid 
alarms:  if  we  only  were  the  object  of  them,  if  we  had  been  so 
weak  as  to  be  fearful  only  for  ourselves,  then  your  goodness 
would  condescend  to  reassure  us;  and  moreover,  in  blaming  us 
for  having  been  doubtful  of  your  intentions  toward  us,  you  would 
concentrate  all  our  inquietudes,  you  would  dissipate  the  cause 
of  them,  and  you  would  leave  no  uncertainty  as  to  the  position 
before  you  of  the  National  Assembly. 

But,  Sire,  we  do  not  implore  your  protection,  for  that  would 
be  to  accuse  your  justice:  we  have  indeed  felt  fears,  and  we 
dare  to  say  that  our  fears  are  a  part  of  the  purest  patriotism, — 
the  interest  of  those  who  trust  in  us,  of  public  tranqiiillity,  and 
of  the  happiness  of  that  dear  monarch,  who,  in  making  smooth 
for  our  feet  the  road  of  happiness,  certainly  deserves  to  walk  in 
it  himself  without  obstacles. 

The  promptings  of  your  own  heart,  Sire  —  behold  in  them 
the  true  safety  of  the  French  people.  As  soon  as  troops  pour  in 
from  all  sides,  as  sogn  as  camps  are  formed  around  us,  the  very 
capital  invested,  we  ask  ourselves  with  astonishment,  *^  Does  the 
King  distrust  the  fidelity  of  his  own  people  ?     If  he  had  doubted 
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that,  would  he  not  nave  confided  to  us  his  paternal  chagrin  ? 
What  are  we  "to  understand  by  this  menacing  procedure  ?  Where 
are  those  enemies  of  the  State  and  of  the  King  to  be  overcome  ? 
Where  are  the  rebels,  the  conspirators,  that  it  is  necessary  to 
reduce  to  subjection  ?  ^*  One  unanimous  voice  replies  to  this  in 
the  capital  and  throughout  the  kingdom :  "  Our  King  is  true  to 
us;  we  bless  Heaven  for  the  gift  which  Heaven  has  bestowed 
upon  us  in  his  love.* 

Sire,  the  religious  convictions  of  your  Majesty  cannot  waver 
except  under  the  pretext  of  public  benefit. 

If  those  who  have  given  these  counsels  to  our  King  had  had 
enough  confidence  in  their  own  principles  to  unfold  them  to  us, 
such  a  moment  would  bring  in  the  fairest  triumph  of  truth. 

The  State  has  nothing  to  dread  from  the  evil  ideas  of  those 
who  dare  to  lay  siege  even  to  the  throne,  who  do  not  respect  the 
confidence  of  the  purest  and  most  virtuous  of  princes.  And  how 
do  they  contrive.  Sire,  to  make  you  disbelieve  in  the  attachment 
and  the  love  of  your  subjects  ?  Have  you  shed  their  blood  ? 
Are  you  cruel,  implacable  ?  Have  you  abused  justice  ?  Do  the 
people  impute  to  you  their  own  misfortunes  ?  Do  they  connect 
your  name  with  their  calamities  ?  Can  they  have  said  to  you  that 
the  nation  is  impatient  under  your  yoke,  that  it  is  wear^'  of  the 
sceptre  of  the  Bourbons  ?  No,  no,  they  have  not  done  this.  The 
calumny  they  employ  is  at  least  not  absurd;  they  seek  something 
like  probability  to  give  color  to  their  dark  treacheries. 

Your  Majesty  has  seen  recently  all  your  own  government  can 
do  for  your  people:  subordination  is  re-established  in  j^our  per- 
turbed capital;  the  prisoners  set  at  liberty  by  the  multitude  have 
themselves  reassumed  their  chains;  public  order,  which  would 
perhaps  have  cost  torrents  of  blood  to  re-establish  had  it  been 
done  by  force,  has  been  re-established  by  one  single  word  from 
your  mouth.  But  that  word  was  a  word  of  peace;  it  was  the 
expression  of  your  heart,  and  your  subjects  feel  it  their  glory 
never  to  resist  that.  How  grand  to  exercise  such  authority!  It 
is  that  of  Louis  IX.,  of  Louis  XII.,  of  Henri  IV.;  it  is  the  only 
authority  which  can  be  worthy  of  you. 

We  should  deceive  you.  Sire,  if  we  did  not  add,  forced  by  cir- 
cumstances, that  this  kind  of  rule  is  the  only  one  which  to-day  it 
would  be  possible  to  exercise  in  France.  France  will  not  tolerate 
the  abuse  of  the  best  of  kings,  or  that  there  should  be  set  aside, 
through  untoward  measures,  that  noble  plan  which  he  himself 
has  outlined.     You  have  called  us  hither  to  adjust  in  concert  with 
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you,  the  Constitution;  to  take  measures  for  the  regeneration  of 
the  kingdom:  this  National  Assembly  has  just  decl'ared  solemnly 
to  you  that  your  wishes  shall  be  accomplished,  that  your  prom- 
ises are  not  vain,  and  that  difficulties  and  terrors  shall  not  retard 
the  work  of  the  Assembly,  nor  intimidate  in  any  way  its  courage. 

But  our  enemies  will  presume  to  say,  "What  now  is  the  harm 
in  the  coming  together  of  the  troops  ?  ^^ 

The  danger,  Sire,  is  pressing,  is  general,  beyond  all  the  calcu- 
lations of  human  prudence. 

The  danger  affects  the  people  of  your  provinces.  Once  alarmed 
as  to  our  liberty,  this  alarm  cannot  be  checked.  Distance  only 
makes  more  of  the  matter,  exaggerates  everything,  doubles,  sharp- 
ens, and  poisons  their  disquietude. 

The  danger  threatens  the  capital.  With  what  sort  of  an  eye 
can  a  people  in  poverty,  and  tormented  by  most  cruel  anxieties, 
see  the  poor  relics  of  its  own  daily  bread  quarreled  over  by  a 
host  of  menacing  soldiery  ?  The  mere  presence  of  the  military 
will  kindle  excitement,  and  produce  a  general  fermentation;  and 
the  first  act  of  real  violence,  originating  under  the  pretext  of  a 
matter  for  the  police,  may  be  the  beginning  of  a  horrible  series 
of  calamities. 

The  danger  threatens  the  troops  themselves.  French  soldiers 
brought  near  to  the  very  centre  of  discussion,  sharing  in  the 
passions  as  well  as  in  the  interests  of  the  people,  can  easily  for- 
get that  enlistment  has  made  them  soldiers,  in  remembering  that 
nature'  has  made  them  men. 

The  danger.  Sire,  menaces  our  own  labors,  which  are  our  first 
duty,  and  which  will  not  have  full  success,  genuine  permanence, 
except  so  far  as  the  people  regard  them  as  the  work  absolutely 
of  our  own  free  will.  Besides  this,  there  is  a  contagion  in  pas- 
sionate popular  movements.  We  are  only  men.  Our  defiance  of 
ourselves,  the  fear  of  appearing  weak,  can  make  us  overshoot  our 
mark;  we  are  besieged  by  violent  and  unregulated  counsels;  calm 
reason  and  tranquil  wisdom  do  not  utter  their  oracles  in  the  midst 
of  tumult,  disorders,  and  scenes  of  faction. 

The  danger,  Sire,  is  even  more  terrible;  judge  of  its  extent 
by  the  alarms  which  bring  us  to  you.  Great  revolutions  have 
had  causes  much  less  intelligible;  more  than  one  enterprise  fatal 
to  nations  and  to  kings  has  announced  itself  in  a  way  less  sin- 
ister and  less  formidable.  Do  not  give  credence  to  those  who 
speak  lightly  to  you  of  the  nation  at  large;  those  who  do  not 
know   how   to   represent  it  before  you  except  accordingf  to  theif 
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own  views, —  sometimes  as  insolent,  rebellious,  seditious, —  some- 
times as  submissive,  docile  under  the  yoke,  and  ready  to  bend  its 
head  to  receive  it.     These  two  pictures  are  equally  untruthful. 

Always  ready  to  obey  you.  Sire,  since  you  command  us  in  the 
name  of  the  law,  our  fidelity  is  without  limits,  as  it  is  without 
stain. 

Ready  to  resist  to  a  man  the  arbitrary  commands  of  those 
who  are  abusing  your  name,- — since  they  are  enemies  of  the  law, 
■ — our  devotion  to  your  Majesty  itself  commands  such  resistance; 
and  it  shall  be  to  our  eternal  honor  to  have  merited  the  re- 
proaches that  our  firmness  may  bring  upon  us. 

Sire,  we  conjure  you,  in  the  name  of  our  fatherland,  in  the 
name  of  your  happiness  and  your  glory,  send  back  your  soldiers 
to  the  garrison  posts  whence  your  counselors  have  brought  them; 
dismiss  that  artillery  destined  to  protect  our  frontiers;  and  above 
all,  send  away  the  foreign  troops, —  those  allies  of  the  nation 
that  we  paid  to  defend  and  not  to  disturb  oiir  firesides.  Your 
Majesty  has  no  need  of  them:  w^hy  should  a  monarch,  adored 
by  twenty-five  millions  of  Frenchmen,  at  an  enormous  cost  draw 
together  around  his  throne  so  many  thousands  of  foreigners  ? 

Sire,  surrounded  by  your  children,  let  our  love  be  your  guard! 
The  deputies  of  the  nation  are  summoned  to  consecrate  with  you 
the  supreme  rights  of  royalty,  upon  the  immovable  basis  of  a 
people's  liberty:  while  they  are  doing  their  duty,  while  they  are 
yielding  to  the  dictates  of  their  reason,  of  their  sentiment,  will 
you  expose  them  to  the  suspicion  of  having  yielded  not  to  these 
things,  but  to  fear  ?  Ah !  the  authority  that  all  hearts  confer  on 
you  is  the  only  authority  that  is  pure,  the  only  authority  that 
cannot  be  defied;  it  is  the  just  return  for  your  benefits,  and  it  is 
the  immortal  auoanage  of  princes,  of  whom  you  are  the    model. 


THE    ELEGY   ON   FRANKLIN 
Pronounced  in  the  National  Assembly 

FRANKLIN  is  dead!    The  genius  that  freed  America,  and  poured 
a  flood  of  light  over  Europe,   has  returned   to   the  bosom  of 
the  Divinity. 
The  sage  whom  two  worlds  claim   as   their  own,   the   man   for 
whom  the  history  of  science  and  the  history  of  empires  contend 
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with  each  other,  held,  without  doubt,  a  high  rank  in  the  human 
race. 

Too  long  have  political  cabinets  taken  formal  note  of  the 
death  of  those  who  were  great  only  in  their  funeral  panegyr- 
ics. Too  long  has  the  etiquette  of  courts  prescribed  hypocritical 
mourning.  Nations  should  wear  mourning  only  for  their  bene- 
factors. The  representatives  of  nations  should  recommend  to 
their  homage  none  but  the  heroes  of  humanity. 

The  Congress  has  ordained,  throughout  the  United  States,  a 
mourning  of  one  month  for  the  death  of  Franklin;  and  at  this 
moment  America  is  paying  this  tribute  of  veneration  and  grati- 
tude to  one  of  the  fathers  of  her  Constitution. 

Would  it  not  become  us,  gentlemen,  to  join  in  this  religious 
act,  to  bear  a  part  in  this  homage,  rendered  in  the  face  of  the 
world,  both  to  the  rights  of  man  and  to  the  philosopher  who  has 
most  contributed  to  extend  their  sway  over  the  whole  earth  ? 
Antiquity  would  have  raised  altars  to  this  mighty  genius,  who,  to 
the  advantage  of  mankind,  compassing  in  his  mind  the  heavens 
and  the  earth,  was  able  to  restrain  alike  thunderbolts  and  tyrants. 
Europe,  enlightened  and  free,  owes  at  least  a  token  of  remem- 
brance and  regret  to  one  of  the  greatest  men  who  have  ever  been 
engaged  in  the  service  of  philosophy  and  of  liberty. 

I  propose  that  it  be  decreed  that  the  National  Assembly,  dur- 
ing three  days,  shall  wear  mourning  for  Benjamin  Franklin. 


A   LETTER   TO   THE    KING   OF   PRUSSIA 

You  have  reached  the  throne  at  a  fortunate  period.  The  age 
is  becoming  daily  more  enlightened.  It  has  labored  for 
your  benefit,  in  collecting  sound  notions  for  you.  It  ex- 
tends its  influence  over  your  nation,  which  so  many  circumstances 
have  kept  behind  others.  Everything  is  now  tested  by  a  severe 
logic.  The  men  who  see  only  a  fellow-creature  under  the  royal 
mantle,  and  require  that  he  should  possess  some  virtue,  are  more 
numerous  than  ever.  Their  suffrages  cannot  be  dispensed  with. 
In  their  opinion,  one  kind  of  glory  alone  remains;  every  other 
is  exhausted.  Military  success,  political  talents,  wonders  in  art, 
improvements  in  science,  have  all  appeared  in  turn,  and  their 
light  has  blazed  forth  from  one  extremity  of  Europe  to  the 
other.      That  enlightened  benevolence  which  gives  form  and  life 
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to  empires  has  not  yet  appeared,  pure  and  unrnixed,  upon  a 
throne.  To  you  it  belongs  to  place  it  there;  this  sublime  glory 
is  reserved  for  you.  Your  predecessor  gained  battles  enough, 
perhaps  too  many;  he  has  too  much  fatigued  Fame's  hundred 
tongues,  and  exhausted  military  glory,  for  several  reigns, —  nay, 
for  several  centuries.  .  .  .  With  much  greater  facility  you 
may  create  a  glory  more  pure  and  not  less  brilliant,  which  shall 
be  wholly  your  own.  Frederick  conquered  the  admiration  of  man- 
kind, but  he  never  won  their  love.  ,  .  .  This  love  you  may 
entirely  possess. 

Do  not,  ah!  do  not  neglect  the  treasure  which  Providence  has 
spread  in  your  path.  Deserve  the  blessings  of  the  poor,  the  love 
of  your  people,  the  respect  of  Europe,  and  the  good  wishes  of 
wise  men.      Be  just,  be  good,  and  you  will  be  great  and  happy! 

You  wish  to  obtain,  dread  sir,  the  title  of  Great;  but  you 
wish  to  receive  it  from  the  mouth  of  history,  and  from  the  suf- 
frage of  ages  to  come, —  you  would  despise  it  from  the  mouths 
of  your  courtiers.  If  you  do  that  which  the  son  of  your  slave 
could  do,  ten  times  a  day,  better  than  yourself,  they  will  tell  you 
that  you  have  performed  an  extraordinary  action!  If  you  suffer 
your  passions  to  mislead  you,  they  will  say  that  you  are  right! 
If  you  are  as  lavish  of  the  blood  of  your  subjects  as  of  the  waters 
of  your  rivers,  again  will  they  tell  you  that  you  are  right!  If 
you  barter  for  gold  the  air  that  preserves  life,  they  will  say  that 
you  are  right!  If  you  revenge  yourself  —  you  who  are  so  power- 
ful—  they  will  continue  to  tell  you  that  you  are  right!  .  .  . 
They  said  the  same  thing  when  Alexander,  in  a  drunken  fit, 
plunged  his  dagger  into  the  bosom  of  his  friend ;  ■  they  said  the 
same  thing  when  Nero  murdered  his  mother.     . 

If  you  indefatigably  perform  your  duties,  without  ever  putting 
off  till  the  following  day  the  burthen  of  the  present  day;  if  by 
great  and  fruitful  principles  you  can  simplify  these  duties,  and 
reduce  them  within  the  capacity  of  a  single  man;  if  you  give 
your  subjects  all  the  freedom  they  can  bear;  if  you  can  protect 
every  kind  of  property,  and  facilitate  useful  labor;  if  you  terrify 
petty  oppressors  who  in  your  name  would  prevent  men  from 
doing,  for  their  own  advantage,  that  which  injures  not  their  fel- 
lows,—  a  unanimous  shout  will  bless  your  authority,  and  render 
it  more  sacred  and  more  powerful.  Everything  will  then  be  easy 
for  you,  because  the  will  and  the  strength  of  all  will  be  united 
to   your   own   strength  ,  and   your   own  will,  and   your   labor  will 
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become  ever}^  day  less  severe.  Nature  has  made  labor  necessary 
to  man.  It  gives  him  also  this  precious  advantage,  that  change 
of  labor  is  to  him  not  only  a  relaxation  but  a  source  of  pleasure. 
Who,  more  easily  than  a  king,  can  live  in  strict  accordance  with 
this  order  of  nature  ?  A  philosopher  has  said  that  *'  no  man  feels 
such  lassitude  of  spirit  as  a  king  *^ ;  he  should  have  said,  "  a 
slothful  king.  *^  How  could  lassitude  of  mind  fall  upon  a  sov- 
ereign who  did  his  duty  ?  Could  he  ever  keep  up  his  vigor  of 
intellect  and  preserve  his  health  so  well  as  by  shielding  himself, 
under  the  pursuit  of  labor,  from  the  disgust  which  every  man  of 
sense  must  feel  among  those  idle  talkers,  those  inventors  of  ful- 
some praises,  who  study  their  prince  for  no  other  purpose  than 
to  corrupt,  blind,  and  rob  him  ?  Their  sole  art  is  to  render  him 
indifferent  and  feeble,  or  else  impatient,  rude,  and  idle. 
Your  subjects  will  enjoy  your  virtues,  which  alone  can  preserve 
and  improve  their  patrimony.  Your  courtiers  will  cultivate  your 
defects,  by  which  alone  they  can  support  their  influence  and  their 
expectations.  .  .  .  It  is  worthy  of  you  not  to  govern  too 
much. 

[I  recommend  the  immediate]  abolition  of  military  slavery; 
that  is  to  say,  the  obligation  imposed  upon  every  Prussian  to 
serve  as  a  soldier,  from  the  age  of  eighteen  years  to  sixty 
and  more:  that  dreadful  law  arising  from  the  necessities  of  an 
iron  age  and  a  semi-barbarous  country;  that  law  dishonoring  a 
nation  without  whom  your  ancestors  would  have  been  nothing 
but  slaves,  more  or  less  decorated  with  empty  honors.  This 
law  does  not  produce  you  a  single  soldier  more  than  you  would 
obtain  by  a  wiser  system,  which  may  enable  you  to  recruit  the 
Prussian  army  in  a  manner  that  shall  elevate  men's  hearts,  add 
to  the  public  spirit,  and  possess  the  forms  of  freedom,  instead  of 
those  of  brutishness  and  slavery.  Throughout  Europe,  and  more 
especially  in  your  Majesty's  dominions,  one  of  the  most  useful 
instincts  upon  which  patriotism  could  be  founded  is  stupidly 
lost.  Men  are  forced  to  go  to  the  battle-field  like  cattle  to  the 
slaughter-house;  whilst  nothing  is  easier  than  to  make  the  pub- 
lic service  an  object  of  emulation  and  glory.     .     .     . 

Be  also  the  first  sovereign  in  whose  dominions  every  man 
willing  to  work  shall  find  employment.  Everything  that  breathes 
must  obtain  its  nourishment  by  labor.  This  is  the  first  law  of 
nature,  anterior  to  all  human  convention :  it  is  the  connecting 
bond    of    all    society;    for    every   man    who    finds    nothing   but   a 
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refusal  to  his  offer  to  work  in  exchange  for  his  subsistence 
becomes  the  natural  and  lawful  enemy  of  other  men,  and  has  a 
right  of  private  war  against  society.  In  the  country,  as  in  cities, 
let  workshops  be  everywhere  opened  at  your  Majesty's  cost;  let 
all  men,  of  what  nation  soever,  find  their  maintenance  in  the 
price  of  their  labor;  let  your  subjects  there  learn  the  value  of 
time  and  activity.  Instruction,  you  are  aware,  is  one  of  the  most 
important  of  a  sovereign's  duties,  and  likewise  one  of  his  richest 
treasures.  Entire  liberty  of  the  press  ought  to  be  one  of  your 
first  acts:  not  only  because  any  restraint  upon  this  liberty  is  a 
hindrance  to  the  enjoyment  of  natural  rights,  but  because  every 
obstacle  to  the  advancement  of  knowledge  is  an  evil,  a  great  evil; 
especially  for  you,  who  are  debarred  thereby  from  obtaining, 
through  the  medium  of  printing,  a  knowledge  of  the  truth,  and 
of  public    opinion, —  that  prime   minister  of    good    kings.     .     .     . 

Let  information  be  circulated  through  your  dominions.  Read, 
and  let  others  read.  If  light  were  rising  on  all  sides  toward 
the  throne,  would  you  invoke  darkness  ?  Oh,  no !  for  it  would 
be  in  vain.  You  would  lose  too  much,  without  even  obtaining 
the  fatal  success  of  extinguishing  it.  You  will  read,  you  will 
begin  a  noble  association  with  books.  They  have  destroyed  cruel 
and  disgraceful  prejudices,  they  have  smoothed  the  road  before 
you,  they  have  served  you  even  before  you  were  born.  You  will 
not  be  ungrateful  toward  the  accumulated  works  of  beneficent 
genius. 

You  will  read,  and  you  will  protect  those  who  write;  for  with- 
out them  what  would  become  of  the  human  species,  and  what 
would  it  be  ?  They  will  instruct,  they  will  assist,  they  will  talk 
to  you  without  seeing  you.  Without  approaching  your  throne, 
they  will  introduce  there  the  august  truth.  This  truth  will  enter 
your  palace  alone,  without  escort,  and  without  affected  dignity;  it 
will  bear  neither  title  nor  ribands,  but  will  be  invisible  and  dis- 
interested. 

You  will  read,  but  you  will  be  desirous  that  your  subjects 
should  also  read.  You  will  not  think  you  have  done  all  by  re- 
cruiting your  academies  from  foreign  countries:  you  will  found 
schools,  you  will  multiply  them,  especially  in  country  places,  and 
you  will  endow  them.  You  would  not  reign  in  darkness;  and  j^ou 
Will  say,  **Let  there  be  light!'*  The  light  will  burst  forth  at  your 
voice;  and  its  halo,  playing  round  your  brow,  will  form  a  more 
glorious  ornament  than  all  the  laurels  won  by  conquerors.     .     . 


looQO  MIRABEAU 

I  trust,  dread  sir,  that  my  candor  will  not  displease  you.  Medi^ 
tate  on  these  respectful  lines,  and  say:  — 

*^This  is  what  will  never  be  admitted  to  me  as  true,  and  is 
the  very  reverse  of  what  I  shall  be  told  every  day.  The  boldest 
offer  to  kings  nothing  but  veiled  truths,  whilst  here  I  see  truth 
quite  naked.  .  ,  .  This  is  far  preferable  to  that  venal  incense 
.with  which  I  am  suffocated  by  versifiers,  and  panegyrists  of  the 
Academy,  who  seized  upon  me  in  my  cradle,  and  will  scarcely 
leave  me  when  I  am  in  my  coffin.  I  am  a  man  before  I  am  a 
king.  Why  should  I  be  offended  at  being  treated  as  a  man  ? 
Why  should  I  be  offended  with  a  foreigner,  who  wants  noth- 
ing of  me,  and  will  soon  quit  my  court  never  more  to  see  me, 
for  speaking  to  me  without  disguise  ?  He  points  out  to  me  that 
which  his  eyes,  his  experience,  his  studies,  and  his  understanding 
have  collected;  he  gives  me,  without  expectation  of  reward,  those 
true  and  free  counsels  of  which  no  condition  of  man  is  so  much 
in  want  as  kings.  He  has  no  interest  in  deceiving  me,  and  can 
have  none  but  good  intentions.  .  .  .  Let  me  examine  atten- 
tively what  he  proposes;  for  the  mere  common-sense  and  the 
simple  candor  of  a  man  who  has  no  other  pursuit  than  the  culti- 
vation of  his  reason  and  his  intellect,  may  perhaps  be  as  good  as 
the  old  routine,  and  trickery,  and  forms,  and  diplomatic  illusions, 
and  the  ridiculous  dogmas,  of  statesmen  by  profession.*^ 


A   LETTER  TO  VITRY 

You  know  the  plan  of  the  journal  I  purpose  establishing,  bu'c 
others  will  not  imderstand  it.  It  is  to  be  founded  upon  the 
idea — novel  perhaps,  and  which  in  my  opinion  is  not  with- 
out its  usefulness  —  of  noticing  old  books,  as  the  ordinary  jour- 
nals notice  new  ones.  To  abridge  and  select  is  now,  assuredly, 
the  most  urgent  want  of  science  and  letters.  To  preserve  is  of 
a  usefulness  less  direct,  perhaps,  or  rather  less  abundant.  Never- 
theless, in  proportion  as  taste  and  erudition  pass  away;  in  pro- 
portion as  the  mania  of  writing  becomes  more  contagious;  in 
proportion  to  the  ardor  in  publishing,  the  haste  with  which  books 
are  published,  the  mania  or  necessity  of  sacrificing  to  the  taste 
of  the  day,  to  the  coryphei  of  the  times,  to  the  pretension  of 
being   free   from    prejudice  —  which,  in  point  of   fact,  is  scarcely 
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anything  better  than  substituting  one  prejudice  for  another; — in 
proportion,  I  say,  as  all  these  diseases  gain  upon  us,  and  increase, 
do  we  too  much  neglect  the  exertions  of  our  predecessors,  who, 
although  it  should  be  true  that  we  surpass  them  in  the  talent  of 
bringing  out,  ought  not  the  less  to  attract  our  attention,  in  order 
that  we  may  set  in  an  elegant  framework  that  which  they  have 
clumsily  enchased.  I  say  then  that  this  article  will  yield  some- 
thing; and  I  invoke  your  researches  in  the  works  of  our  philolo- 
gers  of  the  sixteenth  century,  our  learned  of  the  seventeenth,  our 
collections  and  our  compilations  of  all  ages,  but  that  in  which  no 
books  were  made  except  with  stolen  fragments,  well  or  ill-stitched 
together,  no  tragedies  except  with  old  hemistichs. 

You  know  that  another  of  my  projects  is  to  give  in  successive 
parts  a  work  on  the  academic  collections,  more  especially  that 
entitled  *  Memoirs  of  the  Academy  of  Inscriptions  and  Belles- 
lettres.*  My  plan  here  is  to  take  the  interesting  papers  of  the 
collection,  and  unite  them  by  amalgamating  and  blending  them 
together,  by  clearing  and  pruning,  and  criticizing  them  one  by 
another;  and  to  draw  from  this  chaos  all  that  is  worthy  of  the 
attention  of  philosophers,  men  of  letters,  and  men  of  the  world, 
without  crushing  them  by  the  weight  of  a  fastidious  erudition. 
This  is  an  undertaking  the  want  of  which  is  generally  felt,  and 
its  utility  incontestable. 

I  intend  to  include  speculative  politics,  finance,  etc. ;  and  the 
little  I  shall  take  from  recent  literature  is  my  own  affair.  I 
say  "  speculative  politics  ^*  because,  although  I  may  be  strongly 
solicited,  I  will  never  write  what  Linguet  so  ridiculously  calls 
"  annals.  ^*  The  trade  of  a  hussar  no  longer  suits  me.  It  is  not, 
even  in  this  application,  compatible  with  self-respect;  for  is  there 
not  great  rashness  in  giving  intelligence  of  what  passes  at  a  dis- 
tance, and  passing  judgment  upon  it,  whilst  daily  experience 
shows  how  difficult  it  is  to  obtain  information  of  what  is  passing 
close  to  us  ? 

The  art  of  printing  has  so  greatly  facilitated  the  means  of 
instruction  that  science  has  become  a  very  common  commodity. 
But  the  mind  of  man  may  be  improved  ad  infinitum.  To  render 
the  road  to  improvement  easier,  and  to  make  the  human  intel- 
lect advance  with  rapid  strides  in  its  progress  of  discover}', —  to 
engender  new  ideas,  and  make  otir  exertions  more  fruitful, —  a 
mode  is  wanting  to  abridge  study  and  avoid  repetitions;  placing 
the   studious    man,   especially   the    man    of   genius,    at    the    point 
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whence  he  is  to  start.  If,  for  instance,  he  who  appeared  desirous 
of  seeking  new  discoveries  were  to  spend  his  time  in  studying 
the  Epicycles  of  Ptolemy,  or  the  Vortices  of  Descartes,  he  should 
be  spoken  to  in  the  following  words:  ^^This  is  the  point  we  have 
reached:  Kepler,  Newton,  Claireau,  Euler,  etc.,  have  guessed, 
demonstrated,  and  investigated  this  branch  of  science:  and  it 
is  from  the  point  of  their  discoveries  that  you  must  try  to 
advance.  ^^     Is  this  not  the  case  with  all  sciences  ? 

FROM   THE   LETTERS 

KINGS  who  raise  themselves  only  by  things,  and  whom  things 
instruct  badly, —  because  they  almost  always  bend  to  the 
monarch's  will,  passions,  and  opinions, —  would  perhaps 
appear  the  most  stupid  of  human  beings  if  it  were  known  how 
little  knowledge  and  how  few  ideas  they  generally  have.  Every 
rational  saying  that  escapes  them  is  preserved;  which  is  assur- 
edly the  best  possible  proof  that  such  sayings  are  not  very 
numerous.     . 

If  I  speak  only  of  Paris,  because  at  court  nothing  is  spoken 
of  but  Paris,  it  is  not  less  true  that  the  wants  of  this  city  are 
the  least  urgent  of  any,  and  that  as  much  care  must  be  taken 
not  to  create  new  paupers  as  to  relieve  those  who  already  exist. 
With  regard  to  the  latter,  it  would  be  at  least  necessary  to  give 
to  all  the  parish  priests  in  the  kingdom  a  sufficient  income 
to  live;  for  they  will  not  aid  your  poor  if  they  are  themselves 
in  poverty.  The  cur^s  in  some  provinces  —  in  Brittany,  for 
instance  —  have  scarcely  three  hundred  livres  a  year,  What 
necessity  is  there  for  the  Archbishop  of  Auch  to  have  500,000 
livres  a  year  ?  Not  but  he  makes  a  good  use  of  it.  Arch- 
bishop Apchon  is  one  of  the  most  respectable  prelates  in  the 
kingdom;  but  he  is  mortal.  The  diocese  of  Cambrai  has  not 
always  had  a  F^nelon.  When  shall  a  portion  of  these  enormous 
revenues  be  taken  and  distributed  among  all  the  curds  in  the 
kingdom?  Madame  Louise  has  just  obtained  30,000  livres  a  year 
in  corn  and  land,  to  be  taken  from  the  abbey  of  St.  Germain, 
for  the  support  of  the  Carmelites  of  the  kingdom.  Assuredly 
corn  would  grow  equally  well  if  there  were  no  Carmelites  in 
France.  But  30,000  livres  a  year,  distributed  among  the  poor 
curds  of  the  kingdom,  would  suffice  to  give,  in  a  year  of  dearth, 
the  indispensably  necessary  to  a  great  number  of  honest  poor. 
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It  is  more  than  time  to  finish  this  long-  and  shapeless  collec- 
tion of  all  sorts  of  dreams.  You  know  my  principles  and  opin- 
ions sufficiently  well  to  have  no  doubt  that  I  have  made  a  great 
sacrifice  to  etiquette,  to  habit,  and  to  prejudice,  by  fixing  your 
view  upon  the  metropolis  alone.  The  rest  of  the  kingdom  is  a 
stranger  land  to  the  great,  which  is  the  worst  of  evils.  I  wished 
to  show  you  how  many  useful  and  great  things  you  did  not  do, 
even  in  the  place  where  you  constantly  reside.  But  would  not 
traveling  amuse  your  illustrious  friend  —  or  her  royal  husband, 
who,  if  he  remain  at  Versailles,  will  never  complete  his  education 
either  as  a  man  or  as  a  king?  What  a  sad  existence  is  that  of 
■sovereigns!  They  are  shut  up  within  a  circle  of  forty  leagues 
in  diameter,  the  radii  of  which  they  perambulate  as  if  by  a  con- 
stant oscillation.  The  active  correspondence  between  the  King 
of  Spain  and  Louis  XV.  during  twenty  years  is  curious.  They 
wrote  to  each  other  every  day  in  the  same  terms.  The  King  of 
Spain  wrote:  ^*At  five  o'clock  I  left  St.  Ildefonso,  and  the  ren- 
dezvous for  the  chase  was  at  the  Round  of  St.  Anthony,'^  The 
same  day  Louis  XV.  wrote  from  Versailles:  ^^At  ten  o'clock  I 
went  to  the  Carrefour  des  Rossignols,  at  Compiegne,  etc.^^  And 
this  went  on  during  twenty  years.  Each  monarch  had  his  map, 
and  followed  the  route  of  the  other,  as  if  they  had  been  learned 
geographers  studying  Cook's  voyages! 

Let  the  Queen  imitate  her  brother's  example;  let  her  travel, 
and  excite  her  husband  to  travel  likewise,  without  pomp  —  for 
pomp  tends  only  to  ruin,  tire,  and  deceive.  Let  her  travel.  .  .  . 
Alas!  very  near  the  spot  where  the  ostentation  of  wealth  and 
luxury  insults  the  misery  of  the  people,  the  King  and  Queen  will 
see,  learn,  and  feel  that  which  ministers  and  courtiers  never  tell 
them ! 

The  wealth  of  a  country  consists  solely  in  its  agriculture. 
From  it  the  population,  and  consequently  the  strength,  of  a  State 
are  derived.  Colbert,  to  whom  so  many  just  reproaches  may  be 
made,  was  wrongfully  accused  when  it  was  stated  that  he  con- 
cerned himself  about  nothing  but  manufactures.  It  must  be 
admitted  that  he  rendered  several  ordinances  favorable  to  agri- 
culture. One  of  the  most  celebrated,  promulgated  the  year 
before  his  death,  and  rendered  in  favor  of  Alsace,  provides  that 
"  all  persons  who  will  occupy  empty  and  vague  lands  may  culti- 
vate them  to  their  own  profit,  and  use  them  in  full  property.'* 
Colbert,  just  before  he  died,  contemplated  making  this  ordinance 
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general  throughout  the  kingdom:  for  he  perceived  what  is  very 
evident,  that  the  King  has  a  full  quarter  of  his  kingdom  to  con- 
quer from  enemies  termed  heaths,  downs,  and  so  forth;  and  that 
it  is  necessary  to  plow  with  one  hand  whilst  the  other  prunes, 
in  order  soon  after  to  cut  down  the  parasitical  and  voracious  tree 
of  fiscality. 

Conventicles  of  monks  should  be  established  in  the  most 
uncultivated  parts  of  the  kingdom,  to  do  there  that  which  they 
did  a  thousand  years  ago  in  different  places.  Monks  can  be 
useful  to  society  in  no  other  way.  These  conventicles  must  be 
dispersed  in  the  most  barren  spots,  according  to  the  system  of 
the  primitive  church,  and  there  supported  during  the  time  neces- 
sary, by  the  profits  of  the  newly  cultivated  lands,  which  might 
afterwards  be  added  to  the  mass  of  ecclesiastical  property  in 
the  kingdom.  By  such  means  the  monks  would  be  usefully  em- 
ployed, the  waste  lands  put  into  cultivation,  the  State  enriched, 
and  no  one  would  have  a  right  to  complain. 

But  not  only  must  the  lands  be  cultivated,  but  the  inhabitants 
likewise.  And  why  should  not  a  former  measure  be  adopted 
which  time  has  justified  ? 

In  1769,  married  men  announcing  a  decided  capacity  for  a 
trade  were  selected  from  different  families,  and  sent  to  Paris  for 
a  year.  The  circumstance  of  these  men  being  married  was  con- 
sidered a  security  for  their  return.  Thus  the  farrier  was  sent 
to  Alfort  under  Bourgelat,  the  miller  to  Corbeil,  the  mason  to 
St.  Genevieve,  the  carpenter  among  the  machinery  at  the  opera, 
and  the  gardener  to  Montreuil.  Each  of  these  men  on  his 
return  obtained  what  he  pleased;  and  they  are  now  sent  for 
from  a  distance  of  ten  leagues  round.  It  would  be  very  useful 
if  pupils  were  placed,  in  the  same  manner,  under  skillful  agri- 
culturists. Each  would  take  back  to  his  native  place  not  only 
the  tools  proper  for  his  calhng,  but  that  knowledge  which  being 
multiplied  at  the  centre,  will  never  reach  the  circumference 
unless  a  zealous,  active,  and  persevering  government  uses  all 
possible  means  to  overcome  indifference  and  routine. 
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THE  approaches  to  London  are  of  a  rustic  beauty  of  which  not 
even  Holland  has  furnished  models  (I  should  rather  com- 
pare them  to  some  valley  in  Switzerland):  for  —  and  this 
very  remarkable  fact  immediately  catches  an  experienced  eye  — 
this  domineering  people  are,  beyond  everything,  agriculturists  in 
their  island;  and  it  is  this  that  has  so  long  saved  them  from 
their  own  delirium.  I  felt  my  heart  strongly  and  deeply  moved 
as  I  passed  through  this  highly  cultivated  and  prosperous  land, 
and  I  said  to  myself,  ^^  Wherefore  this  emotion  so  new  to  me  ?  '* 
These  country-seats  compared  with  ours  are  mere  country  boxes. 
Several  parts  of  France,  even  in  the  worst  of  its  provinces,  and 
all  Normandy,  through  which  I  have  just  passed,  are  assuredly 
more  beautiful  in  natural  scenery  than  this  country.  There  are 
to  be  found,  here  and  there  in  France,  especially  in  our  own 
province,  noble  edifices,  splendid  establishments,  immense  public 
works,  vast  traces  of  the  most  prodigious  efforts  of  man;  and  yet 
here  I  am  delighted  much  more  than  I  was  ever  surprised  in 
my  own  country  by  the  things  I  have  mentioned.  It  is  because 
here  nature  is  improved  and  not  forced;  it  is  because  these  roads, 
narrow  but  excellent,  do  not  remind  me  of  forced  or  average 
labor,  except  to  lament  over  the  country  in  which  such  labor  is 
known;  it  is  because  this  admirable  state  of  cultivation  shows  me 
the  respect  paid  to  property;  it  is  because  this  care,  this  univer- 
sal cleanliness,  is  a  speaking  symptom  of  welfare;  it  is  because 
all  this  rural  wealth  is  in  nature,  near  to  nature,  and  according 
to  nature,  and  does  not,  like  splendid  palaces  surrounded  with 
hovels,  betray  the  excessive  inequality  of  fortunes,  which  is  the 
source  of  so  many  evils;  it  is  because  all  tells  m^  that  here  the 
people  are  something  —  that  every  man  enjoys  the  development 
and  free  exercise  of  his  faculties,  and  that  I  am  in  another  order 
of  things. 

I  am  not  an  enthusiast  in  favor  of  England,  and  I  now 
know  sufficient  of  that  cotmtiy  to  tell  you  that  if  its  constitution 
is  the  best  known,  the  application  of  this  constitution  is  the  worst 
possible;  and  that  if  the  Englishman  is,  as  a  social  man,  the 
most  free  in  the  world,  the  English  people  are  the  least  free  of 
any.     . 

What  then  is  freedom,  since  the  small  portion  of  it  found  in 
one  or  two  laws,  places  in  the  first  rank  a  nation  so  little  favored 
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by  nature  ?  What  may  a  constitution  not  effect,  when  this  one, 
though  incomplete  and  defective,  saves  and  will  save  for  some 
time  to  come  the  most  corrupt  people  in  the  universe  from  their 
own  corruption  ?     .     .     . 

Will  England  be  adduced  as  an  objection  ?  But'  that  State  is 
constituted !  The  English  have  a  country !  —  and  this  is  the  rea- 
son why  the  people  the  most  fanatic,  the  most  ignorant,  and  the 
most  corrupt  in  the  whole  world,  have  a  public  spirit,  civic  vir- 
tues, and  incredible  success,  even  in  the  midst  of  their  delirium. 
This  is  the  reason  why,  despite  of  nature,  they  have  assumed  the 
first  rank  among  nations! 

How  great  must  be  the  influence  of  a  small  number  of  data 
favorable  to  the  human  species,  since  this  people  —  ignorant, 
superstitious,  obstinate  (for  they  are  all  this),  covetous,  and  very 
near  to  Punic  faith  —  are  better  than  most  other  nations  known, 
because  they  enjoy  a  small  portion  of  civil  liberty. 


10097 


FREDERIC  MISTRAL 
(1830-1914) 

BY  HARRIET   WATERS   PRESTON 

Frederic  Mistral,  the  Provengal  poet,  will  take  rank  among 
the  few  highly  original  singers  of  the  middle  decades  of 
last  century.  Long  after  the  fanciful  philology  and  bardic 
affectations  of  his  school  are  forgotten,  and  his  own  elaborate  diction- 
ary of  the  Provengal  tongue  has  taken  its  place  among  other  massive 
monuments  of  abortive  human  industry,  Mistral's  three  very  remark- 
able narrative  poems,  ^Mireio,^  ^Calendau,^ 
and  ^Nerto,^  will  continue  to  charm  by  the 
music  of  their  verse,  the  depth  of  their 
human  interest,  their  dramatic  energy,  and 
the  truth  and  splendor  of  their  local  color. 
Frederic  Mistral  was  born  on  the  8th  of 
September,  1830,  at  Maillane  in  the  Bouches- 
du-Rhone ;  in  one  of  those  rich  and  quiet 
farmsteads,  buried  amid  well-tilled  fields 
and  approached  by  deeply  shaded  avenues, 
whose  verdure  diversifies  the  silvery  same- 
ness of  the  Provengal  landscape.  From 
whatever  stormy  and  untamable  ancestor 
Mistral  inherited  the  name  of  that  furious 
winter  wind  of  the  Midi,  which  dispels,  when 

it  arises,  all  the  languors  of  the  Mediterranean  shore,  and  lashes  the 
soft  sea  of  those  parts  into  flying  foam,  the  spirit  of  that  free  and 
renovating  gale  was  certainly  in  him.  His  father,  a  wealthy  freehold 
farmer,  sent  him  to  school  at  Avignon,  and  to  college  at  Montpellier, 
and  meant  to  make  a  lawyer  of  him.  But  the  youth  rebelled;  and 
intimated  instead  that  he  had  a  mission  to  renew  the  glories  of 
ancient  Provengal  song.  His  teacher  at  Avignon  was  Joseph  Rouma- 
nille,  who  had  already  written  verses  in  the  dialect  of  the  Bouches- 
du-Rhone;  and  who  was  able  to  inspire  a  class  of  singularly  apt  and 
brilliant  pupils,  of  whom  Frederic  Mistral  and  Theodore  Aubanel  were 
the  stars,  with  a  boundless  faith  in  its  poetic  possibilities  and  ardor 
for  its  admission  —  they  called  it  restoration  —  to  literary  honor.  Ear- 
lier still,  by  a  score  of   years,  Jacques  Jasmin  at  Agen  had  made  a 
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highly  successful  experiment  with  a  kindred  patois;  but  up  to  his  day, 
no  Frenchman  for  generations  had  dreamed  of  writing  in  anything 
but  classic  French.  Some  time  in  the  early  fifties,  however,  Master 
Roumanille  set  up  a  publishing  house  at  Avignon;  and  he  and  his 
disciples  formed  themselves  into  a  society  which  they  called  the  Feli- 
brige,  whose  members,  the  Felibres,  agreed  not  merely  to  compose 
in  the  rustic  dialect  which  they  were  born  to  speak,  but  gravely  to 
combine  for  the  purpose  of  formulating  its  etymology  and  grammar, 
and  establishing,  beyond  cavil,  its  claim  to  a  high  literary  descent. 

Like  William  Barnes,  the  Dorsetshire  poet,  who  considered  the 
language  of  Shakespeare  only  a  late  and  rather  weak  offshoot  from 
the  primitive  speech  of  Dorset,  the  Fe'libres  claimed  for  their  dialect 
the  full  honors  of  a  language.  They  held  it  to  be  essentially  the 
same  as  that  of  the  mediasval  Troubadours,  many  of  whose  Courts  of 
Love  and  Contests  of  Song  had  flourished  within  their  territory;  and 
they  also  maintained  that  the  early  Provencal  sprang  directly  from 
the  language  of  Rome,  and  was  itself  the  parent  of  Italian,  French, 
and  Spanish,  as  well  as  of  all  the  other  living  forms  of  Latin  speech. 
Needless  to  say  that  these  linguistic  pretensions  were  never  made 
good;  but  this  matters  little  beside  the  fact  that  works  of  great 
freshness  and  distinction  were  actually  produced  under  the  impulse 
of  the  so-called  Provencal  revival. 

Among  these  works  Mistral's  were  easily  first;  and  his  masterpiece, 
*Mireio,*  was  originally  printed  at  Avignon  in  1858,  in  Provengal  only, 
and  under  the  auspices  of  Roumanille.  A  year  later  it  was  brought 
out  in  Paris  with  a  very  striking  parallel  French  version  of  the 
poet's  own,  which,  by  rendering  it  easily  intelligible  to  the  ordinary 
reader,  invited  general  criticism,  while  incidentally  it  revealed  the 
almost  unparalleled  wealth  of  the  writer's  vocabulary  in  both  forms 
of  speech. 

<Mireio,*  then,  was  a  pastoral  poem  of  the  present  time,  all  suf- 
fused with  the  hot  sunshine  of  Southern  France ;  as  full  as  the 
Georgics  themselves  of  rustic  lore  and  homely  agricultural  detail,  but 
embodying  also,  in  twelve  leisurely  books,  the  tale  of  two  very  young 
lovers,  their  innocent  passion,  thrilling  adventures,  and  hapless  end. 
The  story  was  told  with  a  kind  of  sweet  garrulity,  and  an  affluence 
of  unworn  imagery,  that  simply  took  the  world  by  storm.  The  elab- 
orate measure  adopted  by  Mistral  (apparently  he  did  not,  as  was  at 
first  claimed,  invent  it)  was  managed  with  consummate  grace,  and 
gave  a  high  idea  of  the  musical  capacities  of  the  Provcngal  speech, 
and  its  curious  richness,  especially  in  feminine  rhymes.  It  is  well 
understood  now  that  Mistral  and  his  colleagues  fashioned  their  new 
instrument  more  or  less  to  suit  themselves:  improvising  grammati- 
cal forms  at  need,  and  manipulating  and  modifying  terminal  syllables 
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with  glorious  license.  But  the  Troubadours  of  the  twelfth  century 
had  done  just  the  same ;  and  these  were  the  alleged  heirs  both  of 
their  inspiration  and  their  methods. 

In  1867,  after  an  interval  of  nine  years,  ^  Mireio  *  was  followed  by 
<Calendau,'  another  poem  of  epic  proportions;  which  naturally  created 
less  astonishment  than  its  predecessor,  but  really  fell  very  little  short 
of  it  in  vigor  of  conception,  variety  of  action,  and  beauty  of  imagery. 
The  heroine  of  the  new  romance  was  a  dispossessed  Princess  of  Baux, 
in  whose  veins  ran  the  blood  of  more  than  one  queen  of  love;  while 
her  suitor  was  a  man  of  humble  birth,  whom  she  inspired  by  reciting 
legends  of  chivalry,  and  compelled  to  win  her  hand  by  a  series  of 
extraordinary  tests  and  adventures. 

In  1S75  Mistral  published  a  collection  of  fugitive  pieces  under 
the  title  of  <  Lis  Isclo  d'Oro,^  or  the  Golden  Isles.  In  1883  appeared 
his  third  long  poem,  ^Nerto,^  a  tale  of  the  last  days  of  the  Popes  at 
Avignon.  The  florid  stanza  of  the  two  previous  compositions  was 
abandoned  in  ^  Nerto  ^  for  a  simply  rhymed  octosyllabic  metre,  like 
that  employed  for  narrative  by  Chaucer,  Byron,  and  William  Morris; 
and  the  whole  tone  and  movement  of  the  story  were  more  tame  and 
conventional  than  those  of  the  earlier  ones.  Here  too  we  have  for 
the  first  time  a  didactic  purpose  plainly  avowed  by  the  author:  the 
singular  but  perfectly  serious  one  of  illustrating  the  personal  exist- 
ence and  persistent  activity  among  mankind  of  that  formidable  Being 
whose  name  (O  Lucifer,  son  of  the  morning!)  is  oddly  abbreviated  by 
the  Provengaux  into   Cifer. 

In  1897  appeared  ( Le  Poeme  du  Rhone)  (The  Poem  of  the  Rhone), 
eagerly  expected  during  many  years  of  slow  completion,  and  heralded 
with  immense  enthusiasm  by  a  devoted  band  of  followers.  It  proved 
to  be  in  twelve  cantos;  a  highly  romantic  description  and  indeed  poetic 
romance  of  the  great  river  and  of  sundry  of  its  towns,  based  on  a  narra- 
tive half  mundane  and  half  mysterious,  that  deals  with  the  humble 
life  of  the  Rliodane  boatmen  prior  to  the  advent  of  the  first  steam- 
boat that  ruined  the  romance  and  industry  of  their  boating  craft.  A 
superb  episode  in  the  fourth  canto  presents  Napoleon  in  his  famous 
flight; — though  it  is  but  one  passage  among  many  that  won  special 
praise.  The  whole  work  possesses  a  movement  and  dramatic  charm 
worthy  of  the  poet. 

IMistral  writes  always  from  the  point  of  view  of  a  devout 
Catholic  believer,  whom  no  mysteries,  whether  of  holy  miracle  or 
Satanic  witchcraft,  can  avail  to  stagger.  Both  in  <Mireio>  and  in 
<  Nerto  >  we  find,  by  way  of  episode,  specimens  of  the  l/^ende  pieuse 
in  very  beautiful  modern  renderings.  But  the  plentiful  lack  of  humor 
which  he  shares  with  most  of  the  associated  Fi'libres  —  wherein  they 
are,  one   and   all,  so   inferior   to   Jasmin  —  causes   him   to   mingle   the 
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supernatural  and   the   matter-of-fact  sometimes  in  a   manner  which  is 
almost  grotesque.      It  is  his  one  great. fault  as  an  artist. 

Mistral  toiled  heroically  for  over  ten  years  at  a  comprehensive 
lexicon  of  ancient  and  modern  Provengal,  which  appeared  in  two  large 
quarto  volumes  in  1886.  France  awarded  him  all  those  nominal 
distinctions  —  Academy  crowns  and  prizes,  badges  of  the  Legion  — 
which  she  delights  to  bestow  upon  her  gifted  sons;  but  he  clung  always, 
in  his  own  person,  to  the  old-fahioned  rustic  ways  which  acquire  so 
strong  a  fascination  under  his  picturesque  pen.  He  lived  very  simply, 
on  the  farm  or  mas  in  the  neighborhood  of  Saint  Remy  where  he  was 
born,  and  practiced  a  free  but  homely  hospitality.  He  married,  rather 
late  in  life,  an  exceedingly  beautiful  bourgeoise  of  the  renowned  Arlesian 
type;  and  he  himself  was,  from  youth  to  old  age,  one  of  the  handsomest 
men  of  his  generation.  '^ 


THE   INVOCATION,  FROM    <MIREIO> 

Copyright  1872,  by  Roberts  Brothers 

I  SING  the  love  of  a  Provengal  maid; 
How  through  the  wheat-fields  of  La  Crau  she  strayed 
Following  the  fate  that  drew  her  to  the  sea. 
Unknown  beyond  remote  La  Crau  was  she; 
And  I,  who  tell  the  rustic  tale  of  her, 
Would  fain  be  Homer's  humble  follower. 

What  though  youth's  aureole  was  her  only  crown  ? 
And  never  gold  she  wore,  nor  damask  gown  ? 
I'll  build  her  up  a  throne  out  of  my  song, 
And  hail  her  queen  in  our  despised  tongue. 
Mine  be  the  simple  speech  that  ye  all  know, 
Shepherds  and  farmer-folk  of  lone  La  Crau. 

Methinks  I  see  yon  airy  little  bough : 

It  mocks  me  with  its  freshness  even  now; 

The  light  breeze  lifts  it,  and  it  waves  on  high 

Fruitage  and  foliage  that  cannot  die. 

Help  me,  dear  God,  on  our  Provengal  speech, 

To  soar  until  the  birds'  own  home  I  reach! 

God  of  my  country,  who  didst  have  thy  birth 
Among  poor  shepherds  when  thou  wast  on  earth, 
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Breathe  fire  into  my  song!     Thou  knowest,  my  God, 

How,  when  the  lusty  summer  is  abroad, 

And  figs  turn  ripe  in  sun  and  dew,  comes  he,— 

Brute,  greedy  man, — and  quite  despoils  the  tree. 

Yet  on  that  ravaged  tree  thou  savest  oft 

Some  little  branch  inviolate  aloft. 

Tender  and  airy  up  against  the  blue. 

Which  the  rude  spoiler  cannot  win  unto: 

Only  the  birds  shall  come  and  banquet  there, 

When,  at  St.  Magdalene's,  the  fruit  is  fair. 

Translation  of  Harriet  Waters  Preston. 
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BUT  when  with  dawn  the  pallid  moon  had  set. 
The  whole  unnumbered  shoal  into  the  net 
Came  pouring.     Ah,  but  then  I  was  elate! 
Drunk  with  my  joy,  thought  I  had  conquered  fate: 
"Now,  love,^>  I  said,   « thou  shalt  have  gems  and  gems; 
I'll  spoil  the  goldsmiths  for  thy  diadems  I » 

Love  is  the  sun,  the  king  of  all  this  earth  — 
He  fires,  unites,  fulfills  with  joy,  gives  birth. 
Calls  from  the  dead  the  living  by  the  score. 
And  kindles  war,  and  doth  sweet  peace  restore. 
Lord  of  the  land,  lord  of  the  deep  is  he. 
Piercing  the  very  monsters  of  the  sea 

With  fire-tipped  arrows.     Lo,  the  tunny  yon! 
Now  in  one  silver  phalanx  press  they  on; 
Anon  they  petulantly  part  and  spring 
And  plunge  and  toss,  their  armor  glittering 
Steel-blue  upon  their  crystal  field  of  fight, 
Or  rosy  underneath  the  growing  light. 

'Twas   nuptial    bliss    they    sought.      What    haste!    what 

fire ! 
With  the  strong  rush  of  amorous  desire 
Spots  of  intense  vermilion  went  and  came 
On  some,  like  sparkles  of  a  restless  flame, 
A  royal  scarf,  a  livery  of  gold, 
A  wedding  robe,  fading  as  love  grew  cold.     .     .     , 
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So  at  the  last  came  one  prodigious  swell, 

And  the  last  line,  that  seemed  invincible, 

Brake  with  the  pressure,  and  our  boats  leaped  high. 

*  Huzza !  the  prey  is  caged !  *>  we  wildly  cry ; 

<<  Courage,  my  lads,  and  don't  forget  the  oil ! 

The  fish  we  have, — let  not  the  dressing  spoil! 

«  'Bout  ship !  "     We  bent  our  shoulders  with  a  will, 
Our  oars  we  planted  sturdily  but  still, 
And  the  gay  cohort,  late  alive  with  light. 
Owned,  with  a  swift  despair,  its  prisoned  plight; 
And  where  it  leaped  with  amorous  content. 
Quivered  and  plunged  in  fury  impotent. 

<*Now  then,  draw  in!    But  easy,  comrades  bold, 
We  are  not  gathering  figs !  ^^     And  all  laid  hold 
With  tug  and  strain  to  land  the  living  prize, 
Fruit  of  the  treacherous  sea.     In  ecstasies 
Of  rage  our  victims  on  each  other  flew. 
Dashing  the  fishers  o'er  with  bitter  dew. 

Too  like,  too  like  our  own  unhappy  people, 

Who,  when  the  tocsin  clangs  from  tower  and  steeple 

Peril  to  freedom  and  the  land  we  cherish. 

Insensate  turn  like  those  foredoomed  to  perish, 

Brother  on  brother  laying  reckless  hand. 

Till  comes  a  foreign  lord  to  still  the  land. 

Yet  had  we  brave  and  splendid  sport,  I  ween. 
For  some  with  tridents,  some  with  lances  keen, 
Fell  on  the  prey.     And  some  were  skilled  to  fling 
A  winged  dart  held  by  a  slender  string. 
The  wounded  wretches  'neath  the  wave  withdrew, 
Trailing  red  lines  along  the  mirror  blue. 

Slowly  the  net  brimful  of  treasure  mounted; 
Silver  was  there,  turquoise  and  gold  uncounted. 
Rubies  and  emeralds  million-rayed.     The  men 
Flung  them  thereon  like  eager  children  when 
They  stay  their  mother's  footsteps  to  explore 
Her  apron  bursting  with  its  summer  store 

Of  apricots  and  cherries. 

Translation  of  Harriet  Waters  Preston. 
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THE   BALLAD   OF   GUIBOUR 

From    <Calendau,>    in    the    Atlantic    Monthly.     By    permission   of    Houghtoiu 
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AT  Arles  in  the  Carlo vingian  days. 
By  the  swift  Rhone  water, 
A  hundred  thousand  on  either  side, 
Christian  and  Saracen,  fought  till  the  tide 
Ran  red  wnth  the  slaughter. 

May  God  forefend  such  another  flood 

Of  direful  war! 
The  Count  of  Orange  on  that  black  morn 
By  seven  great  kings  was  overborne, 

And  fled  afar 

Whenas  he  would  avenge  the  death 

Of  his  nephew  slain. 
Now  are  the  kings  upon  his  trail; 
He  slays  as  he  flies:  like  fiery  hail 

His  sword-strokes  rain. 

He  hies  him  into  the  Aliscamp, — 

No  shelter  there! 
A  Moorish  hive  is  the  home  of  the  dead, 
And  hard  he  spurs  his  goodly  steed 

In  his  despair. 

Over  the  mountain  and  over  the  moor 

Flies  Count  Guillaume; 
By  sun  and  by  moon  he  ever  sees 
The  coming  cloud  of  his  enemies; 

Thus  gains  his  home. 

Halts  and  lifts  at  the  castle  gate; 

A  mighty  cry. 
Calling  his  haughty  wife  by  name; 
"Guibour,  Guibour,  my  gentle  dame, 

Open!     'Tis  I! 

■Open  the  gate  to  thy  Guillaume  I 

Ta'en  is  the  city 
By  thirty  thousand  Saracen, 
Lo,  they  are  hunting  me  to  my  den: 

Guibour,  have  pity  I* 
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But  the  countess  from  the  rampart  cried, 

<^  Nay,  chevalier, 
I  will  not  open  my  gates  to  thee ; 
For,  save  the  women  and  babes,'*  said  she, 

^<  Whom  I  shelter  here, 

*And  the  priest  who  keeps  the  lamps  alight, 

Alone  am  I. 
My  brave  Guillaum.s  and  his  barons  all 
Are  fighting  the  Moor  by  the  Aliscamp  wall. 

And  scorn  to  fly!** 

'^Guibour,  Guibour,  it  is  I  myself! 

And  those  men  of  mine 
(God  rest  their  souls!)  they  are  dead,**  he  cried, 
®0r  rowing  with  slaves  on  the  salt  sea-tide. 

I  have  seen  the  shine 

*<0f  Aries  on  fire  in  the  dying  day; 

I  have  heard  one  shriek 
Go  up  from  all  the  arenas  where 
The  nuns  disfigure  their  bodies  fair 

Lest  the  Marran  wreak 

^  His  brutal  will.     Avignon's  self 

Will  fall  to-day! 
Sweetheart,  I  faint;   oh,  let  me  in 
Before  the  savage  Mograbin 

Fall  on  his  prey !  ** 

<*I  swear  thou  liest,**  cried  Guibour, 

<^Thou  base  deceiver! 
Thou  art  perchance  thyself  a  Moor 
Who  whinest  thus  outside  my  door;  — 

My  Guillaume,  never! 

*<  Guillaume  to  look  on  burning  towns 

And  fired  by  —  thee! 
Guillaume  to  see  his  comrades  die. 
Or  borne  to  sore  captivity, 

And  then  to  flee ! 

®He  knows  not  flight!     He  is  a  tower 

Where  others  fly! 
The  heathen  spoiler's  doom  is  sure, 
The  virgin's  honor  aye  secure, 

When  he  is  by!** 
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Guillaume  leapt  up,  his  bridle  set 

Between  his  teeth, 
While  tears  of  love  and  tears  of  shame 
Under  his  burning  eyelids  came, 

And  hard  drew  breath. 

And  seized  his  sword  and  plunged  his  spurs 

Right  deep,  and  so 
A  storm,  a  demon,  did  descend 
To  roar  and  smite,  to  rout  and  rend 

The  Moorish  foe. 

As  when  one  shakes  an  almond-tree. 

The  heathen  slain 
Upon  the  tender  grass  fall  thicks 
Until  the  flying  remnant  seek 

Their  ships  again. 

Four  kings  with  his  own  hand  he  slew. 

And  when  once  more 
He  turned  him  homeward  from  the  fight. 
Upon  the  drawbridge  long  in  sight 

Stood  brave  Guibour. 

**  By  the  great  gateway  enter  in. 

My  lord!^^  she  cried; 
And  might  no  further  welcome  speak, 
But  loosed  his  helm,  and  kissed  his  cheek. 

With  tears  of  pride. 

Translation  of  Harriet  Waters  Preston. 
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SAVAGE  at  once  and  sheer,  yon  tower  of  rocks; 
To  tufts  of  lavender  and  roots  of  box 
I  needs  must  cling,  and  as  my  feet  I  ground 
In  the  thin  soil,  the  little  stones  would  bound 
With  ringing  cry  from  off  the  precipice. 
And  plunge  in  horror-  down  the  long  abyss. 

Sometimes  my  path  along  the  mountain  face 
Would  narrow  to  a  thread;  I  must  retrace 
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My  steps  and  seek  some  longer,  wearier  way. 
And  if  I  had  turned  dizzy  in  that  day. 
Or  storm  had  overtaken  me,  then  sure 
I  had  lain  mangled  at  thy  feet,  Ventour. 

But  God  preserved  me.     Rarely  as  I  strove 
With  only  death  in  view,  I  heard  above 
Some  solitary  skylark  wing  her  flight 
Afar,  then  all  was  still.     Only  by  night 
God  visits  these  drear  places.     Cheery  hum 
Of  insect  rings  there  never.     All  is  dumb. 

Oft  as  the  skeleton  of  some  old  yew. 

In  a  deep  chasm,  caught  my  downward  view, 

"Thou  art  there!**  I  cried;  and  straightway  did  discover 

New  realms  of  wood  towering  the  others  over, 

A  deeper  depth  of  shadows.     Ah,  methought 

Those  were  enchanted  solitudes  I  sought! 

From  sun  to  sun  I  clambered,  clinging  fast 
Till  all  my  nails  were  broken.     At  the  last. 
The  utter  last, —  oh  palms  of  God, —  I  caught 
The  soft  larch  murmur  near  me,  and  distraught 
Embraced  the  foremost  trunk,  and  forward  fell ; 
How  broken,  drenched,  and  dead,  no  words  can  tell! 

But  sleep  renews.     I  slept,  and  with  the  dawn 
A  fresh  wind  blew,  and  all  the  pain  was  gone, 
And  I  rose  up,  both  stout  of  limb  and  glad; 
Bread  in  my  sack  for  nine  full  days  I  had, — 
A  drinking-flask,  a  hatchet,  and  a  knife 
Wherewith  to  carve  the  story  of  my  strife 

Upon  the  trunks.     Ah !  fine  that  early  breeze 

On  old  Ventour,  rushing  through  all  the  trees! 

A  symphony  sublime  I  seemed  to  hear, 

Where  all  the  hills  and  vales  gave  answer  clear, 

Harmonious.     In  a  stately  melancholy. 

From  the  sun's  cheerful  glances  hidden  wholly 

By  the  black  raiment  of  their  foliage, 

The  larches  rose.     No  tempest's  utmost  rage 

Could  shake  them,  but  with  huge  limbs  close  entwined, 

Mutely  they  turned  their  faces  to  the  wind; 

Some  hoar  with  mold  and  moss,  while  some  lay  prone, 

Shrouded  in  the  dead  leaves  of  years  agone. 

Translation  of  Harriet  Waters  Preston. 
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THE  EPILOGUE,  FROM  <NERTO> 
From  the  Atlantic  Monthly.     By  permission  of  Houghton,  Mifflin  &  Co. 

IF  HAPLY  some  day,  reader  bland, 
Thou  voyagest  through  St.  Gabriel's  land, 
Caring  for  aught  that  might  avail 
To  prove  the  truth  of  this  my  tale, 
There  in  the  levels  fair  with  corn 
Thou  shalt  behold  my  nun  forlorn, 
Bearing  upon  her  marble  brow- 
Lucifer's  lightning  mark.     But  now. 
Mute  as  a  milestone.     All  these  years 
The  murmur  of  budding  life  she  hears; 
And  the  white  snails  for  coolness  hide 
Her  rigid  vesture  folds  inside, 
Mint-perfumed;  while  about  her.  feet 
The  shadow  turns,  the  seasons  fleet, 
And  everything  beneath  the  sun 
Changes,  except  the  lonely  nun. 
Mute,  said  I  ?  nay,  the  whisper  goes 
That  here,  when  high  midsummer  glows. 
There  breathes  at  noon  a  dulcet  tone. 
Lay  then  thine  ear  against  the  stone. 
And  if  thou  hearest  aught  at  all, 
'Twill  be  the  hymn  angelical. 
St.  Gabriel  hath,  not  far  away. 
An  ancient,  small  basilica; 
Sorrowful,  as  it  would  appear. 
Because  for  now  so  many  a  year 
No  Christian  footstep  thither  goes; 
But  there  the  guardian  olive  grows, 
And  in  the  archivolt  of  the  door, 
St.  Gabriel  —  kneeling  as  of  yore  — 
Says  Ave  to  Our  Lady,  while 
The  snaky  author  of  all  gnile. 
Twining  around  the  knowledge-tree. 
Lures  from  their  primal  innocency 
Adam'  and  Eve.     A  silent  place : 
The  careless  hind  upon  his  ways 
Mayhap  salutes  the  Queen  Divine, 
But  sets  no  candle  at  her  shrine. 
Only  the  blessed  plants  of  God, 
Among  the  court-yard  stones  untrod. 
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In  fissures  of  the  massy  wall, 

Between  the  roof  tiles,  over  all 

Take  root  and  beauteously  bloom, 

And  in  the  heat  their  wild  perfume 

Rises  like  altar  incense.     There 

God's  tiny  living  creatures  fare; 

Flutter  the  chickens  of  St.  John; 

Butterflies  light  and  waver  on; 

Among  the  grass  blades,  mute  and  lean 

The  mantis  kneels;  the  rifts  between 

Of  the  high  roof-ridge,  hides  the  bee 

His  honey  hoard  right  busily; 

'Neath  gauzy  wings,  the  livelong  day 

The  innocent  cicadas  play 

One  only  silver  tune;- — and  these 

Are  as  the  parish  families 

Who  throng  the  door,  and  tread  the  choir 

Evermore  gilt  by  sunshine.     Higher 

In  window  niches,  v;ith  the  wind 

For  organ  bass,  the  sparrows  find 

Their  place,  and  emulously  swell 

The  lauds  of  that  good  Gabriel 

Who  saves  them  from  the  hawk.     And  I, 

Maillano's  minstrel,  passing  by 

Thy  widowed  church,  this  very  day. 

Did  enter  in,  and  softly  lay  — 

O  Gabriel  of  Tarascon!  — 

Upon  thy  altar  this  my  song: 

A  simple  tale,  new  come  to  light. 

And  only  with  thy  glory  bright. 

Translation  of  Harriet  Waters  Preston. 


THE  ALISCAMP 

From   <Nerto,*  in  the  Atlantic  Monthly.     By  permission  of  Houghton,  Miffin 

&  Co. 

FAR  below  Aries  in  those  old  days 
Spread  that  miraculous  burial-place. 
The  Aliscamp  of  history, 
With  legend  fraught,  and  mystery, 
All  full  of  tombs  and  chapels  thrust. 
And  hilly  with  heaps  of  human  dust. 
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This  is  the  legend  ever  told: — 
When  good  St.  Trophimus  of  old 
The  ground  would  consecrate,  not  one 
Of  all  the  congregation 
Of  fathers 'met,  so  meek  they  were, 
Dared  sprinkle  the  holy  water  there. 
Then,  ringed  about  with  cloud  and  flame 
Of  angels,  out  of  heaven  came 
Our  Lord  himself  to  bless  the  spot, 
And  left — if  the  tale  erreth  not  — 
The  impress  of  his  bended  knee 
Rock-graven.     Howso  this  may  be. 
Full  oft  a  swarm  of  angels  white 
Bends  hither,  on  a  tranquil  night, 
Singing  celestial  harmonies. 
Wherefore  the  spot  so  holy  is, 
No  man  would  slumber  otherwhere; 
But  hither  kings  and  priests  repair. 
And  here  earth's  poor;   and  every  one 
Hath  here  his  deep-wrought  funeral  stone 
Or  pinch  of  dust  from  Palestine: 
The  powers  of  hell  in  vain  combine 
'Gainst  happy  folk  in  slumber  found 
Under  the  cross,  in  that  old  ground. 
And  all  along  the  river  clear, 
With  silver  laid  upon  the  bier 
For  burial  fees,  men  launched  and  sped 
Upon  the  wave  their  kinsfolk  dead 
Who  longed  in  Aliscamp  to  lie; 
Then,  as  the  coffins  floated  by, 
Balancing  on  the  waters  bright. 
All  sailors  turned  them  at  the  sight. 
And  helped  the  little  skiffs  ashore. 
And  signed  the  cross  the  sleepers  o'er. 
And  kneeling  under  the  willow-trees, 
Piously  prayed  for  their  souls'  peace. 

Translation  of  Harriet  Waters  Preston. 
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DONALD     G.     MITCHELL 

(IK    MARVEL) 

(1822-1908) 


|t  was  in  1850  that  the  (Reveries  of  a  Bachelor)  —  far  the  most 
popular  of  INIitchell's  books  —  made  its  public  appearance, 
and  instantly  won  for  (dk  INIarvel))  the  kindly  feeling  of  the 
young  people  of  the  land,  —  of  the  young  of  all  ages.  It  kept  its  place 
securely  for  half  a  century. 

There  is  always  a  new  generation  coming  forward,  to  the  members 
of  which  the  brightness  of  the  sunshine,  and  the  freshness  of  the  air, 
and  the  g^reenness  of  the  woods  and  fields,  appeal;   whose  hearts  are 

full  of  romance,  and  whose  minds  are  full 
of  hope  and  enthusiasm:  and  even  when 
mayhap  youth  has  taken  flight,  there  is  with 
some  —  it  is  to  be  hoped  with  many  —  a 
kindly  response  to  the  thoughts,  the  dreams, 
the  hopes,  and  the  ambitions  of  the  days  of 
youth:  — 

<'A  boy's  ^v^ll  is  the  \vind's  will, 
And    the    thoughts    of    youth    are     long,    long 
thoughts.') 

A    certain    French    professor    once    said, 
referring    to    *  Evangeline,^    ^*  What    have    I 
Donald  G.  Mitchell     to  do  with  that  cow?>^    The  <  Reveries  of  a 

Bachelor '  and  *  Dream  Life  *  were  not  writ- 
ten for  such  as  he,  nor  do  they  appeal  to  the  taste  which  is  gratified 
by  much  of  the  French  and  not  a  little  of  the  English  school  of 
to-day;  but  they  are  true  to  youth  in  every  age,  and  grateful  to  the 
unspoiled  appetite  to  which  they  appeal. 

They  are  exuberant.  They  are  books  of  sentiment  —  some  would 
say  even  of  sentimentalism.  Yet  the  sentiment  is  as  eternal  as  the 
race;  and  deep  down  in  his  heart  the  critic  responds  to  it,  unless  his 
lost  youth  be  not  only  lost  but  forgotten — buried  in  Lethe.  The  love 
that  is  the  theme  of  these  books  may  be  vealy;  but  he  is  to  be  pitied 
who  has  no  chord  far  within  which  vibrates  in  response  to  its  por- 
trayal, with  a  feeling  which  is  pure,  positive,  and  intense.  And  the 
nature  of  the  life  which  they  depict  may  be  simple,  but  it  is  never- 
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theless  based  upon  the  eternal  verities.  .  It  is  a  comfort  to  the  reader, 
and  sets  him  up  a  little  in  his  own  esteem,  that  after  knocking  about 
this  world  for  forty  years,  —  this  world  which  each  sometimes  thinks 
that  he  could  reconstruct  upon  a  better  plan, —  he  can  again  take  up 
the  <  Reveries  of  a  Bachelor,'  and  read  it  with  much  the  same  feel- 
ings with  which  he  read  it  when  he,  it,  and  the  world  were  young. 
And  it  speaks  well  for  the  book  itself  that  this  can  be;  for  only  a 
book  which  is  sound  at  the  core,  and  which  appeals  to  a  true  and 
abiding  sentiment  in  the  race, —  only  a  book  which  also  has  definite 
literary  merit, — could  endure  this  test. 

In  the  preface  to  an  edition  printed  in  1863,  its  author  said:  — 

«My  publisher  has  written  me  that  the  old  type  of  this  book  of  the  <  Rev- 
eries' are  so  far  worn  and  battered  that  they  will  bear  no  further  usage;  and 
in  view  of  a  new  edition,  he  asks  for  such  revision  of  the  text  as  I  may  deem 
judicious,  and  for  a  few  lines  in  way  of  preface. 

«I  began  the  re\'ision.  I  scored  out  word  after  word;  presently  I  came 
to  the  scoring  out  of  paragraphs;  and  before  I  had  done,  I  was  making  my 
scores  by  the  page. 

« It  would  never  do.  It  might  be  the  better,  but  it  would  not  be  the  same. 
I  cannot  lop  away  those  twelve  swift,  changeful  years  that  are  gone. 

« Middle  age  does  not  look  on  life  like  youth;  we  cannot  make  it.  And 
why  mix  the  years  and  the  thoughts  ?  Let  the  young  carry  their  own  burdens 
and  banner ;   and  we  —  ours. 

«I  have  determined  not  to  touch  the  book.  A  race  has  grown  up  which 
may  welcome  its  youngness,  and  find  a  spirit  or  a  sentiment  in  it  that  cleaves 
to  them,  and  cheers  them,  and  is  true.     I  hope  they  will.'' 

The  instinct  of  the  author  was  sound.  The  printer's  types  may 
have  been  worn  and  battered,  but  the  types  of  youth  were  still  fresh 
and  true  and  clear  cut.  They  were  types  of  American  — of  New 
England  —  humanity,  biit  also  of  universal  humanity  as  well;  and  so 
the  books  were  appreciated  when  translated  into  another  tongue. 

In  later  years  Mr.  Mitchell  published  a  novel  more  ambitious 
in  intention,  <Dr.  Johns,'  in  which  the  motif  \%  the  contrast  between 
the  life  of  a  retired  village  of  Puritan  Connecticut  and  that  of  the 
South  of  France.  It  is  full  of  carefully  drawn  pictures  of  the  former,^ 
pictures  drawn  by  one  whose  early  life  had  been  spent  amid  just 
such  scenes.  A  different  life  —  that  of  the  metropolis  in  the  days 
of  the  <  Potiphar  Papers'  and  Mr.  Brown  of  Grace  Church  — is  de- 
picted with  a  satiric  pen  in  the  Lorgnette,  which  was  issued  anony- 
mously,  and  periodically,  after  the  manner  of  the  Spectator;  and  in 
<  Fudge  Doings,'  a  slight  novel  of  New  York  society  (which  appears 
in  the  <  Grand  Dictionnaire  Universel  du  XIX"  Siecle,  par  Pierre 
Larousse,'  as  <Aventures  de  la  Famille  Doings').  He  also  rewrote 
for  children  a  number  of  familiar  tales,  under  the  title  <About  Old 
Story-Tellers,'  and  did  other  work  of    a   similar   character.      He    was 
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also  a  traveler;  and  his  first  book,  ^  Fresh  Gleanings,  or  a  New  Sheaf 
from  the  Old  Fields  of  Continental  Europe,^  which  was  published  in 
1847,  was  the  fruit  of  his  maiden  tour.  His  sketches  are  very  unequal 
in  interest,  and  are  interspersed  with  stories  picked  up  here  and  there. 
The  work  is  marked  by  an  immaturity,  the  gradual  disappearance  of 
which  it  is  interesting  to  follow  in  succeeding  volumes.  After  this 
came,  two  years  later,  <The  Battle  Summer^  —  Paris  in  1848.  This  is 
written  in  short  fragmentary  paragraphs,  and  apparently  under  the 
spell  of  Victor  Hugo;  and  would  be  more  valuable  to  the  reader  of 
to-day  if  it  appeared  'to  be  more  absolutely  a  record  of  personal  obser- 
vation of  the  dramatic  period  of  which  it  treats,  like  that  of  Victor 
Hugo  in  the  later  ^  Histoire  d'un  Crime.  ^ 

He  was  also  a  frequent  lecturer  on  literature  and  history;  and  in 
<  English  Lands,  Letters,  and  Kings*  he  gathered  pleasant  perceptive 
sketches  of  literature  and  social  forces  from  the  time  of  the  Celt  to 
the  time  of  Wordsworth. 

But  after  his  books  of  sentiment,  those  which  are  best  known  are 
his  books  upon  rural  life:  ^  My  Farm  at  Edgewood,*  <  Wet  Days  at 
Edge  wood,  *  <  Rural  Studies,  >  etc.;  written  from  the  standpoint  of  the 
man  of  letters  and  of  worldly  experience,  who  enjoys  to  the  utter- 
most the  varying  aspects  of  nature,  the  growth  and  passing  of  vege- 
tation, and  the  changes  of  the  seasons.  These  books  are  full  of 
prudent  caution  to  the  over-sanguine,  of  wise  advice,  of  healthy 
delight  in  the  contest  of  man  with  nature. 

Mr,  Mitchell  was  born  at  Norwich,  Connecticut,  April  12th,  1822; 
was  gradviated  at  Yale  College  in  1841  ;  studied  law;  was  appointed 
United  States  Consul  at  Venice  in  1853,  remaining  there  however  but 
a  short  time;  and  in  1855  purchased  the  farm  near  New  Haven  which 
he  called  Edgewood,  and  where  he  afterwards  made  his  home.  He 
died  December  15,    1908. 


OVER   A  WOOD    FIRE 
From  < Reveries  of  a  Bachelor >:   Charles  Scribner  &  Co.,  New  York 

I    HAVE  got  a  quiet  farm-house  in  the   country, —  a  very  humble 
place  to  be   sure,  tenanted  by  a  worthy   enough  man   of  the 
old  New  England  stamp,   where  I  sometimes  go  for  a  day  or 
two  in  the  winter,  to  look  over  the  farm  accounts  and  to  see  how 
the  stock  is  thriving  on  the  winter's  keep. 

One  side  the  door,  as  you  enter  from  the  porch,  is  a  little 
parlor,  scarce  twelve  feet  by  ten,  with  a  cozy-looking  fireplace,  a 
heavy  oak  floor,  a  couple  of  arm-chairs  and  a  brown  table  with 
carved  lions'  feet.     Out  of  this  room  opens  a  little  cnbinet,  only 
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big  enough  for  a  broad  bachelor  bedstead,  where  I  sleep  upon 
feathers,  and  wake  in  the  morning  with  my  eye  upon  a  saucy- 
colored  lithographic  print  of  some  fancy  **  Bessy,  '^ 

It  happens  to  be  the  only  house  in  the  world  of  which  I  am 
bona  fide  owner;  and  I  take  a  vast  deal  of  comfort  in  treating  it 
just  as  I  choose.  I  manage  to  break  some  article  of  furniture 
almost  every  time  I  pay  it  a  visit;  and  if  I  cannot  open  the 
window  readily  of  a  morning,  to  breathe  the  fresh  air,  I  knock 
out  a  pane  or  two  of  glass  with  my  boot,  I  lean  against  the 
walls  in  a  very  old  arm-chair  there  is  on  the  premises,  and 
scarce  ever  fail  to  worry  such  a  hole  in  the  plastering  as  would 
set  me  down  for  a  round  charge  for  damages  in  town,  or  make 
a  prim  housewife  fret  herself  into  a  raging  fever.  I  laugh  out 
loud  with  myself,  in  my  big  arm-chair,  when  I  think  that  I  am 
neither  afraid  of  one  nor  the  other. 

As  for  the  fire,  I  keep  the  little  hearth  so  hot  as  to  warm 
half  the  cellar  below,  and  the  whole  space  between  the  jambs 
roars  fcr  hours  together  with  white  flame.  To  be  sure,  the 
windows  are  not  very  tight,  between  broken  panes  and  bad  joints; 
so  that  the  fire,  large  as  it  is,  is  by  no  means  an  extravagant 
comfort. 

As  night  approaches,  I  have  a  huge  pile  of  oak  and  hickory 
placed  beside  the  hearth;  I  put  out  the  tallow  candle  on  the 
mantel  (using  the  family  snuffers,  with  one  leg  broken) — then, 
drawing  my  chair  directly  in  front  of  the  blazing  wood,  and  set- 
ting one  foot  on  each  of  the  old  iron  fire-dogs,  until  they  grow 
too  warm,  I  dispose  myself  for  an  evening  of  such  sober  and 
thoughtful  quietude  as  I  believe,  on  my  soul,  that  very  few  of 
my  fellow-men  have  the  good  fortune  to  enjoy. 

My  tenant,  meantime,  in  the  other  room,  I  can  hear  now  and 
then  —  though  there  is  a  thick  stone  chimney  and  broad  entry 
between  —  multiplying  contrivances  with  his  wife,  to  put  two 
babies  to  sleep.  This  occupies  them,  I  should  say,  usually  an 
hour;  though  my  only  measure  of  time  (for  I  never  carry  a 
watch  into  the  country)  is  the  blaze  of  my  fire.  By  ten,  or  there- 
abouts, my  stock  of  wood  is  nearly  exhausted;  I  pile  upon  the 
hot  coals  what  remains,  and  sit  watching  how  it  kindles,  and 
blazes,  and  goes  out — even  like  our  joys!  —  and  then  slip  by  the 
light  of  the  embers  into  my  bed,  where  I  luxuriate  in  such  sound 
and  healthful  slumber  as  only  such  rattling  window  frames  and 
country  air  can  supply. 
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But  to  return:  the  other  evening  —  it  happened  to  be  on  my 
last  visit  to  my  farm-house  —  when  I  had  exhausted  all  the  ordi- 
nary rural  topics  of  thought:  had  formed  all  sorts  of  conjectures 
as  to  the  income  of  the  year;  had  planned  a  new  wall  around 
one  lot,  and  the  clearing  up  of  another,  now  covered  with  patri- 
archal wood;  and  wondered  if  the  little  rickety  house  would  not 
be  after  all  a  snug  enough  box  to  live  and  to  die  in, —  I  fell  on 
a  sudden  into  such  an  unprecedented  line  of  thought,  which  took 
such  deep  hold  of  my  sympathies,  sometimes  even  starting  tears, 
that  I  determined  the  next  day  to  set  as  much  of  it  as  I  could 
recall,  on  paper. 

Something  —  it  may  have  been  the  home-looking  blaze  (I  am 
a  bachelor  of  say  six-and-twenty),  or  possibly  a  plaintive  cry  of 
the  baby  in  my  tenant's  room — had  suggested  to  me  the  thought 
of  —  Marriage. 

I  piled  upon  the  heated  fire-dogs  the  last  armful  of  my  wood; 
and  now,  said  I,  bracing  myself  courageously  between  the  arms 
of  my  chair, —  I'll  not  flinch;  —  I'll  pursue  the  thought  wherever 

it  leads,  though  it  leads  me  to  the  D (I  am  apt  to  be  hasty) 

—  at  least  —  continued  I,  softening — imtil  my  fire  is  out. 

The  wood  was  green,  and  at  first  showed  no  disposition  to 
blaze.  It  smoked  furiously.  Smoke,  thought  I,  always  goes 
before  blaze;  and  so  does  doubt  go  before  decision:  and  my 
Revery,  from  that  very  starting-point,  slipped  into  this  shape:  — 

I.     Smoke  —  Signifying  Doubt 

A  WIFE?  —  thought  I;  —  yes,  a  wife! 

And  why  ? 

And  pray,  my  dear  sir,  why  not  —  why?  Why  not  doubt; 
why  not  hesitate ;   why  not  tremble  ? 

Does  a  man  buy  a  ticket  in  a  lottery  —  a  poor  man,  whose 
whole  earnings  go  in  to  secure  the  ticket  —  without  trembling, 
hesitating,  and  doubting  ? 

Can  a  man  stake  his  bachelor  respectability,  his  independence 
and  comfort,  upon  the  die  of  absorbing,  unchanging,  relentless 
marriage,  without  trembling  at  the  venture  ? 

Shall  a  man  who  has  been  free  to  chase  his  fancies  over  the 
wide  world,  without  let  or  hindrance,  shut  himself  up  to  marriage- 
ship,  within  four  walls  called  home,  that  are  to  claim  him,  his 
time,  his  trouble,  and  his  tears,  thenceforward  forevermore,  with- 
out doubts  thick  and  thick -coming  as  smoke  ? 
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Shall  he  who  has  been  hitherto  a  mere  observer  of  other 
men's  cares  and  business  —  moving  off  where  they  made  him  sick 
of  heart,  approaching  whenever  and  wherever  they  made  him 
gleeful  —  shall  he  now  undertake  administration  of  just  such  cares 
and  business,  without  qualms  ?  Shall  he,  whose  whole  life  has 
been  but  a  nimble  succession  of  escapes  from  trifling  difficulties, 
now  broach  without  doubtings  that  matrimony,  where  if  difficulty 
beset  him  there  is  no  escape  ?  Shall  this  brain  of  mine,  careless- 
working,  never  tired  of  idleness,  feeding  on  long  vagaries  and 
high  gigantic  castles,  dreaming  out  beatitudes  hour  by  hour — • 
turn  itself  at  length  to  such  dull  task-work  as  thinking  out  a 
livelihood  for  wife  and  children  ? 

Where  thenceforward  will  be  those  sunny  dreams  in  which  I 
have  warmed  my  fancies  and  my  heart,  and  lighted  my  eye  with 
crystal  ?  This  very  marriage,  which  a  brilliant-working  imagina- 
tion has  invested  time  and  again  with  brightness  and  delight, 
can  serve  no  longer  as  a  mine  for  teeming  fancy:  all,  alas,  will 
be  gone  —  reduced  to  the  dull  standard  of  the  actual!  No  more 
room  for  intrepid  forays  of  imagination,  no  more  gorgeous  realm- 
making —  all  will  be  over! 

Why  not,  I  thought,  go  on  dreaming? 

Can  any  wife  be  prettier  than  an  after-dinner  fancy,  idle 
and  yet  vivid,  can  paint  for  you  ?  Can  any  children  make  less 
noise  than  the  little  rosy-cheeked  ones  who  have  no  existence 
except  in  the  omninvi  gatherum  of  your  own  brain  ?  Can  any 
housewife  be  more  unexceptionable  than  she  who  goes  sweeping 
daintily  the  cobwebs  that  gather  in  your  dreams  ?  Can  any 
domestic  larder  be  better  stocked  than  the  private  larder  of 
your  head  dozing  on  a  cushioned  chair-back  at  Delmonico's  ?  Can 
any  family  purse  be  better  filled  than  the  exceeding  plump  one 
you  dream  after  reading  such  pleasant  books  as  'Munchausen*  or 
'  Typee '  ? 

But  if,  after  all,  it  must  be  —  duty,  or  what-not,  making  provo- 
cation—  what  then?  And  I  clapped  my  feet  hard  against  the 
fire-dogs,  and  leaned  back,  and  turned  my  face  to  the  ceiling,  as 
much  as  to  say :  —  <' And  where  on  earth,  then,  shall  a  poor  devil 
look  for  a  wife  ? " 

Somebody  says — Lyttleton  or  Shaftesbury,  I  think  —  that 
<<  marriages  would  be  happier  if  they  were  all  arranged  by  the 
Lord  Chancellor. »  Unfortunately,  we  have  no  Lord  Chancellor  to 
make  this  commutation  of  our  misery. 
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Shall  a  man,  then,  scour  the  country  on  a  mule's  back,  like 
honest  Gil  Bias  of  Santillane;  or  shall  he  make  application  to 
some  such  intervening  providence  as  Madame  St.  Marc,  who,  as 
I  see  by  the  Presse,  manages  these  matters  to  one's  hand,  for 
some  five  per  cent,  on  the  fortunes  of  the  parties  ? 

I  have  trouted,  when  the  brook  was  so  low  and  the  sky  so 
hot  that  I  might  as  well  have  thrown  my  fly  upon  the  turnpike; 
and  I  have  hunted  hare  at  noon,  and  woodcock  in  snow-time, 
never  despairing,  scarce  doubting:  but  for  a  poor  hunter  of  his 
kind,  without  traps  or  snares,  or  any  aid  of  police  or  constabu- 
lary, to  traverse  the  world,  where  are  swarming,  on  a  moderate 
computation,  some  three  hundred  and  odd  millions  of  unmarried 
women,  for  a  single  capture  —  irremediable,  unchangeable  —  and 
yet  a  capture  which  by  strange  metonymy,  not  laid  down  in  the 
books,  is  ver}^  apt  to  turn  captor  into  captive,  and  make  game 
of  hunter — all  this  surely,  surely  may  make  a  man  shrug  with 
doubt ! 

Then,  again,  there  are  the  plaguy  wife's  relations.  Who 
knows  how  many  third,  fourth,  or  fifth  cousins  will  appear  at 
careless  complimentary  intervals,  long  after  you  had  settled  into 
the  placid  belief  that  all  congratulatory'-  visits  were  at  an  end  ? 
How  many  twisted-headed  brothers  will  be  putting  in  their  ad- 
vice,  as  a  friend  to  Peggy  ? 

How  many  maiden  aunts  will  come  to  spend  a  month  or  two 
with  their  ^^  dear  Peggy,**  and  want  to  know  every  tea-time  "if 
she  isn't  a  dear  love  of  a  wife  **  ?  Then  dear  father-in-law  will 
beg  (taking  dear  Peggy's  hand  in  his)  to  give  a  little  wholesome 
counsel;  and  will  be  very  sure  to  advise  just  the  contrary  of 
what  you  had  determined  to  undertake.  And  dear  mamma-in- 
law  must  set  her  nose  into  Pegg>''s  cupboard,  and  insist  upon 
having  the  key  to  your  own  private  locker  in  the  wainscot. 

Then,  perhaps,  there  is  a  little  bevy  of  dirty-nosed  nephews 
who  come  to  spend  the  holidays,  and  eat  up  your  East  India 
sweetmeats;  and  who  are  forever  tramping  over  your  head  of 
raising  the  Old  Harry  below,  while  you  are  busy  with  your  clients 
Last,  and  worse,  is  some  fidgety  old  uncle,  forever  too  cold  oi 
too  hot,  who  vexes  you  with  his  patronizing  airs,  and  impudently 
kisses  his  little  Peggy! 

That  could  be  borne,  however;  for  perhaps  he  has  promised 
ills  fortune  to  Peggy.  Peggy,  then,  will  be  rich  (and  the  thought 
made    me    rub   my    shins,    which   were    now   getting   comfortably 
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warm  upon  the  fire-dogs).  Then  she  will  be  forever  talking  of 
her  fortune ;  and  pleasantly  reminding  you,  on  occasion  of  a  favor- 
ite purchase,  how  lucky  that  sJie  had  the  means;  and  dropping 
hints  about  economy;    and  buying  very  extravagant  Paisleys. 

She  will  annoy  you  by  looking  over  the  stock-list  at  breakfast- 
time;  and  mention  quite  carelessly  to  your  clients  that  she  is 
interested  in   such  or  such   a  speculation. 

She  will  be  provokingly  silent  when  you  hint  to  a  tradesman 
that  you  have  not  the  money  by  you  for  his  small  bill:  in  short, 
she  will  tear  the  life  out  of  you,  making  you  pay  in  righteous 
retribution  of  annoyance,  grief,  vexation,  shame,  and  sickness  of 
heart,  for  the  superlative  folly  of  "  marrying  rich.  '^ 

But  if  not  rich,  then  poor.  Bah!  the  thought  made  me  stir 
the  coals;  but  there  was  still  no  blaze.  The  paltry  earnings  you 
are  able  to  wring  out  of  clients  by  the  sweat  of  your  brow  will 
now  be  all  our  income ;  you  will  be  pestered  for  pin-money,  and 
pestered  with  your  poor  wife's  relations.  Ten  to  one,  she  will 
stickle  about  taste, — "Sir  Visto's,'* — and  want  to  make  this  so 
pretty,  and  that  so  charming,  if  she  only  had  the  means;  and  is 
sure  Paul  (a  kiss)  can't  deny  his  Httle  Peggy  such  a  trifling  sum, 
and  all  for  the  common  benefit. 

Then  she,  for  one,  means  that  her  children  shan't  go  a-beg- 
ging for  clothes, —  and  another  pull  at  the  purse.  Trust  a  poor 
mother  to  dress  her  children  in  finery! 

Perhaps  she  is  ugly;  not  noticeable  at  first,  but  growing  on 
her,  and  (what  is  worse)  growing  faster  on  you.  You  wonder 
why  you  didn't  see  that  vulgar  nose  long  ago;  and  that  lip  — 
it  is  very  strange,  you  think,  that  you  ever  thought  it  pretty. 
And  then  to  come  to  breakfast  with  her  hair  looking  as  it  does, 
and  you  not  so  much  as  daring  to  say,  ^^  Peggy,  do  brush  your 
hair!'*  Her  foot  too  —  not  very  bad  when  decently  chaussee — 
but  now  since  she's  married  she  does  wear  such  infernal  slip- 
pers! And  yet  for  all  this,  to  be  prigging  up  for  an  hour  when 
any  of  my  old  chums  come  to  dine  with  me! 

« Bless  your  kind  hearts!  my  dear  fellows, »  said  I,  thnisting 
the  tongs  into  the  coals,  and  speaking  out  loud,  as  if  my  voice 
could  reach  from  Virginia  to  Paris — "not  married  yet!'* 

Perhaps  Peggy  is  pretty  enough  —  only  shrewish. 

No  matter  for  cold  coffee:  you  should  have  been  up  before. 

What  sad,  thin,  poorly  cooked  chops  to  eat  with  your  rolls! 

She  thinks  they  are  very  good,  and  wonders  how  you  can  set 
such  an  example  to  your  children.  . 
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The  butter  is  nauseating. 

She  has  no  other,  and  hopes  you'll  not  raise  a  storm  about 
butter  a  little  turned.  I  think  I  see  myself,  ruminated  I,  sitting 
meekly  at  table,  scarce  daring  to  lift  up  my  eyes,  utterly  fagged 
out  with  some  quarrel  of  yesterday,  choking  down  detestably 
sour  muflfins,  that  my.  wife  thinks  are  ^*  delicious,*^ — slipping  in 
dried  mouthfuls  of  burnt  ham  off  the  side  of  my  fork-tines, — 
slipping  off  my  chair  sideways  at  the  end,  and  slipping  out  with 
my  hat  between  my  knees,  to  business,  and  never  feeling  myself 
a  competent,  sound-minded  man  till  the  oak  door  is  between  me 
and  Peggy! 

^*  Ha,  ha, —  not  yet!^^  said  I;  and  in  so  earnest  a  tone,  that 
my  dog  started  to  his  feet,  cocked  his  eye  to  have  a  good  look 
into  my  face,  met  my  smile  of  triumph  with  an  amiable  wag  of 
the  tail,  and  curled  up  again  in  the  corner. 

Again,  Peggy  is  rich  enough,  well  enough,  mild  enough,  only 
she  doesn't  care  a  fig  for  you.  She  has  married  you  because 
father  or  grandfather  thought  the  match  eligible,  and  because 
she  didn't  wish  to  disoblige  them.  Besides,  she  didn't  positively 
hate  you,  and  thought  you  were  a  respectable  enough  young  per- 
son ;  —  she  has  told  you  so  repeatedly  at  dinner.  She  wonders 
you  like  to  read  poetry;  she  wishes  you  would  buy  her  a  good 
cook-book;  and  insists  upon  your  making  your  will  at  the  birth 
of  the  first  baby. 

She  thinks  Captain  So-and-So  a  splendid-looking  fellow,  and 
wishes  you  would  trim  up  a  little,  were  it  only  for  appearance's 
sake. 

You  need  not  hurry  up  from  the  office  so  early  at  night:  she, 
bless  her  dear  heart!  does  not  feel  lonely.  You  read  to  her  a 
love  tale:  she  interrupts  the  pathetic  parts  with  directions  to  her 
seamstress.  You  read  of  marriages:  she  sighs,  and  asks  if  Cap- 
tain So-and-So  has  left  town !  She  hates  to  be  mewed  up  in  a 
cottage,  or  between  brick  walls:   she  does  so  love  the  Springs! 

But  again,  Peggy  loves  you;  at  least  she  swears  it,  with  her 
hand  on  the  ^Sorrows  of  Werther. *  She  has  pin-money  which 
she  spends  for  the  Literary  World  and  the  *  Friends  in  Council.* 
She  is  not  bad-looking,  save  a  bit  too  much  of  forehead;  nor 
is  she  sluttish,  unless  a  neglige'  till  three  o'clock,  and  an  ink- 
stain  on  the  forefinger,  be  sluttish ;  —  but  then  she  is  such  a  sad 
blue! 

You  never  fancied,  when  you  saw  her  buried  in  a  three- 
volume  novel,   that   it  was  anything  more   than   a  girh'sh   vagary; 
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and  when  she  quoted  Latin,  you  thought  innocently  that  she  had 
a  capital  memory  for  her  samplers. 

But  to  be  bored  eternally  about  divine  Dante  and  funny  Gol- 
doni  is  too  bad.  Your  copy  of  Tasso,  a  treasure  print  of  1680, 
is  all  bethumbed  and  dog's-eared,  and  spotted  with  baby-gruel. 
Even  your  Seneca  —  an  Elzevir  —  is  all  '  sweaty  with  handling. 
She  adores  La  Fontaine,  reads  Balzac  with  a  kind  of  artist  scowl, 
and  will  not  let  Greek  alone. 

You  hint  at  broken'  rest  and  an  aching  head  at  breakfast,  and' 
she  will  fling  you  a  scrap  of  Anthology  —  in  lieu  of  the  camphor- 
bottle —  or  chant  the  aiai  aiai  of  tragic  chorus. 

The  nurse  is  getting  dinner;  you  are  holding  the  baby:  Peggy 
is  reading  Bruyere. 

The  fire   smoked    thick   as   pitch,   and   puffed   out   little  clouds- 
over    the    chimney-piece.       I    gave    the    forestick    a    kick,   at    the 
thought  of  Peggy,   baby,   and  Bruyere. 

Suddenly    the    flame    flickered    bluely    athwart    the    smoke  — 
caught   at   a   twig   below  —  rolled   around   the    mossy  oak    stick  — 
twined    among    the    crackling    tree-limbs  —  mounted  —  lit    up    the 
whole  body  of  smoke,  and  blazed  out  cheerily  and  bright.     Doubt 
vanished  with  Smoke,   and  Hope  began  with  Flame. 

n.     Blaze  —  Signifying   Cheer 

I  PUSHED  my  chair  back;  drew  up  another;  stretched  out  my 
feet  cozily  upon  it,  rested  my  elbows  on  the  chair  arms,  leaned 
my  head  on  one  hand,  and  looked  straight  into  the  leaping  and 
dancing  flame. 

Love  is  a  flame  —  ruminated  I ;  and  (glancing  round  the  room) 
how  a  flame  brightens  up  a  man's  habitation ! 

**  Carlo, '^  said  I,  calling  up  my  dog  into  the  light,  "good  fel- 
low, Carlo ! "  and  I  patted  him  kindly,  and  he  wagged  his  tail, 
and  laid  his  nose  across  my  knee,  and  looked  wistfully  up  in  my 
face;  then  strode  away, —  turned  to  look  again,  and  lay  down  to 
sleep. 

"  Pho,  the  brute !^^  said  I;  "it  is  not  enough,  after  all,  to  like 
a  dog.^* 

If  now  in  that  chair  yonder, —  not  the  one  your  feet  lie 
upon,  but  the  other,  beside  you  —  closer  yet  —  were  seated  a  sweet- 
faced  girl,  with  a  pretty  little  foot  lying  out  upon  the  hearth,  a 
bit  of  lace  running  round  the  swelling  throat,  the  hair  parted  to 
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a  charm  over  a  forehead  fair  as  any  of  your  dreams  —  and  if 
you  could  reach  an  arm  around  that  chair-back,  without  fear  of 
giving  offense,  and  suffer  your  fingers  to  play  idly  with  those 
curls  that  escape  down  the  neck;  and  if  you  could  clasp  with 
your  other  hand  those  little  white  taper  fingers  of  hers,  which 
lie  so  temptingly  within  reach,  —  and  so  talk  softly  and  low  in 
presence  of  the  blaze,  while  the  hours  slip  without  knowledge, 
and  the  winter  winds  whistle  uncared-for ;  —  if,  in  short,  you 
were  no  bachelor,  but  the  husband  of  some  such  sweet  imas^e 
(dream,  call  it  rather), — would  it  not  be  far  pleasanter  than  this 
cold  single  night-sitting  —  counting  the  sticks  —  reckoning  the 
length  of  the  blaze  and  the  height  of  the   falling  snow  ? 

And  if  some  or  all  of  those  wild  vagaries  that  grow  on  your 
fancy  at  such  an  hour,  you  could  whisper  into  listening,  because 
loving  ears  —  ears  not  tired  with  listening,  because  it  is  you  who 
whisper  —  ears  ever  indulgent  because  eager  to  praise;  —  and  if 
your  darkest  fancies  were  lit  up,  not  merely  with  bright  wood 
fire,  but  with  a  ringing  laugh  of  that  sweet  face  turned  up  in 
fond  rebuke  —  how  far  better  than  to  be  waxing  black  and  sour 
over  pestilential  humors  —  alone  —  your  very  dog  asleep ! 

And  if  when  a  glowing  thought  comes  into  your  brain, 
quick  and  sudden,  you  could  tell  it  over  as  to  a  second  self,  to 
that  sweet  creatuie,  who  is  not  away,  because  she  loves  to  be 
there;  and  if  you  could  watch  the  thought  catching  that  girlish 
mind,  illuming  that  fair  brow,  sparkling  in  those  pleasantest  of 
eyes  —  how  far  better  than  to  feel  it  slumbering,  and  going  out, 

—  heavy,  lifeless,  and  dead,  in  your  own  selfish  fancy.  And  if  a 
generous  emotion  steals  over  you,  coming  you  know  not  whither, 

—  would  there  not  be  a  richer  charm  in  lavishing  it  in  caress  or 
endearing  word  upon  that  fondest  and  most  dear  one,  than  in 
patting  your  glossy-coated  dog,  or  sinking  lonely  to  smiling  slum- 
bers ? 

How  would  not  benevolence  ripen  with  such  monitor  to  task 
it!  How  would  not  selfishness  grow  faint  and  dull,  leaning  ever 
to  that  second  self,  which  is  the  loved  one!  How  would  not 
guile  shiver,  and  grow  weak,  before  that  girl-brow  and  eye  of 
innocence !  How  would  not  all  that  boyhood  prized  of  enthusi- 
asm,  and  quick  blood,  and  life,   renew  itself  in  such  a  presence! 

The  fire  was  getting  hotter,  and  I  moved  into  the  middle  of 
the  room.  The  shadows  the  flames  made  were  playing  like  fairy 
forms  over  floor  and  wall  and  ceiling. 
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My  fancy  would  surely  quicken,  thought  I,  if  such  a  being 
were  in  attendance.  Surely  imagination  would  be  stronger  and 
purer,  if  it  could  have  the  playful  fancies  of  dawning  womanhood 
to  delight  it.  All  toil  would  be  torn  from  mind-labor,  if  but 
another  heart  grew  into  this  present  soul,  quickening  it,  warming 
it,  cheering  it,  bidding  it  ever — God-speed! 

Her  face  would  make  a  halo,  rich  as  a  rainbow,  atop  of  all 
such  noisome  things  as  we  lonely  souls  call  trouble.  Her  smile 
would  illumine  the  blackest  of  crowding  cares;  and  darkness  that 
now  seats  you  despondent  in  your  solitary  chair  for  days  together, 
weaving  bitter  fancies,  dreaming  bitter  dreams,  would  grow  light 
and  thin,  and  spread  and  float  away  —  chased  by  that  beloved 
smile. 

Your  friend  —  poor  fellow!  —  dies;  —  never  mind:  that  gentle 
clasp  of  her  fingers,  as  she  steals  behind  you,  telling  you  not 
to  weep  — it  is   worth  ten   friends! 

Your  sister,  sweet  one,  is  dead  —  buried.  The  worms  are  busy 
with  all  her  fairness.  How  it  makes  you  think  earth  nothing  but 
a  spot  to  dig  graves  upon! 

It  is  more:  she,  she  says,  will  be  a  sister;  and  the  waving 
curls  as  she  leans  upon  your  shoulder,  touch  your  cheek,  and 
your  wet  eye  turns  to  meet  those  other  eyes. —  God  has  sent  his 
angel,   surely. 

Your  mother,  alas  for  it,  she  is  gone!  Is  there  any  bitterness 
to  a  youth,  alone  and  homeless,  like  this  ? 

But  you  are  not  homeless;  you  are  not  alone:  sJie  is  there; 
—  her  tears  softening  yours,  her  smile  lighting  yours,  her  grief 
killing  yours;  and  you  live  again,  to  assuage  that  kind  sorrow  of 
hers. 

Then  —  those  children,  rosy,  fair-haired;  no,  they  do  not 
disturb  you  with  their  prattle  now  —  they  are  yours!  Toss 
away  there  on  the  greensward  —  never  mind  the  hyacinths,  the 
snowdrops,  the  violets,  if  so  be  any  are  there:  the  perfume  of 
their  healthful  lips  is  worth  all  the  flowers  of  the  world.  No 
need  now  to  gather  wild  bouquets  to  love  and  cherish:  flower, 
tree,  gun,  are  all  dead  things;   things  livelier  hold  your  soul. 

And  she,  the  mother,  sweetest  and  fairest  of  all,  watching, 
tending,  caressing,  loving,  till  your  own  heart  grows  pained  with 
tenderest  jealousy,  and  cures  itself  with  loving. 

You  have.no  need  now  of  any  cold  lecture  to  teach  thankful- 
ness: your  heart  is  full  of  it.  No  need  now,  as  once,  of  burst- 
ing blossoms,  of  trees  taking  leaf,  and  greenness,  to  turn  thought 
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kindly  and  thankfully:  forever  beside  you  there  is  bloom,  and 
ever  beside  you  there  is  fruit,  —  for  which  eye,  heart,  and  soul 
are  full  of  unknown,  and  unspoken,  because  unspeakable,  thank- 
offering. 

And  if  sickness  catches  you,  binds  you,  lays  you  down  —  no 
lonely  moanings,  and  wicked  curses  at  careless-stepping  nurses. 
The  step  is  noiseless,  and  yet  distinct  beside  you.  The  white 
curtains  are  drawn,  or  withdrawn  by  the  magic  of  that  other 
presence;    and  the  soft  cool  hand  is  upon   your  brow. 

No   cold   comfortings   of    friend- watchers,    merely   come   in   to 
steal   a   word   away   from    that   outer   world    which   is   pulling   at 
their  skirts ;   but  ever  the  sad  shaded  brow  of  her  whose  lightest ' 
sorrow   for   your   sake   is   your  greatest   grief, —  if   it  were  not  a 
greater  joy. 

The  blaze  was  leaping  light  and  high,  and  the  wood  falling 
under  the  growing  heat. 

vSo,  continued  I,  this  heart  would  be  at  length  itself;  striving 
with  everything  gross,  even  now  as  it  clings  to  grossness.  Love 
would  make  its  strength  native  and  progressive.  Earth's  cares 
would  fly.  Joys  would  double.  Susceptibilities  be  quickened. 
Love  master  Self;  and  having  made  the  mastery,  stretch  onward 
and  upward  toward  Infinitude. 

And  if  the  end  came,  and  sickness  brought  that  follower  — 
Great  Follower  —  which  sooner  or  later  is  sure  to  come  after, 
then  the  heart  and  the  hand  of  Love,  ever  near,  are  giving  to 
your  tired  soul,  daily  and  hourly,  lessons  of  that  love  which  con- 
soles, which  triumphs,  which  circleth  all  and  centreth  in  all — « 
Love   Infinite  and  Divine ! 

Kind  hands  —  none  but  Jicrs — will  smooth  the  hair  upon  your 
brow  as  the  chill  grows  damp  and  heavy  on  it;  and  her  fingers 
—  none  but  hers  —  will  lie  in  yours  as  the  wasted  flesh  stiffens 
and  hardens  for  the  ground.  Her  tears  —  you  could  feel  no 
others,  if  oceans  fell  —  will  warm  your  drooping  features  once 
more  to  life;  once  more  your  eye,  lighted  in  joyous  triumph, 
kindle  in  her  smile,  and  then  — 

The  fire  fell  upon  the  hearth;  the  blaze  gave  a  last  leap  —  a 
flicker — then  another  —  caught  a  little  remaining  twig  —  blazed 
up  —  wavered  —  went  out. 

There  was  nothing  but  a  bed  of  glowing  embers,  over  which 
the  white  ashes  gathered  fast.  I  was  alone  with  only  my  dog 
for  company. 
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^R.  Weir  Mitchell  won  distinction  in  two  very  different  fields. 
He  had  an  international  reputation  as  a  specialist  in  nervous 
diseases,  while  as  a  writer  of  fiction  and  poetry  he  accom- 
plished work  of  dignity  and  worth. 

Silas  Weir  Mitchell  —  he  dropped  the  first  baptismal  name  —  was 
the  son  of  Dr.  John  Kearsley  Mitchell  of  Philadelphia,  in  which  city 
Weir  was  born  February  15th,  1S29.  He  was  educated  at  the  Uni- 
versity of  Pennsylvania,  and  at  Jefferson  Aledical  College,  whence  he 
was  graduated  in  1850.  He  soon  did  notable  work  in  the  study  of  snake 
poisons;  and  as  army  surgeon  in  the  Philadelphia  hospital  for  injuries 
to  the  nerves,  his  studies  of  nervous  affections  gave  him  a  high  place 
in  his  profession.  Besides  more  technical  publications,  his  medical 
works  include  a  number  of  popular  treatises. 

In  view  of  his  strenuous  and  successful  labor  in  medicine.  Dr. 
Mitchell  has  displayed  a  remarkable  activity  in  pure  literature.  His 
works  in  fiction  and  poetry  count  up  to  many  volumes,  and  appeared 
with  regular  frequency  during  a  period  of  over  thirty  years.  His 
first  fiction,  ( Hephzibah  Guinness,)  a  volume  containing  three  short 
stories,  appeared  in  iSSo;  and  it  was  followed  by  (In  War  Time)  in 
1SS4,  (Roland  Blake)  in  18S6,  and  (Characteristics)  in  1S93,  — the 
latter  not  fiction  strictly,  but  rather  a  series  of  conversations,  full  of 
suggestive  ideas,  and  often  brilliant  in  reflection  or  characterization. 
It  was  not  until  the  novel  (Hugh  Wynne,  Free  Quaker,)  in  1S97,  that 
Dr.  Mitchell  revealed  his  full  power  as  a  story-writer,  producing  a 
powerful  and  skillfully  wrought  art-work.  Quaker  life  and  war  life 
have  in  his  earlier  fiction  been  leading  themes  of  interest;  and  in  this 
fine  historical  study  of  Revolutionary  times  in  America,  these  blended 
in  a  story  of  much  picturesqueness,  movement,  and  dramatic  force. 
The  book,  while  full  of  accurate  delineations  of  the  bygone  day,  is 
written  in  a  romantic  spirit  which  gives  it  color  and  charm.  The 
analysis  of  human  nature  is  keen,  —  that  of  one  who  knows  men  and 
women  in  their  normal  and  morbid  manifestations,  but  who,  by  force 
of  the  poetic  imagination,  avoids  in  his  treatment  the  unpleasantly 
realistic  or  pessimistic.  (Hugh  Wynne)  certainly  must  be  included 
among  the  larger  works  of  American  historical-romantic  fiction. 

Dr.  jSIitchell  began  to  print  verse  in  18S2,  with  a  volume  entitled 
(The  Hill  of  Stones);  and  the  seven  books  which  he  subsequent!}'' 
published  were  gathered  in    1S96   into  the  single  volume  of  his    (Col- 
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lected  Poems.)  In  1900  appeared  (The  Wager  and  Other  Poems.)  He 
demonstrates  a  genuine  gift  as  a  verse-writer;  and  in  a  kind  less  often 
cultivated  with  success  by  modern  poets  —  the  dramatic  —  he  has  done 
fine  things.  His  historical  pieces,  (Francis  Drake)  and  (Philip  Vernon,) 
are  very  vigorous  and  pleasing,  and  show  a  sympathetic  comprehension 
of  Elizabethan  models,  a  skillful  handling  of  blank  verse,  and  a  virile 
imagination.  These  poems  are  dramatic  in  more  than  name  and  aim. 
The  lyrics  herewith  printed  show  Dr.  Mitchell's  happy  touch  in  lighter 
forms. 

Among  his  later  books  were  (Adventures  of  Francois)  (1898), 
(Autobiography  of  a  Quack)  (1900),  (Dr.  North  and  his  Friends) 
(1900),  (Little  Stories)  (1903),  (Constance  Trescot)  (1905),  (The  Red 
City)  (1908),  (The  Comfort  of  the  Hills)  (1909),  and  (John  Sherwood, 
Ironmaster)  (19 11). 

A  striking  figure  in  the  social  and  intellectual  life  of  his  city,  a 
rugged  personality  impressing  those  with  whom  its  came  in  contact, 
an  American  of  distinction,  exercising  high  talents  in  varied  activities. 
Weir  Mitchell's  contribution  to  letters  is  sufficient  to  give  him  honor- 
able enrollment    among   the    literary    men    of    his   land.      He    died   in 
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ANDRfi'S  FATE 

From  <Hugh  Wynne,  Free  Quaker.*     Copyright  1897,  by  the  Century 

Company 

ON  THE  2oth  of  September  I  was  desired  by  my  colonel  to  con- 
duct two  companies  from  Newark,  where  we  lay,  through 
the  gap  at  Ramapo,  New  Jersey,  to  the  main  army,  which 
at  this  date  was  camped,  as  I  have  said,  about  Tappan.  Being 
stout  and  well,  I  was  glad  to  move,  and  glad  of  a  chance  to  see 
the  great  river  Hudson.  We  were  assigned  camp-ground  near  to 
Piermont,  on  a  hill  slope,  in  a  long-settled  country,  where  since 
early  in  the  seventeenth  century  the  Dutch  had  possessed  the 
land.  Having  no  tents,  on  arriving  we  set  to  work  at  the  old 
business  of  hut-building;  so  that  it  was  not  until  the  26th  of  Sep- 
tember that  I  had  an  idle  hour  in  which  to  look  up  Jack,  who 
lay  somewhere  between  Tappan  and  the  river. 

It  was,  as  usual,  a  joyous  meeting,  and  we  never  did  less 
lack  for  talk.  Jack  told  me  that  he  was  ordered  on  an  unpleas- 
ant bit  of  business,  and  asked  if  I  could  not  get  leave  to  go  with 
him.  Orders  were  come  from  West  Point  to  seize  and  destroy  all 
periaguas,   canoes,  and   boats   in    the   possession    of   the   few   and 
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often  doubtfully  loyal  people  between  us  and  King's  Ferry.  He 
had  for  this  duty  two  sail-rigged  dories  with  slide-keels,  and 
would  take   two   soldiers  in   each. 

Upon  his  representing  my  skill  as  a  sailor,  and  the  need  for 
two  officers,  I  was  allowed  to  turn  over  my  command  to  the 
junior  captain  and  to   join  Jack. 

We  set  off  on  the  27th  of  September  with  provender  and  two 
small  tents,  and  went  away  up  the  river  with  a  fine  wind.  The 
water  was  a  dull  gray,  and  the  heavens  clouded.  The  far  shore 
of  Dobbs'  Ferry  and  Tarrytown  was  already  gayly  tinted  with 
the  hues  of  the  autumn,  and  to  south  the  bleak  gray  lines  of  the 
Palisades  below  Sneedon's  Landing  lay  sombre  and  stern  under 
a  sunless  sky.  One  of  my  men  was  a  good  sailor,  and  I  was 
thus  enabled  to  spend  most  of  the  day  in  Jack's  boat. 

I  mention  all  these  details  because  of  a  curious  coincidence. 
I  said  to  Jack  —  I  was  steering  —  that  I  had  had  since  dawn  a 
feeling  that  some  calamity  was  about  to  happen.  Now  this  was, 
as  I  recall  it,  a  notion  quite  new  to  me,  and  far  more  like  Jack 
himself.  He  laughed  and  said  it  was  the  east  wind.  Then  after 
a  pause  he  added :  "  I  was  trying  to  recall  something  I  once 
heard,  and  now  I  have  it.  This  waiting  for  an  idea  is  like  fish- 
ing in  the  deep  waters  of  the  mind:  sometimes  one  gets  only  a 
nibble,  and  sometimes  a  bite;  but  I  have  my  fish.  It  was  Dr. 
Rush  who  told  me  that  the  liver  was  the  mother  of  ghosts  and 
presentiments.  When  I  told  him  I  was  afflicted  with  these  latter, 
he  put  on  his  glasses,  looked  at  me,  and  said  I  was  of  a  presen- 
timental  temperament.** 

"And  he  was  right,**  said  I,  laughing.  Then  Jack  declared 
the  weather  was  soriy  enough  to  account  for  my  notion.  I  made 
answer,  as  I  remember,  that  I  was  not  subiect  to  the  rule  of  the 
weathercock,  like  some  fellows  I  knew,  nor  to  thinking  I  was 
going  to  be  shot.  This  shut  up  Jack  for  a  while,  and  we  got  off 
on  to  our  own  wise  plans  for  capturing  Sir  Henry  and  all  his 
host. 

At  last  we  ran  ashore  at  a  settled  point,  called  Nyack,  and 
thence  we  went  to  and  fro  wherever  we  saw  the  smoke  of  men's 
homes.  We  broke  up  or  burned  many  boats  and  dugouts,  amid 
the  lamentations  of  their  owners,  because  with  the  aid  of  these 
they  were  enabled  to  take  fish,  and  were  ill  off  for  other  diet. 
We  had  an  ugly  task,  and  could  only  regret  the  sad  but  inexor- 
able necessities  of  war. 
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We  camped  ten  miles  above  Piermont;  and  next  day,  near  to 
dusk,  got  as  far  as  King's  Landing,  having  pretty  thoroughly 
attended  to  our  ungracious  task. 

As  the  tall  promontory  of  Stony  Point  rose  before  us,  dim  in 
the  evening  light,  we  talked  of  Wayne's  gallant  storming  of  this 
formidable  fort,  and  of  his  affection  for  the  bayonet,  which,  he 
said,  was  to  be  preferred  to  the  musket  because  it  was  always 
loaded. 

"We  of  our  State  had  most  of  that  glor}'-,^^  said  Jack;  "and 
all  our  best  generals,  save  the  great  chief,  are  men  of  the 
North,''   which  was  true  and  strange. 

We  had  at  this  place  a  strong  force  of  horse  and  foot;  and 
here  we  meant  to  pass  the  night  with  some  of  our  officers, 
friends  of  Jack's. 

It  was  quite  dark,  when,  running  in  with  a  free  sheet,  we 
came  close  to  a  large  barge  rowed  by  six  men.  As  we  ap- 
proached I  heard  a  stern  order  to  keep  off;  and  recognized  in 
the  boat,  where  were  also  armed  men,  Major  Tallmadge,  whom 
I  knew.  I  called  to  him,  but  as  he  only  repeated  his  order,  I 
answered,  "Very  well,  sir;"  and  we  drew  in  to  the  shore  some 
hundred  feet  away. 

Jack  said  it  was  queer:  what  could  it  mean?  We  walked 
toward  the  small  blockhouse  in  time  to  see  Tallmadge  and  several 
soldiers  conduct  a  cloaked  prisoner  into  the  fort.  A  little  later 
the  major  came  out,  and  at  once  asked  me  to  excuse  his  abrupt- 
ness, saying  that  he  had  in  charge  Sir  Henry  Clinton's  adjutant- 
general,  who  had  been  caught  acting  as  a  spy,  and  was  now 
about  to  be  taken  to  Tappan.     I  exclaimed,   "  Not  Major  Andre ! » 

"Yes,''  he  returned,  "Andre.  A  bad  business."  And  I  was 
hastily  told  the  miserable  story  of  Arnold's  treason  and  flight. 
I  turned  to  Jack.  "There  it  is,"  said  I.  "What  of  my  presenti- 
ment?" He  was  silent.  "You  know,"  I  added,  "that  to  this 
man  I  owed  my  life  at  the  Mischianza  ball:  here  he  is  in  the 
same  trap  from  which  his  refusal  to  aid  my  cousin  saved  me." 
I  was  terribly  distressed;  and  at  my  urgent  desire,  in  place  of 
remaining  at  the  fort,  we  set  out  after  supper  and  pulled  down 
the  river  against  the  flood-tide,  while  my  unfortunate  friend 
Andre  was  hurried  away  to  Tappan,  guarded  by  a  strong  escort 
of  light  horse. 

We  reached  Sneedon's  Landing  about  5  a.  m.,  and  I  went 
up  with  Jack  to  his  hut.     Here  I  got  a  bit  of  imeasy  sleep,  and 
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thence  set  off  to  find  Hamilton;  for  the  whole  staff,  with  his 
Excellency,  had  made  haste  to  reach  the  camp  at  Tappan  so  soon 
as  the  general  felt  reassured  as  to  the  safety  of  West  Point. 

I  walked  a  half-mile  up  a  gentle  rise  of  ground  to  the  main 
road,  about  which  were  set,  close  to  the  old  Dutch  church,  a  few 
modest  one-story  stone  houses,  with  far  and  near  the  canton- 
ments of  the  armies.  At  the  bridge  over  Piermont  Creek,  I  was 
stopped  by  sentries  set  around  a  low  brick  building,  then  used  as 
headquarters.  It  stood  amid  scattered  apple-trees  on  a  slight  rise 
of  ground,  and  was,  as  I  recall  it,  built  of  red  and  black  brick. 
Behind  the  house  was  the  little  camp  of  the  mounted  guard,  and 
on  all  sides  were  stationed  sentinels,  who  kept  the  immediate 
grounds  clear  from  intrusion.  For  this  there  was  need;  soldiers 
and  officers  were  continually  coming  hither  in  hopes  to  gather 
fresh  news  of  the  great  treason,  or  curious  as  to  this  strange 
capture  of  Sir  Henry  Clinton's  adjutant.  General  officers  came 
and  went  with  grave  faces;  aides  mounted  and  rode  away  in 
haste;  all  was  excitement  and  anxious  interest, —  every  one  asking 
questions,  and  none  much  the  wiser.  With  difficulty  I  succeeded 
in  sending  in  a  note  to  Hamilton  along  with  Jack's  report.  This 
was  nigh  to  nine  in  the  morning,  but  it  was  after  midday  before 
I  got  a  chance  to  see  my  friend. 

Meanwhile  I  walked  up  and  down  in  a  state  of  such  agitation 
and  distress  as  never  before  nor  since  have  I  known.  When  I 
had  seen  Major  Tallmadge,  he  knew  but  little  of  those  details  of 
Arnold's  treason  which  later  became  the  property  of  all  men; 
but  he  did  tell  me  that  the  correspondence  had  been  carried  on 
for  Sir  Henry  by  Andre  in  the  name  of  Anderson,  and  this 
brought  to  my  mind  the  letter  which  the  Quaker  farmer  declined 
to  surrender  to  me  at  the  time  I  was  serving  as  Arnold's  aide. 
I  went  back  at  last  to  Jack's  hut  in  the  valley  near  the  river, 
and  waited.  I  leave  Jack  to  say  how  I  felt  and  acted  that  day 
and  evening,  as  I  lay  and  thought  of  Andr6  and  of  poor  Mar- 
garet Shippen,  Arnold's  wife :  — 

^^  Never  have  I  seen  my  dear  Hugh  in  such  trouble.  Here 
was  a  broken-hearted  woman,  the  companion  of  his  childhood; 
and  Andre,  who,  at  a  moment  which  must  have  called  upon  his 
every  instinct  as  a  soldier,  held  back  and  saved  my  friend  from 
a  fate  but  too  likely  to  be  his  own.  Hugh  all  that  evening  lay 
in  our  hut,  and  now  and  then  would  break  out  declaring  he  must 
do  something;  but  what,  he  knew  not,  nor  did  I.     He  was  even 
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SO  mad  as  to  think  he  might  plan  some  way  to  assist  Andr^ 
to  escape.  I  listened,  but  said  nothing,  being  assured  from  long 
knowledge  that  his  judgment  would  correct  the  influence  of  the 
emotion  which  did  at  first  seem  to  disturb  it. 

^*  Now  all  this  miserable  business  is  over,  I  ask  myself  if  our 
chief  would  have  tried  to  buy  an  English  general;  or  if  so,  would 
I  or  Hugh  have  gone  on  such  an  errand  as  Andre's.  To  be  a 
spy  is  but  a  simple  duty,  and  no  shame  in  it;  but  as  to  the 
shape  this  other  matter  took,  I  do  not  feel  able  to  decide." 

Still  later  he  adds:  — 

^^Nor  is  rriy  mind  more  fully  settled  as  to  it  to-day;  some 
think  one  wa}',  some  another.  I  had  rather  Andre  had  not  gone 
on  this  errand  with  the  promise  of  a  great  reward.  Yet  I  think 
he  did  believe  he  was  only  doing  his  duty." 

After  an  hour  or  more  of  fruitless  thinking,  not  hearing  from 
Mr.  Hamilton,  I  walked  back  to  headquarters.  Neither  in  the 
joy  and  pride  of  glad  news,  nor  when  disaster  on  disaster  fell  on 
us,  have  I  ever  seen  anything  like  the  intensity  of  expectation 
and  of  anxiety  which  at  this  time  reigned  in  our  camps.  The 
capture  of  the  adjutant-general  was  grave  enough;  his  fate  hung 
in  no  doubtful  balance:  but  the  feeling  aroused  by  the  fall  of  a 
great  soldier,  the  dishonor  of  one  greatly  esteemed  in  the  ranks, 
the  fear  of  what  else  might  come,  all  served  to  foster  uneasiness 
and  to  feed  suspicion.  As  the  great  chief  had  said,  whom  now 
could  he  trust,  or  could  we  ?  The  men  talked  in  half-whispers 
about  the  camp-fires;  an  hundred  wild  rumors  were  afloat;  and 
now  and  again  eager  eyes  looked  toward  the  low  brick  church 
where  twelve  general  officers  were  holding  the  court-martial 
which   was  to  decide   the   fate   of  my  friend. 

It  was  evening  before  the  decision  of  the  court-martial  became 
generally  known.  I  wandered  about  all  that  day  in  the  utmost 
depression  of  mind.  About  two  in  the  afternoon  of  this  29th  of 
September,  I  met  Hamilton  near  the  creek.  He  said  he  had 
been  busy  all  day,  and  was  free  for  an  hour:  would  I  come 
and  dine  at  his  quarters  ?  what  was  the  matter  with  me  ?  I  was 
glad  of  the  chance  to  speak  freely.  We  had  a  long  and  a  sad 
talk,  and  he  then  learned  why  this  miserable  affair  affected 
me  so  deeply.  He  had  no  belief  that  the  court  could  do  other 
than  condemn  Mr.  Andr6  to  die.  I  asked  anxiously  if  the  chief 
were  certain  to  approve  the  sentence.  He  replied  gloomily,  "As 
surely  as  there  is  a  God  in  heaven." 
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I  could  only  wait.  A  hundred  schemes  were  in  my  mind, 
each  as  useless  as  the  others.      In  fact,  I  knew  not  what  to  do. 

On  the  30th  his  Excellency  signed  the  death-warrant;  and  all 
hope  being  at  an  end,  I  determined  to  make  an  effort  to  see  the 
man  to  whom  I  believe  I  owed  my  life.  When  I  represented 
the  matter  to  Mr.  Hamilton  and  to  the  Marqtiis  de  Lafayette,  I 
put  my  request  on  the  ground  that  Mr,  Andre  had  here  no  one 
who  could  be  called  a  friend,  excepting  only  myself;  and  that  to 
refuse  me  an  interview  were  needlessly  cruel.  I  wrote  my  appli- 
cation with  care,  the  marquis,  who  was  most  kind  throughout, 
charging  himself  with  the  business  of  placing  it  favorably  before 
our  chief. 

The  execution  had  been  ordered  for  October  ist;  but  upon 
receipt  of  some  communication  from  Sir  Henry  Clinton,  it  was 
postponed  until  noon  on  October  2d. 

On  the  30th  I  rode  out  into  the  hills  back  of  Tappan,  and 
tried  to  compose  myself  by  my  usual  and  effective  remedy  of  a 
hard  ride.  It  was  useless  now.  I  came  back  to  my  friend's 
quarters  and  tried  to  read,  finding  a  stray  volume  of  the  Ram- 
bler on  his  table.     It  v/as  as  vain  a  resort. 

Never  at  any  time  in  my  memory  have  I  spent  two  days  of 
such  unhappiness.  I  could  get  no  rest  and  no  peace  of  mind. 
To  be  thus  terribly  in  the  grip  of  events  over  which  you  have 
no  control,  is  to  men  of  my  temper  a  maddening  affliction.  My 
heart  seemed  all  the  time  to  say,  "  Do  something, "  and  my  rea- 
son to  reply,  "  There  is  nothing  to  do.  '^  It  was  thus  in  the  jail 
when  my  cousin  was  on  my  mind;  now  it  was  as  to  Andre,  and 
as  to  the  great  debt  I  owed  him,  and  how  to  pay  it.  People  who 
despair  easily  do  not  fall  into  the  clutches  of  this  intense  crav- 
ing for  some  practical  means  of  relief  where  none  can  be.  It  is 
the  hopeful,  the  resolute,  and  such  as  are  educated  by  success, 
who  suffer  thus.  But  why  inflict  on  others  the  story  of  these 
two  days,  except  to  let  those  who  come  after  me  learn  how  one 
of  their  blood  looked  upon  a  noble  debt,  which,  alas!  like  many 
debts,  must  go  to  be  settled  in  another  world,  and  in  other  ways 
than  ours. 

Hamilton,  who  saw  my  agitation,  begged  me  to  prepare  for 
disappointment.  I,  however,  could  see  no  reason  to  deny  a  man 
access  to  one  doomed,  when  no  other  friend  was  near.  Nor  was 
I  wrong.  About  seven  in  the  evening  of  the  ist,  the  marquis 
came   in  haste  to  find  me.     He  had  asked  for  my  interview  with 
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Mr.  Andre  as  a  favor  to  himself.  His  Excellency  had  granted 
the  request  in  the  face  of  objections  from  two  general  officers, 
whom  the  marquis  did  not  name.  As  I  thanked  him  he  gave 
me  this  order:  — 

<<7>  Major  Tallmadge : 

^'The  bearer,  Hugh  Wynne,  Esq.,  Captain  Second  Company, 
Third  Regiment  of  Pennsylvania  Foot,  has  herewith  permission 
to  visit  Major  Andre. 

"  Geo^  Washington.       ' 

« October  ist,  i78o.» 

I  went  at  once  —  it  was  now  close  to  eight  in  the  evening — 
to  the  small  house  of  one  Maby,  where  the  prisoner  was  kept. 
It  was  but  an  hundred  yards  from  his  Excellency's  quarters.  Six 
sentries  marched  to  and  fro  around  it,  and  within  the  room  two 
officers  remained  day  and  night  with  drawn  swords.  My  pass 
was  taken  at  the  door  of  the  house,  while  I  waited  on  the  road 
without.  In  a  few  minutes  an  officer  came  to  me  with  Major 
Tallmadge 's  compliments,  and  would  I  be  pleased  to  enter  ? 

I  sometimes  think  it  strange  how,  even  in  particulars,  the 
natural  and  other  scenery  of  this  dark  drama  remains  distinct 
in  my  memory,  unaffected  by  the  obliterating  influence  of  the 
years,  which  have  effaced  so  much  else  I  had  been  more  glad 
to  keep. 

I  can  see  to-day  the  rising  moon,  the  yellowish  road,  the 
long  gray  stone  farm-house  of  one  story,  with  windows  set  in  an 
irregular  frame  of  brickwork.  The  door  opens,  and  I  find  myself 
in  a  short  hall,  where  two  officers  salute  as  I  pass.  My  con- 
ductor says,  '^  This  way,  Captain  Wynne  ** ;  and  I  enter  a  long, 
cheerless-looking  apartment,  the  sitting-room  of  a  Dutch  farm- 
house. Two  lieutenants,  seated  within  at  the  doorway,  rose  as  I 
entered,  and  saluting  me,  sat  down  again.  I  stood  an  instant 
looking  about  me,  A  huge  log  fire  roared  on  the  hearth,  so 
lighting  the  room  that  I  saw  its  glow  catch  the  bayonet  tips  of 
the  sentinels  outside,  as  they  went  and  came.  There  were  a  half- 
dozen  wooden  chairs,  and  on  a  pine  table  four  candles  burning, 
a  bottle  of  Hollands,  a  decanter  and  glasses.  In  a  high-backed 
chair  csat  a  man  with  his  face  to  the  fire.  It  was  Andrd.  He 
was  tranquilly  sketching,  with  a  quill  pen,  a  likeness  of  himself.* 

*  My  acquaintance,  Captain  Tomlinson,  has  it. 
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He  did  not  turn  or  leave  off  drawing  until   Captain   Tomlinson. 
one  of  the  officers  in  charge,  seeing  me  pause,  said:  — 

**  Your  pardon,  major.  Here  is  a  gentleman  come  to  visit 
you.  '^ 

As  he  spoke  the  prisoner  turned,  and  I  was  at  once  struck  by 
the  extreme  pallor  of  his  face,  even  as  seen  in  the  red  light  of 
the  fire.  His  death-like  whiteness  at  this  time  brought  out  the 
regular  beauty  of  his  features,  as  his  usual  ruddiness  of  color 
never  did.  I  have  since  seen  strong  men  near  to  certain  death, 
but  I  recall  no  one  who,  with  a  serene  and  untroubled  visage, 
was  yet  as  white  as  was  this  gentleman. 

The  captain  did  not  present  me;  and  for  a  moment  I  stood 
with  a  kind  of  choking  in  the  throat,  which  came,  I  suppose,  of 
the  great  shock  Andre's  appearance  gave  me.  He  was  thus  the 
first  to  speak. 

"Pardon  me,^^  he  said  as  he  rose:  "the  name  escaped  me." 

"Mr.  Hugh  Wynne, '^  I  said,  getting  myself  pulled  together  — 
it  was  much  needed. 

"O  Wynne!"  he  cried  quite  joyously:  "I  did  not  know  you. 
How  delightful  to  see  a  friend;  how  good  of  you  to  come!  Sit 
down.  Our  accommodations  are  slight.  Thanks  to  his  Excel- 
lency, here  are  Madeira  and  Hollands:  may  I  offer  you  a 
glass  ? " 

"No,  no,"  I  said,  as  we  took  ghairs  by  the  fire;  on  which  he 
cast  a  log,   remarking  how  cold  it  was.     Then  he  added:  — 

"  Well,  Wynne,  what  can  I  do  for  you  ? "  And  then,  smiling, 
"  Pshaw !  what  a  thing  is  habit !  What  can  I  do  for  you,  or 
indeed,  my  dear  Wynne,  for  any  one  ?  But  Lord !  I  am  as  glad 
as  a  child." 

It  was  all  so  sweet  and  natural  that  I  was  again  quite  over- 
come. 

"  My  God !  "  I  cried,  "  I  am  so  sorry,  Mr.  Andr6 !  I  came  down 
from  King's  Ferry  in  haste  when  I  heard  of  this,  and  have  been 
three  days  getting  leave  to  see  you.  I  have  never  forgotten  your 
great  kindness  at  the  Mischianza.  If  there  be  any  service  I  can 
render  you,  I  am  come  to  offer  it." 

He  smiled  and  said,  "  How  strange  is  fate,  Mr.  Wynne ! 
Here  am  I  in  the  same  sad  trap  in  which  you  might  have  been. 
I  was  thinking  this  very  evening  of  your  happier  escape."  Then 
he  went  on  to  tell  me  that  he  had  instantly  recognized  me  a: 
the  ball,  and  also  —  what  in  my  confusion  at  the  time  I  did  not 
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hear  —  that  Miss  Peniston  had  cried  out  as  she  was  about  to 
faint,  ^*  No,  no,  Mr.  Andre !  '*  Afterward  he  had  wondered  at 
what  seemed  an  appeal  to  him  rather  than  to  my  cousin. 

At  last  he  said  it  would  be  a  relief  to  him  if  he  might  speak 
to  me  out  of  ear-shot  of  the  officers.  I  said  as  much  to  these 
gentlemen;  and  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  they  retired  outside 
of  the  still  open  doorway  of  the  room,  leaving  us  freer  to  say 
what  we  pleased.  He  was  quiet,  and  as  always,  courteous  to  a 
fault;  but  I  did  not  fail  to  observe  that  at  times,  as  we  talked 
and  he  spoke  a  word  of  his  mother,  his  eyes  filled  with  tears. 
In  general  he  was  far  more  composed  than  I. 

He  said: — "Mr.  Wynne,  I  have  writ  a  letter,  which  I  am 
allowed  to  send  to  General  Washington.  Will  you  see  that  he 
has  it  in  person  ?  It  asks  that  I  may  die  a  soldier's  death.  All 
else  is  done.  My  mother  —  but  no  matter.  I  have  wound  up 
my  earthly  affairs.  I  am  assured,  through  the  kindness  of  his 
Excellency,  that  my  letters  and  effects  will  reach  my  friends  and 
those  who  are  still  closer  to  me.  I  had  hoped  to  see  Mr.  Hamil- 
ton to-night,  that  I  might  ask  him  to  deliver  to  your  chief  the 
letter  I  now  give  you.  But  he  has  not  yet  returned,  and  I  must 
trust  it  to  you  to  make  sure  that  it  does  not  fail  to  be  consid- 
ered.    That  is  all,   I  think. » 

I  said  I  would  do  my  best,  and  was  there  no  more  —  no 
errand  of  confidence  —  nothing,  else  ? 

"  No,*^  he  replied  thoughtfully;  "  no,  I  think  not.  I  shall 
never  forget  your  kindness.^*  Then  he  smiled  and  added,  "My 
*  never  *  is  a  brief  day  for  me,  Wynne,  unless  God  permits  us  to 
remember  in  the  world  where  I  shall  be  to-morrow.'^ 

I  hardly  recall  what  answer  I  made.  I  was  ready  to  cry 
like  a  child.  He  went  on  to  bid  ine  say  to  the  good  Attorney- 
General  Chew  that  he  had  not  forgotten  his  pleasant  hospitalities; 
and  he  sent  also  some  amiable  message  to  the  women  of  his 
house,  and  to  my  aunt,  and  to  the  Shippens,  speaking  with  the 
ease  and  unrestraint  of  a  man  who  looks  to  meet  you  at  dinner 
next  week,  and  merely  says  a  brief  good-by. 

I  promised  to  charge  myself  with  his  messages,  and  said  at 
last  that  many  officers  desired  me  to  express  to  him  their  sorrow 
at  his  unhappy  situation;  and  that  all  men  thought  it  hard. that 
the  life  of  an  honest  soldier  was  to  be  taken  in  place  of  that  of 
a  villain  and  coward,  who,  if  he  had  an  atom  of  honor,  would 
give  himself  up. 
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*May  I  beg  of  you,  sir,^*  he  returned,  "to  thank  these  gentle- 
men of  your  army  ?  'Tis  all  I  can  do :  and  as  to  General  Arnold 
—  no,  Wynne,  he  is  not  one  to  do  that;  I  could  not  expect  it. ^^ 

Before  I  rose  to  go  on  his  errand  I  said, —  and  I  was  a  little 
embarrassed, — "  May  I  be  pardoned,  sir,  if  I  put  to  you  a  quite 
personal  question  ?  ** 

"Assuredly,**  he  returned.  "What  is  it,  and  how  can  a  poor 
devil  in  my  situation  oblige  you  ?  ** 

I  said:  "I  have  but  of  late  learned  that  the  exchanges  were 
all  settled  when  I  met  my  cousin  Arthur  Wynne  at  Amboy. 
Could  it  have  been  that  the  letter  I  bore  had  anything  to  do 
with  this  treason  of  General  Arnold  ?  Within  a  day  or  two  this 
thought  has  come  to  me." 

Seeing  that  he  hesitated,  I  added,  "  Do  not  answer  me  unless 
you  see  fit:  it  is  a  matter  quite  personal  to  myself.-** 

"No,**  he  replied:  "I  sea  no  reason  why  I  should  not.  Yes, 
it  was  the  first  of  the  letters  sent  to  Sir  Henry  over  General 
Arnold's  signature.  Your  cousin  suggested  you  as  a  messenger, 
whose  undoubted  position  and  name  would  insure  the  safe  car- 
riage of  what  meant  more  to  us  than  its  mere  contents  seemed 
to  imply.  Other  messengers  had  become  unsafe;  it  was  needful 
at  once  to  find  a  certain  way  to  reply  to  us.  The  letter  you 
bore  was  such  as  an  officer  might  carry,  as  it  dealt  seemingly 
with  nothing  beyond  questions  of  exchange  of  prisoners.  For 
these  reasons,  on  a  hint  from  Captain  Wynne,  you  were  selected 
as  a  person  beyond  suspicion.  I  was  ill  at  the  time,  as  I  believe 
Mr.  Wynne  told  you.** 

"It  is  only  too  plain,**  said  I.  "It  must  have  been  well 
known  at  our  headquarters  in  Jersey  that  this  exchange  business 
was  long  since  settled.  Had  I  been  overhauled  by  any  shrewd 
or  suspicious  officer,  the  letter  might  well  have  excited  doubt  and 
have  led  to  inquiry.** 

"Probably:  that  was  why  you  were  chosen, —  as  a  man  of 
known  character.  By  the  way,  sir,  I  did  not  know  of  the  selec- 
tion, nor  how  it  came  about,  until  my  recovery.  I  had  no  part 
in  it.** 

I  thanked  him  for  thus  telling  me  of  his  having  no  share  in 
the  matter. 

"You  were  ordered,**  he  continued,  "as  I  recall  it,  to  avoid 
your  main  army  in  the  Jerseys:  you  can  now  see  why.  There 
is  no  need  of  further  concealment.** 
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It  was  clear  enough.  **  I  owe  you,'^  I  said,  "my  excuses  for 
intruding  a  business  so  personal.** 

"And  why  not  ?  I  am  glad  to  serve  you.  It  is  rather  a 
relief,  sir,  to  talk  of  something  else  than  my  own  hopeless  case. 
Is  there  anything  else?     Pray,  go  on:  I  am  at  your  service.* 

"  You  are  most  kind.  I  have  but  one  word  to  add :  Arthur 
Wynne  was  —  nay,  must  have  been — deep  in  this  business?** 

"Ah,  now  you  have  asked  too  much,**  he  replied;  "but  it  is  I 
who  am  to  blame.     I  had  no  right  to  name  Captain  Wynne.** 

"You  must  not  feel  uneasy.  I  owe  him  no  love,  Mr.  Andre; 
but  I  will  take  care  that  you  do  not  suffer.  His  suggestion  that 
I  should  be  made  use  of,  put  in  peril  not  my  life  but  my  honor. 
It  is  not  to  my  interest  that  the  matter  should  ever  get  noised 
abroad.  ** 

"I  see,**  he  said.  "Your  cousin  must  be  a  strange  person. 
Do  with  what  I  have  said  as  seems  right  to  you.  I  shall  be  —  or 
rather,**  and  he  smiled  quite  cheerfully,  "I  am  content.  One's 
grammar  forgets  to-morrow  sometimes.** 

His  ease  and  quiet  seemed  to  me  amazing.  But  it  was  getting 
late,  and  I  said  I  must  go  at  once. 

As  I  was  in  act  to  leave,  he  took  my  hand  and  said :  "  There 
are  no  thanks  a  man  about  to  die  can  give  that  I  do  not  offer 
you,  Mr.  Wynne.  Be  assured  your  visit  has  helped  me.  It  is 
much  to  see  the  face  of  a  friend.  All  men  have  been  good  to 
me  and  kind,  and  none  more  so  than  his  Excellency.  If  to- 
morrow I  could  see,  as  I  go  to  death,  one  face  I  have  known  in 
happier  hours  —  it  is  much  to  ask — I  may  count  on  you,  I  am 
sure.  Ah,  I  see  I  can!  And  my  letter  —  you  will  be  sure  to  do 
your  best  ?  ** 

"Yes,**  I  said,  not  trusting  myself  to  speak  further,  and  only 
adding,  "Good-by,**  as  I  wrung  his  hand.  Then  I  went  out  into 
the  cold  October  starlight. 

It  was  long  after  ten  when  I  found  Hamilton.  I  told  him 
briefly  of  my  interview,  and  asked  if  it  would  be  possible  for  me 
to  deliver  in  person  to  the  general  Mr.  Andre's  letter.  I  had  in 
fact  that  on  my  mind,  which,  if  but  a  crude  product  of  despair, 
I  yet  did  wish  to  say  where  alone  it  might  help  or  be  consid- 
ered. 

Hamilton  shook  his  head.  "  I  have  so  troubled  his  Excellency 
as  to  this  poor  fellow  that  I  fear  I  can  do  no  more.  Men  who 
do  not  know  my  chief  cannot  imagine  the  distress  of  heart    this 
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business  has  caused.  I  do  not  mean,  Wynne,  that  he  has  or  had 
the  least  indecision  concerning  the  sentence,  but  I  can  tell  you 
this, —  the  signature  of  approval  of  the  court's  finding  is  tremu- 
lous and  unlike  his  usual  writing.  We  will  talk  of  this  again. 
Will  you  wait  at  my  quarters  ?     I  will  do  my  best  for  you. " 

I  said  I  would  take  a  pipe,  and  walk  on  the  road  at  the  foot 
of  the  slope  below  the  house  in  which  Washington  resided.  With 
this  he  left  me. 

The  night  was  clear  and  beautiful;  from  the  low  hills  far  and 
near  the  camp  bugle-calls  and  the  sound  of  horses  neighing  filled 
the  air.  Uneasy  and  restless,  I  walked  to  and  fro  up  and  down 
the  road  below  the  little  farm-house.  Once  or  twice  I  fancied  I 
saw  the  tall  figure  of  the  chief  pass  across  the  window-panes.  A 
hundred  yards  away  was  the  house  I  had  just  left.  There  sat 
a  gallant  gentleman  awaiting  death.  Here,  in  the  house  above 
me,  was  he  in  whose  hands  lay  his  fate.  I  pitied  him  too,  and 
wondered  if  in  his  place  I  could  be  sternly  just.  At  my  feet  the 
little  brook  babbled  in  the  night,  while  the  camp  noises  slowly 
died  away.  Meantime,  intent  on  my  purpose,  I  tried  to  arrange 
in  my  mind  what  I  would  say,  or  how  plead  a  lost  cause.  I  have 
often  thus  prearranged  the  mode  of  saying  what  some  serious 
occasion  made  needful.  I  always  get  ready;  but  when  the  time 
comes  I  am  apt  to  say  things  altogether  different,  and  to  find, 
too,  that  the  wisdom  of  the  minute  is  apt  to  be  the  better  wis- 
dom. 

At  last  I  saw  Hamilton  approaching  me  through  the  gloom. 
'^Come,'*  he  said.  "His  Excellency  will  see  you,  but  I  fear  it 
will  be  of  no  use.  He  himself  would  agree  to  a  change  in  the 
form  of  death;  but  Generals  Greene  and  Sullivan  are  strongly  of 
opinion  that  to  do  so  in  the  present  state  of  exasperation  would 
be  unwise  and  impolitic.  I  cannot  say  what  I  should  do  were 
I  he.  I  am  glad,  Wynne,  that  it  is  not  I  who  have  to  decide.  I 
lose  my  sense  of  the  equities  of  life  in  the  face  of  so  sad  a  busi- 
ness. At  least  I  would  give  him  a  gentleman's  death.  The  gen- 
erals who  tried  the  case  say  that  to  condemn  a  man  as  a  spy,  and 
not  at  last  to  deal  with  him  as  Hale  was  dealt  with,  would  be 
impolitic,  and  unfair  to  men  who  were  as  gallant  as  the  poor 
fellow  in   yonder  farm-house." 

"  It  is  only  too  clear,  '*  I  said. 

"Yes,  they  are  right,  I  suppose;  but  it  is  a  horrible  business.* 
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As  we  discussed,  I  went  with  him  past  the  sentinels  around 
the  old  stone  house  and  through  a  hall,  and  to  left  into  a  large 
room. 

**The  general  sleeps  here,**  Hamilton  said  in  a  lowered  voice. 
*'  We  have  but  these  two  apartments ;  across  the  passage  is  his 
dining-room,  which  he  uses  as  his  office.  Wait  here;**  and  so  say- 
ing, he  left  me.  The  room  was  large,  some  fifteen  by  eighteen 
feet,  and  so  low-ceiled  that  the  Dutch  builder  had  need  to  con- 
trive a  recess  in  the  ceiling  to  permit  of  a  place  for  the  tall 
Dutch  clock  he  had  brought  from  Holland.  Around  the  chimney- 
piece  were  Dutch  tiles.  Black  Billy,  the  general's  servant,  sat 
asleep  in  the  corner,  and  two  aides  slumbered  on  the  floor;  tired 
out,  I  fancy.  I  walked  to  and  fro  over  the  creaking  boards,  and 
watched  the  Dutch  clock.  As  it  struck  eleven,  the  figure  of 
Time,  seated  below  the  dial,  swung  a  scythe  and  turned  a  tiny 
hour-glass.  A  bell  rang;  an  orderly  came  in  and  woke  up  an 
aide :  "  Dispatch  for  West  Point,  sir,  in  haste.  **  The  young  fel- 
low groaned,  stuck  the  paper  in  his  belt,  and  went  out  for  his 
long  night  ride. 

At  last  my  friend  returned.  ^*  The  general  will  see  you  pres- 
ently, Wynne;  but  it  is  a  useless  errand.  Give  me  Andre's  let 
ter.**  With  this  he  left  me  again,  and  I  continued  my  impatient 
walk.  In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  he  came  back.  "Come,**  said  he 
*  I  have  done  my  best,  but  I  have  failed  as  I  expected  to  fail. 
Speak  your  mind  freely;  he  likes  frankness.**  I  went  after  him, 
and  in  a  moment  was  in  the  farther  room  and  alone  with  the 
chief. 

A  huge  fire  of  logs  blazed  on  the  great  kitchen  hearth;  and 
at  a-  table  covered  with  maps  and  papers,  neatly  set  in  order,  the 
general  sat  writing. 

He  looked  up,  and  with  quiet  courtesy  said,  "  Take  a  seat. 
Captain  Wynne.  I  must  be  held  excused  for  a  little.**  I  bowed 
and  sat  down,   while  he  continued  to  write. 

His  pen  moved  slowly,  and  he  paused  at  times,  and  then 
went  on  apparently  with  the  utmost  deliberation.  I  was  favor- 
ably placed  to  watch  him  without  appearing  to  do  so,  his  face 
being  strongly  lighted  by  the  candles  in .  front  of  him.  He  was 
dressed  with  his  usual  care,  in  a  buff  waistcoat  and  a  blue-and- 
buff  uniform,  with  powdered  hair  drawn  back  to  a  queue  and 
carefully  tied  with  black  ribbon. 
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The  face,  with  its  light-blue  eyes,  ruddy  cheeks,  and  rather 
heavy  nose  above  a  strong  jaw,  was  now  grave,  and  I  thought, 
stern.  At  least  a  half-hour  went  by  before  he  pushed  back  his 
chair  and  looked  up. 

I  am  fortunate  as  regards  this  conversation,  since  on  my  re- 
turn I  set  it  down  in  a  diary;  which,  however,  has  many  gaps, 
and  is  elsewhere  incomplete, 

"Captain  Wynne, '^  he  said,  "I  have  refused  to  see  several 
gentlemen  in  regard  to  this  sad  business;  but  I  learn  that  Mr. 
Andre  was  your  friend,  and  I  have  not  forgotten  your  aunt's 
timely  aid  at  a  moment  when  it  was  sorely  needed.  For  these 
reasons,  and  at  the  earnest  request  of  Captain  Hamilton  and  the 
marquis,  I  am  willing  to  listen  to  you.  May  I  ask  you  to  be 
brief  ? » 

He  spoke  slowly,  as  if  weighing  his  words. 

I  replied  that  I  was  most  grateful  —  that  I  owed  it  to  Major 
Andre  that  I  had  not  long  ago  endured  the  fate  which  was  now 
to  be  his. 

<' Permit  me,  sir,'^  he  said,   "to  ask  when  this  occurred. >> 

I  replied  that  it  was  when,  at  his  Excellency's  desire,  I  had 
entered  Philadelphia  as  a  spy;  and  then  I  went  on  briefly  to  re- 
late what  had  happened. 

"Sir,^*  he  returned,  "you  owed  your  danger  to  folly,  not  to 
what  your  duty  brought.  You  were  false,  for  the  time,  to  that 
duty.  But  this  does  not  concern  us  now.  It  may  have  served  as 
a  lesson,  and  I  am  free  to  admit  that  you  did  your  country  a 
great  service.  What  now  can  I  do  for  you?  As  to  this  unhappy 
gentleman,  his  fate  is  out  of  my  hands.  I  have  read  the  letter 
which  Captain  Hamilton  gave  me."  As  he  spoke,  he  took  it 
from  the  table  and  deliberately  read  it  again,  while  I  watched 
him.  Then  he  laid  it  down  and  looked  up.  I  saw  that  his  big 
patient  eyes  were  over-full  as  he  spoke. 

«I  regret,  sir,  to  have  to  refuse  this  most  natural  request;  I 
have  told  Mr.  Hamilton  that  it  is  not  to  be  thought  of.  Neither 
shall  I  reply.  It  is  not  fitting  that  I  should  do  so,  nor  is  it 
necessary  or  even  proper  that  I  assign  reasons  which  must 
already  be   plain   to  every  man  of  sense.      Is  that  all  ? " 

I  said,  "Your  Excellency,  may  I  ask  but  a  minute  more?" 

"  I  am  at  your  disposal,  sir,  for  so  long.     What  is  it  ? " 

I  hesitated,  and  I  suspect,  showed  plainly  in  my  face  my 
doubt  as  to  the  propriety  of  what  was  most  on  my  mind  when  I 
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sought  this  interview.     He  instantly  giiessed  that  I   was  embar- 
rassed,  and  said  with  the  gentlest  manner  and  a  slight  smile: — ■ 

"Ah,  Mr.  Wynne,  there  is  nothing  which  can  be  done  to  save 
your  friend,  nor  indeed  to  alter  his  fate;  but  if  you  desire  to  say 
more,  do  not  hesitate.  You  have  suffered  much  for  the  cause 
which  is  dear  to  us  both.     Go  on,  sir.'* 

Thus  encouraged,  I  said :  "  If  on  any  pretext  the  execution 
can  be  delayed  a  week,  I  am  ready  to  go  with  a  friend**  —  I 
counted  on  Jack — "to  enter  New  York  in  disguise,  and  to  bring 
out  General  Arnold.  I  have  been  his  aide,  I  know  all  his  habits, 
and  I  am  confident  that  we  shall  succeed  if  only  I  can  control 
near  New  York  a  detachment  of  tried  men.  I  have  thought  over 
my  plan,  and  am  willing  to  risk  my  life  upon  it.** 

"  You  propose  a  gallant  venture,  sir,  but  it  would  be  certain 
to  fail;  the  service  would  lose  another  brave  man,  and  I  should 
seem  to  have  been  wanting  in  decision  for  no  just  or  assignable 


cause.  ** 


I  was  profoundly  disappointed;  and  in  the  grief  of  my  failure 
I  forgot  for  a  moment  the  august  presence  which  imposed  on  all 
men  the  respect  which  no  sovereign  could  have  inspired. 

"My  God!  sir,**  I  exclaimed,  "and  this  traitor  must  live 
unpunished,  and  a  man  who  did  but  what  he  believed  to  be  his 
duty  must  suffer  a  death  of  shame !  **  Then,  half  scared,  I  looked 
up,  feeling  that  I  had  said  too  much.  He  had  risen  before  I 
spoke, —  meaning,  no  doubt,  to  bring  my  visit  to  an  end;  and 
was  standing  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  his  admirable  figure  giv- 
ing the  impression  of  greater  height  than  was  really  his. 

When,  after  my  passionate  speech,  I  looked  up,  having  of 
course  also  risen,  his  face  wore  a  look  that  was  more  solemn 
than  any  face  of  man  I  have  ever  yet  seen  in  all  my  length  of 
years. 

"There  is  a  God,  Mr.  Wynne,**  he  said,  "who  punishes  the 
traitor.  Let  us  leave  this  man  to  the  shame  which  every  year 
must  bring.  Your  scheme  I  cannot  consider.  I  have  no  wish  to 
conceal  from  you  or  from  any  gentleman  what  it  has  cost  me 
to  do  that  which,  as  God  lives,  I  believe  to  be  right.  You,  sir, 
have  done  your  duty  to  your  friend.  And  now,  may  I  ask  of 
you  not  to  prolong  a  too  painful  interview  ?  ** 

I  bowed,  saying,  "  I  cannot  thank  your  Excellency  too  much 
for  the  kindness  with  which  you  have  listened  to  a  rash  young 


man.'* 
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"You  have  said  nothing,  sir,  which  does  not  do  you  honor. 
Make  my  humble  compliments  to  Mistress  Wynne." 

I  bowed,  and  backing  a  pace  or  two,  was  about  to  leave,  when 
he  said,  "  Permit  me  to  detain  you  a  moment.  Ask  Mr.  Harri- 
son—  the  secretary  —  to  come  to  me." 

I  obeyed;    and  then  in  some  wonder  stood  still,  waiting. 

^^  Mr.  Harrison,  fetch  me  Captain  Wynne's  papers. "  A  moment 
later  he  sat  down,  again  wrote  the  free  signature,  "  Geo'  Wash- 
ington," at  the  foot  of  a  parchment,  and  gave  it  to  me,  saying, 
"That  boy  Hamilton  has  been  troubling  me  for  a  month  about 
this  business.  The  commission  is  but  now  come  to  hand  from 
Congress.  You  will  report,  at  your  early  convenience,  as  major, 
to  the  colonel  of  the  Third  Pennsylvania  foot;  I  hope  it  will 
gratify  your  aunt.  Ah,  Captain  Hamilton,"  for  here  the  favor- 
ite aide  entered,  "I  have  just  signed  Mr.  Wynne's  commission." 
Then  he  put  a  hand  affectionately  on  the  shoulder  of  the  small, 
slight  figure.  "You  will  see  that  the  orders  are  all  given  for  the 
execution  at  noon.  Not  less  than  eighty  files  from  each  wing 
must  attend.  See  that  none  of  my  staff  be  present,  and  that  this 
house  be  kept  closed  to-morrow  until  night.  I  shall  transact  no 
business  that  is  not  such  as  to  ask  instant  attention.  See,  in  any 
case,  that  I  am  alone  from  eleven  until  one.  Good  evening,  Mr. 
Wynne;  I  hope  that  you  yvill  shortly  honor  me  with  your  com- 
pany at  dinner.     Pray  remember  it,  Mr.  Hamilton." 

I  bowed  and  went  out,  overcome  with  the  kindliness  of  this 
great  and  noble  gentleman. 

"He  likes  young  men,"  said  Hamilton  to  me  long  afterward. 
"An  old  officer  would  have  been  sent  away  wath  small  com- 
fort." 

It  was  now  late  in  the  night;  and  thinking  to  compose  myself, 
I  walked  up  and  down  the  road,  and  at  last  past  the  Dutch 
church,  and  up  the  hill  between  rows  of  huts  and  rarer  tents.  It 
was  a  clear  starlit  night,  and  the  noises  of  the  great  camp  were 
for  the  most  part  stilled.  A  gentle  slope  carried  me  up  the  hill, 
back  of  Andre's  prison,  and  at  the  top  I  came  out  on  a  space 
clear  of  these  camp  homes,  and  stood  awhile  under  the  quiet  of 
the  star-peopled  sky.  I  lighted  my  pipe  with  help  of  flint  and 
steel,  and  walking  to  and  fro,  set  myself  resolutely  to  calm  the 
storm  of  trouble  and  helpless  dismay  in  which  I  had  been  for 
two  weary  days.  At  last,  as  I  turned  in  my  walk,  I  came  on 
two  upright  posts  with  a  cross-beam  above.     It  was  the  gallows. 
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I  moved  away  horror-stricken,  and  with  swift  steps  went  down 
the  hill  and  regained  Jack's  quarters. 

Of  the  horrible  scene  at  noon  on  the  2d  of  October  I  shall 
say  very  little.  A  too  early  death  never  took  from  earth  a  more 
amiable  and  accomplished  soldier.  I  asked  and  had  leave  to 
stand  by  the  door  as  he  came  out.  He  paused,  very  white  in  his 
scarlet  coat,  smiled,  and  said,  ^^  Thank  you,  AVynne ;  God  bless 
you !  ^^  and  went  on,  recognizing  with  a  bow  the  members  of  the 
court,  and  so  with  a  firm  step  to  his  ignoble  death.  As  I  had 
promised,  I  fell  in  behind  the  sad  procession  to  the  top  of  the 
hill.  No  fairer  scene  could  a  man  look  upon  for  his  last  of  earth. 
The  green  range  of  the  Piermont  hills  rose  to  north.  On  all 
sides,  near  and  far,  was  the  splendor  of  the  autumn-tinted  woods, 
and  to  west  the  land  swept  downward  past  the  headquarters  to 
where  the  cliffs  rose  above  the  Hudson.  I  can  see  it  all  now  — 
the  loveliness  of  nature,  the  waiting  thousands,  mute  and  pitiful. 
I  shut  my  eyes  and  prayed  for  this  passing  soul.  A  deathful 
stillness  came  upon  the  assembled  multitude.  I  heard  Colonel 
Scammel  read  the  sentence.  Then  there  was  the  rumble  of  the 
cart,  a  low  murmur  broke  forth,  and  the  sound  of  moving  steps 
was  heard.  It  was  over.  The  great  assemblage  of  farmers  and 
soldiers  went  away  strangely  silent,  and  many  in  tears. 

The  effort  I  so  earnestly  desired  to  make  for  the  capture  of 
Arnold  was  afterward  made  by  Sergeant  Champe,  but  failed,  as 
all  men  now  know.  Yet  I  am  honestly  of  opinion  that  I  should 
have  succeeded. 

Years  afterward,  I  was  walking  along  the  Strand  in  London, 
when,  looking  up,  I  saw  a  man  and  woman  approaching.  It  was 
Arnold  with  his  wife.  His  face  was  thin  and  wasted,  a  counte- 
nance writ  over  with  gloom  and  disappointment.  His  masculine 
vigor  was  gone.  Cain  could  have  borne  no  plainer  marks  of  vain 
remorse.  He  looked  straight  before  him.  As  I  crossed  the  way, 
with  no  desire  to  meet  him,  I  saw  the  woman  look  up  at  him;  a 
strange,  melancholy  sweetness  in  the  pale,  worn  face  of  our  once 
beautiful  Margaret.  Her  love  was  all  that  time  had  left  him; 
poor,  broken,  shunned,  insulted,  he  was  fast  going  to  his  grave. 
Where  now  he  lies  I  know  not.  Did  he  repent  with  bitter  tears 
on  that  gentle  breast  ?  God  only  knows.  I  walked  on  through 
the  crowded  street,  and  thought  of  the  words  of  my  great  chief, 
"There  is  a  God  who  punishes  the  traitor.* 
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[The   following   poems   are  all   copyTighted   by  S.  Weir  Mitchell,  and  are  re- 
printed by  permission  of  the  Century  Company,  pubhshers.] 

LINCOLN 

CHAINED  by  Stern  duty  to  the  rock  of  State, 
His  spirit  armed  in  mail  of  rugged  mirth, 
Ever  above,  though  ever  near  to  earth, 
Yet  felt  his  heart  the  cruel  tongues  that  sate 
Base  appetites,  and  foul  with  slander,  wait 

Till  the  keen  lightnings  bring  the  awful  hour 
When  wounds  and  suffering  shall  give  them  power. 
Most  was  he  like  to  Luther,  gay  and  great. 

Solemn  and  mirthful,  strong  of  heart  and  limb. 
Tender  and  simple  too;  he  was  so  near 
To  all  thing?  human  that  he  cast  out  fear, 
And,  ever  simpler,  like  a  little  child. 

Lived  in  unconscious  nearness  unto  Him 
Who  always  on  earth's  little  ones  hath  smiled. 


DREAMLAND 

Up  anchor!     Up  anchor! 
Set  sail  and  away! 
The  ventures  of  dreamland 
Are  thine  for  a  day. 
Yo,  heave  ho! 

Aloft  and  alow 
Elf  sailors  are  singing 
Yo,  heave  ho! 
The  breeze  that  is  blowing 

So  sturdily  strong 
Shall  fill  up  thy  sail 

With  the  breath  of  a  song. 
A  fay  at  the  mast-head 

Keeps  watch  o'er  the  sea; 
Blown  amber  of  tresses 
Thy  banner  shall  be; 
Thy  freight  the  lost  laughter 

That  sad  souls  have  missed. 
Thy  cargo  the  kisses 

That  never  were  kissed. 
And  ho,  for  a  fay  maid 
Born  merry  in  June, 
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Of  dainty  red  roses 

Beneath  a  red  moon. 
The  star-pearls  that  midnight 

Casts  down  on  the  sea, 
Dark  gold  of  the  sunset, 

Her  fortune  shall  be. 
And  ever  she  whispers. 

More  tenderly  sweet, 
*Love  am  I,  love  only, 

Love  perfect,  complete. 
The  world  is  my  lordship, 

The  heart  is  my  slave; 
I  mock  at  the  ages, 

I  laugh  at  the  grave. 
Wilt  sail  with  me  ever 

A  dream-haunted  sea, 
Whose  whispering  waters 

Shall  murmur  to  thee 
The  love-haunted  lyrics 

Dead  poets  have  made 
Ere  life  had  a  fetter. 

Ere  love  was  afraid  ?  * 
Then  up  with  the  anchor! 

Set  sail  and  away! 
The  ventures  of  loveland 

Are  thine  for  a  day. 


I 


SONG 

From  < Francis  Drake* 

WOULD  I  were  an  English  rose, 
In  England  for  to  be: 
The  sweetest  maid  that  Devon  knows 
Should  pick  and  carry  me. 


To  pluck  my  leaves  be  tender  quick, 

A  fortune  fair  to  prove. 
And  count  in  love's  arithmetic 

Thy  pretty  sum  of  love. 

Oh,  Devon's  lanes  be  green  o'crgrowti, 
And  blithe  her  maidens  be ; 

But  there  be  some  that  walk  alone, 
And  look  across  the  sea. 
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MARY   RUSSELL  MITFORD 

(1787-1855) 

Ihe  best  description  of  Miss  Mitford  is  given  by  Mrs.  Browning 
in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Home,  where  she  speaks  of  her  as  «  our 
friend  of  Three  Mile  Cross,  who  <  wears  her  heart  upon  her 
sleeve'  and  shakes  out  its  perfume  at  every  moment. »  And  indeed, 
like  the  sun.  Miss  Mitford  shone  upon  the  just  and  the  unjust:  her 
flowers,  her  dogs,  her  servants,  neighbors  and  friends,  her  devoted 
mother,  and  her  handsome,  graceless  father,  all  shared  alike  her 
sunny  sweet-heartedness. 

Mary  Russell  Mitford  was  born  at  Aires- 
ford,  in  the  town  of  Wither,  England,  De- 
cember 1 6th,  1787,  and  began  her  career  as 
a  writer  in  18 10,  publishing  then  her  first 
volume,  *■  Miscellaneous  Poems.*  In  read- 
ing the  account  of  her  life  given  in  her 
own  letters,  edited  by  Mr.  L'Estrange,  it  is 
impossible  not  to  be  touched  by  the  reve- 
lation of  her  pathetically  cheerful  struggle 
to  support  her  parents,  as  well  as  provoked 
by  her  unfailing  devotion  to  her  good-for- 
nothing  father.  Indeed,  so  deeply  does  her 
love  for  him  impress  the  reader,  that  at 
last  it  comes  near  to  protecting  him  from 

criticism.  Squandering  first  his  own  fortune.  Dr.  Mitford  married 
Miss  Russell,  a  devoted  woman,  ten  years  his  senior,  whose  friends 
he  proceeded  to  offend,  and  whose  fortune  he  promptly  dissipated. 
At  the  first  touch  of  pecuniary  embarrassment  he  moved  from  Aires- 
ford  to  Lynn  Regis,  where  for  one  year  they  lived  in  the  greatest 
luxury.  In  <  Recollections  of  a  Literary  Life*  Miss  Mitford  says: 
*In  that  old  historical  town  [Lynn  Regis]  I  spent  the  eventful  year 
when  the  careless  happiness  of  childhood  vanished,  and  the  troubles 
of  the  world  first  dawned  upon  my  heart.  .  .  .  Nobody  told 
me,  but  I  felt,  ...  I  knew,  I  can't  tell  how,  but  I  did  know 
that  everything  was  to  be  parted  with,  and  everybody  paid."  Then 
follows  a  description  of  chests  being  carried  away  in  the  night  by 
faithful  servants,  and  of  a  dreary  journey  for  herself  and  her  mother, 
and  of  the  first  touch  of  dreadful  poverty.  Settled  in  lodgings  in 
London,  this  incredible  father  took  his  little  daughter  to  buy  a  lottery 
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ticket ;  she  selected  one  whose  added  numbers  made  her  age  —  ten 
years  —  and  would  have  none  other.  This  ticket  was  bought,  and 
drew  for  Dr.  Mitford  twenty  thousand  pounds.  Once  more  with  a 
fortune,  he  bought  a  place  near  Reading, — Bertram  House, —  and  sent 
his  daughter,  of  whom  he  was  excessively  proud,  to  school  in  Lon- 
don. It  was  while  at  Bertram  House  that  Miss  Mitford  published  her 
first  volume,  following  it  in  1811  by  ^Christine,*  and  other  smaller 
things.  In  1820  they  move  from  Bertram  House  into  a  tiny  cot- 
tage at  Three  Mile  Cross,  and  from  this  time  on  it  is  one  long 
struggle  for  money.  From  this  place  are  written  Miss  Mitford's  most 
charming  letters,  in  which  we  read  of  her  difficulties  about  her  trage- 
dies, and  how,  because  of  these  difficulties,  she  took  up  another  line 
of  work  as  less  harassing,  and  began  to  write  short  sketches  of  the 
life  about  her:  sketches  which  Campbell  refused  as  too  light, — which 
the  world  put  next  to  Lamb's  Essays, —  and  which,  collected,  made 
<Our  Village.  > 

Between  1823  and  1828  three  of  her  plaj^s,  ^Julien,'  *Foscari,*  and 
<Rienzi,^  were  put  upon  the  stage  by  Macready  and  Kemble;  *Our 
Village  ^  had  an  enormous  success,  and  Miss  Mitford  was  toasted 
and  made  much  of  by  all  the  world  of  London.  But  as  her  father 
<* played  a  very  fine  hand  at  whist,"  she  could  never  be  very  long 
away  from  Three  Mile  Cross  and  her  writing-table ;  and  she  goes 
back  quite  cheerfully  to  a  daily  task  of  from  seven  to  twelve  hours 
writing.  Her  work  is  most  voluminous :  including  plays,  poems,  *  Dra- 
matic Scenes,^  *  Stories  of  American  Life,*  —  of  which  she  could  not 
have  known  very  much, —  ^Stories  for  Children,'  and  in  1835  another 
collection  of  sketches,  called  *  Belford  Regis.*  Besides  all  this,  she 
contributed  to  newspapers,  magazines,  ^Amulets*  and  *  Forget-me-nots,* 
and  edited  from  1838  to  1841  Finden's  Tableaux;  finishing  her  work 
in  1852-4  with  <  Recollections  of  a  Literary  Life,*  and  'Atherton  and 
Other  Tales.*  Driven  by  want  and  harassed  by  debt,  she  could  not 
produce  much  that  would  live;  but  the  careful  reader  of  Miss  Mit- 
ford's letters  will  never  criticize  Miss  Mitford's  failures.  At  Three 
Mile  Cross,  after  much  ill  health,  her  mother  died,  and  later  her 
<* beloved  father**;  and  here  she  lived  until  in  1850  the  little  house 
began  to  fall  to  pieces;  and  she  moved  to  Svvallowfield,  not  very  far 
away,  there  to  finish  her  life. 

Miss  Mitford  tells  us  that  she  "delighted  in  that  sort  of  detail 
which  permits  so  intimate  a  familiarity  with  the  subject  of  which  it 
treats,**  —  and  she  gives  it  to  us  in  her  work.  She  describes  a  cow- 
slip ball  so  accurately  that  one  smells  the  cowslips  and  helps  her 
to  tie  it;  she  makes  us  intimately  acquainted  with  the  "spreading 
hawthorn**;  the  shower  pelts  us  in  wetting  her,  and  we  change  our 
clothes  too  —  or  we  long  to  do  so  —  in  order  to  sit  down  with  her  near 
the  fire.      She  loses  her  walking-stick,  and  we  go  back  with  her  over 
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the  whole  expedition  to  find  it;  it  is  a  personal  loss,  and  we  are 
much  relieved  when  the  children  bring  it  home  again.  Frost  comes; 
and  we  are  out  under  the  solemn  white  avenue,  looking  at  the  <*  land- 
scape of  snow,''  at  the  frozen  weeds,  and  becoming  friendly  with  the 
little  bird  tamed  by  the  cold,  — «  perched  in  the  middle  of  the  hedge, 
nestling  as  it  were  among  the  cold  bare  boughs,  seeking,  poor  pretty 
thing,  for  the  warmth  it  will  not  find."  Then  the  description  of  the 
thaw,  not  much  more  than  a  paragraph, —  a  dismal  thaw,  the  dreari- 
ness of  which  she  fights  against  quite  palpably,  stopping  so  abruptly 
that  one  is  sure  that  she  found  it  too  forlorn  to  dwell  upon  safely. 

But  through  all  the  sunny  charm  of  her  work,  she  is  conscious  of 
the  shadow  of  the  hopeless  struggle  she  is  making;  one  knows  that 
she  did  not  dare  to  tread  too  heavily  on  the  thin  ice  of  her  happi- 
ness, and  one  steps  lightly  along  with  her,  and  makes  a  conscious 
effort  to  forget  the  father  and  his  endless  folly.  When  at  last  she  is 
alone  in  the  world,  and  has  to  move  from  Three  Mile  Cross,  she 
says :  "  It  was  a  great  grief  to  go.  I  had  associations  with  those  old 
walls  which  endeared  them  to  me  more  than  I  can  tell.  There  I 
had  toiled  and  striven,  and  tasted  of  as  bitter  anxiety,  of  fear  and 
of  hope,  as  often  falls  to  the  lot  of  women.  There  in  the  fullness 
of  age  I  had  lost  those  whose  love  had  made  my  home  sweet  and 
precious."  And  one  longs  to  step  back  fifty  years  and  maul  that 
delinquent  father;  not  so  much,  perhaps,  because  he  was  selfish,  as 
because  she  loved  him  so.  But  in  the  next  paragraph  her  invincible 
cheerfulness  again  comes  to  the  front,  and  we  begin  to  like  Swallow- 
field  almost  as  much  as  Three  Mile  Cross.  A  brave  soul  was  Miss 
Mitford ;  and  a  strange  contrast  to  her  <<  beloved  young  friend "  Eliza- 
beth Barrett,  who  in  the  depth  of  ease  and  luxury  nursed  the  one 
grief  of  her  life,  as  if  it  were  the  only  specimen  of  sorrow  in  the 
world.  A  brave  and  sturdy  soul;  and  her  reward  is  immortality  for 
the  flower  that  sprang  from  her  heroic  self-abnegation — immortality 
for  her  humble  home,  *Our  Village.' 


THE  NEIGHBORHOOD 
From   <Our  Village' 

OF  ALL  situations  for  a  constant  residence,  that  which  appears 
to  me  most  delightful  is  a  little  village  far  in  the  countr)^; 
a  small  neighborhood,  not  of  fine  mansions  finely  peopled, 
but    of    cottages    and    cottage-like    houses,    **  messuages    or    tene- 
ments," as    a  friend  of  mine   calls  such   ignoble   and    nondescript 
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dwellings,  witli  inhabitants  whose  faces  are  as  familiar  to  us  as 
the  flowers  in  our  garden;  a  little  world  of  our  own,  close-packed 
and  insulated  like  ants  in  an  ant-hill,  or  bees  in  a  hive,  or  sheep 
in  a  fold,  or  nuns  in  a  convent,  or  sailors  in  a  ship;  where  we 
know  every  one,  are  known  to  every  one,  interested  in  every  one, 
and  authorized  to  hope  that  every  one  feels  an  interest  in  us 
How  pleasant  it  is  to  slide  into  these  true-hearted  feelings  from 
the  kindly  and  unconscious  influence  of  habit,  and  to  learn  to 
know  and  to  love  the  people  about  us,  with  all  their  peculiarities, 
just  as  we  learn  to  know  and  to  love  the  nooks  and  turns  of  the 
shady  lanes  and  sunny  commons  that  we  pass  every  day.  Even 
in  books  I  like  confined  locality,  and  so  do  the  critics  when  they 
talk  of  the  unities.  Nothing  is  so  tiresome  as  to  be  whirled 
half  over  Europe  at  the  chariot-wheels  of  a  hero,  to  go  to  sleep 
at  Vienna  and  awaken  at  Madrid;  it  produces  a  real  fatigue,  a 
weariness  of  spirit.  On  the  other  hand,  nothing  is  so  delightful 
as  to  sit  down  in  a  country  village  in  one  of  Miss  Austen's  deli- 
cious novels;  quite  sure  before  we  leave  it  to  become  intimate 
with  every  spot  and  every  person  it  contains;  or  to  ramble  with 
Mr.  White  over  his  own  parish  of  Selborne,  and  form  a  friendship 
with  the  fields  and  coppices,  as  well  as  with  the  birds,  mice, 
squirrels,  who  inhabit  them;  or  to  sail  with  Robinson  Crusoe  to 
his  island,  and  live  there  with  him  and  his  goats  and  his  man 
Friday; — how  much  we  dread  any  new-comers,  any  fresh  import- 
ation of  savage  or  sailor!  we  never  S5^mpathize  for  a  moment  in 
our  hero's  want  of  company,  and  are  quite  grieved  when  he  gets 
away;  —  or  to  be  shipwrecked  with  Ferdinand  on  that  other  love- 
lier island, —  the  island  of  Prospero,  and  Miranda,  and  Caliban, 
and  Ariel,  and  nobody  else,  none  of  Dryden's  exotic  inventions, — 
that  is  best  of  all.  And  a  small  neighborhood  is  as  good  in  sober 
waking  reality  as  in  poetry  or  prose ;  a  village  neighborhood,  such 
as  this  Berkshire  hamlet  in  which  I  write, —  a  long,  straggling,' 
winding  street  at  the  bottom  of  a  fine  eminence,  with  a  road 
through  it,  always  abounding  in  carts,   horsemen,  and  carriages, 

and  lately  enlivened  by  a  stage-coach  from  B to  S ,  which 

passed  through  about  ten  days  ago,  and  will  I  suppose  return 
some  time  or  other.  There  are  coaches  of  all  varieties  nowa- 
days; perhaps  this  may  be  intended  for  a  monthly  diligence,  or  a 
fortnightly  fly.  Will  you  walk  with  me  through  our  village, 
courteous  reader  ?  The  journey  is  not  long.  We  will  begin  at 
the  lower  end,  and  proceed  up-hill. 
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The  tidy  square  red  cottage  on  the  right  hand,  with  the  long 
well-stocked  garden  by  the  side  of  the  road,  belongs  to  a  retired 
publican  from  a  neighboring  toWn;  a  substantial  person  with  a 
comely  wife;  one  who  piques  himself  on  independence  and  idle- 
ness, talks  politics,  reads  newspapers,  hates  the  minister,  and 
cries  out  for  reform.  He  introduced  into  our  peaceful  village 
the  rebellious  innovation  of  illumination  on  the  queen's  acquittal. 
Remonstrance  and  persuasion  were  in  vain:  he  talked  of  liberty 
and  broken  windows  —  so  we  all  lighted  up.  Oh!  how  he  shone 
that  night  with  candles,  and  laurel,  and  white  bows,  and  gold 
paper,  and  a  transparency  (originally  designed  for  a  pocket- 
handkerchief)  with  a  flaming  portrait  of  her  Majesty,  hatted  and 
feathered,  in  red  ochre.  He  had  no  rival  in  the  village, —  that 
we  all  acknowledge;  the  very  bonfire  was  less  splendid;  the  little 
boys  reserved  their  best  crackers  to  be  expended  in  his  honor, 
and  he  gave  them  full  sixpence  more  than  any  one  else.  He 
would  like  an  illumination  once  a  month;  for  it  must  not  be 
concealed  that,  in  spite  of  gardening,  of  newspaper  reading,  of 
jaunting  about  in  his  little  cart,  and  frequenting  both  church 
and  meeting,  our  worthy  neighbor  begins  to  feel  the  weariness 
of  idleness.  He  hangs  over  his  gate,  and  tries  to  entice  passen- 
gers to  stop  and  chat;  he  volunteers  little  jobs  all  round,  smokes 
cherry-trees  to  cure  the  blight,  and  traces  and  blows  up  all 
the  wasp-nests  in  the  parish.  I  have  seen  a  great  many  wasps 
in  our  garden  to-day,  and  shall  enchant  him  with  the  intelli- 
gence. He  even  assists  his  wife  in  her  sweepings  and  dustings. 
Poor  man!  he  is  a  very  respectable  person,  and  would  be  a  very 
happy  one  if  he  would  add  a  little  employment  to  his  dignity. 
It  would  be  the  salt  of  life  to  him. 

Next  to  his  house,  though  parted  from  it  by  another  long 
garden  with  a  yew  arbor  at  the  end,  is  the  pretty  little  dwelling 
of  the  shoemaker,  a  pale,  sickly-looking,  black-haired  man,  the 
very  model  of  sober  industry.  There  he  sits  in  his  little  shop 
from  early  morning  till  late  at  night.  An  earthquake  would 
hardly  stir  him:  the  illumination  did  not.  He  stuck  immov- 
ably to  his  last,  from  the  first  lighting  up,  through  the  long 
blaze  and  the  slow  decay,  till  his  large  solitary  candle  was  the 
only  light  in  the  place.  One  cannot  conceive  anything  more 
perfect  than  the  contempt  which  the  man  of  transparencies  and 
the  man  of  shoes  must  have  felt  for  each  other  on  that  evening. 
There  was  at  least  as  much  vanity  in  the  sturdy  industry  as  in 
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the  strenuous  idleness,  for  our  shoemaker  is  a  man  of  substance: 
he  employs  three  journeymen, —  two  lame  and  one  a  dwarf,  so 
that  his  shop  looks  like  an  hospital ;  he  has  purchased  the  lease 
of  his  commodious  dwelling, —  some  even  say  that  he  has  bought 
it  out  and  out;  and  he  has  only  one  pretty  daughter,  a  light, 
delicate,  fair-haired  girl  of  fourteen,  the  champion,  protectress, 
and  playfellow  of  every  brat  under  three  years  old,  whom  she 
jumps,  dances,  dandles,  and  feeds  all  day  long.  A  very  attractive 
person  is  that  child-loving  girl.  I  have  never  seen  any  one  in 
her  station  who  possessed  so  thoroughly  that  undefinable  charm, 
the  lady-look.  See  her  on  a  Sunday  in  her  simplicity  and  her 
white  frock,  and  she  might  pass  for  an  earl's  daughter.  She  likes 
flowers,  too,  and  has  a  profusion  of  white  stocks  under  her  win- 
dow, as  pure  and  delicate  as  herself. 

The  first  house  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way  is  the 
blacksmith's:  a  gloomy  dwelling,  where  the  sun  never  seems  to 
shine;  dark  and  smoky  within  and  witliout,  like  a  forge.  The 
blacksmith  is  a  high  officer  in  our  little  State, —  nothing  less 
than  a  constable;  but,  alas!  alas!  when  tumults  arise,  and  the 
constable  is  called  for,  he  will  commonly  be  found  in  the  thick- 
est of  the  fray.  Lucky  would  it  be  for  his  wife  and  her  eight 
children  were  there  no  pubjic-house  in  the  land:  an  inveterate 
inclination  to  enter  those  bewitching  doors  is  Mr.  Constable's 
only   fault. 

Next  to  this  official  dwelling  is  a  spruce  brick  tenement, 
red,  high,  and  narrow;  boasting,  one  above  another,  three  sash- 
windows,  the  only  sash-windows  in  the  village ;  with  a  clematis 
on  one  side  and  a  rose  on  the  other,  tall  and  narrow  like  itself. 
That  slender  mansion  has  a  fine,  genteel  look.  The  little  parlor 
seems  made  for  Hogarth's  old  maid  and  her  stunted  footboy;  for 
tea  and  card  parties, —  it  would  just  hold  one  table;  for  the  rus- 
tle of  faded  silks,  and  the  splendor  of  old  china;  for  the  delight 
of  four  by  honors,  and  a  little  snug,  quiet  scandal  between  the 
deals;  for  affected  gentility  and  real  starvation.  This  should  have 
been  its  destiny;  but  fate  has  been  unpropitious:  it  belongs  to  a 
plump,  merry,  bustling  dame,  with  four  fat,  rosy,  noisy  children, 
the  very  essence  of  vulgarity  and  plenty. 

Then  comes  the  village  shop,  like  other  village  shops,  multi- 
farious as  a  bazaar:  a  repository  for  bread,  shoes,  tea,  cheese, 
tape,  ribands,  and  bacon;  for  everything,  in  short,  except  the  one 
particular  thing  which  you  happen  to  want  at  the  moment,  and 
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will  be  sure  not  to  find.  The  people  are  civil  and  thriving,  and 
frugal  withal;  they  have  let  the  upper  part  of  their  house  to  two 
young  women  (one  of  them  is  a  pretty  blue-eyed  girl)  who  teach 
little  children  their  ABC,  and  make  caps  and  gowns  for  their 
mammas, — parcel  schoolmistress,  parcel  mantua-maker.  I  believe 
they  find  adorning  the  body  a  more  profitable  vocation  than 
adorning   the   mind. 

Divided  from  the  shop  by  a  narrow  yard,  and  opposite  the 
shoemaker's,  is  a  habitation  of  whose  inmates  I  shall  say  noth- 
ing. A  cottage, — no,  a  miniature  house,  with  many  additions, 
little  odds  and  ends  of  places,  pantries,  and  what  not;  all  angles, 
and  of  a  charming  in-and-outness;  a  little  bricked  court  before 
one  half,  and  a  little  flower-yard  before  the  other;  the  walls,  old 
and  weather-stained,  covered  with  hollyhocks,  roses,  honej'suckles, 
and  a  great  apricct-tree ;  the  casements  full  of  geraniums  (ah, 
there  is  our  superb  white  cat  peeping  out  from  amongst  them) ; 
the  closets  (our  landlord  has  the  assurance  to  call  them  rooms) 
full  of  contrivances  and  corner-cupboards;  and  the  little  garden 
behind  full  of  common  flowers, —  tulips,  pinks,  larkspurs,  peo- 
nies, stocks,  and  carnations, — with  an  arbor  of  privet,  not  unlike  a 
sentry-box,  where  one  lives  in  a  delicious  green  light,  and  looks 
out  on  the  gayest  of  all  gay  flower-beds.  That  house  was  built 
on  purpose  to  show  in  what  an  exceeding  small  compass  comfort 
may  be  packed.     Well,   I  will  loiter  there  no  longer. 

The  next  tenement  is  a  place  of  importance, —  the  Rose  inn; 
a  whitewashed  building,  retired  from  the  road  behind  its  fine 
swinging  sign,  with  a  little  bow-window  room  coming  out  on  one 
side,  and  forming,  with  our  stable  on  the  other,  a  sort  of  open 
square,  which  is  the  constant  resort  of  carts,  wagons,  and  return 
chaises.  There  are  two  carts  there  now,  and  mine  host  is  serving 
them  with  beer  in  his  eternal  red  waistcoat.  He  is  a  thriving 
man  and  a  portly,  as  his  waistcoat  attests,  which  has  been  twice 
let  out  within  this  twelvemonth.  Our  landlord  has  a  stirring 
wife,  a  hopeful  son,  and  a  daughter,  the  belle  of  the  village;  not 
so  pretty  as  the  fair  nymph  of  the  shoe-shop,  and  far  less  ele- 
gant, but  ten  times  as  fine;  all  curl-papers  in  the  morning,  like  a 
porcupine,  all  crrls  in  the  afternoon,  like  a  poodle;  with  more 
flounces  than  curl-papers,  and  more  lovers  than  curls.  Miss 
Phoebe  is  fitter  for  town  than  country;  and  to  do  her  justice, 
she  has  a  consciousness  of  that  fitness,  and  turns  her  steps  town- 
ward  as  often  as  she  can. 
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In  a  line  with  the  bow-window  room  is  a  low  garden-wall, 
belonging  to  a  house  under  repair, —  the  white  house  opposite  the 
collar-maker's  shop,  with  four  lime-trees  before  it,  and  a  wagon- 
load  of  bricks  at  the  door.  That  house  is  the  plaything  of  a 
wealthy,  well-meaning,  whimsical  person,  who  lives  about  a  mile 
off.  He  has  a  passion  for  brick  and  mortar;  and  being  too  wise  to 
meddle  with  his  own  residence,  diverts  himself  with  altering  and 
re-altering,  improving  and  re-improving,  doing  and  undoing  here. 
It  is  a  perfect  Penelope's  web.  Carpenters  and  bricklayers  have 
been  at  work  these  eighteen  months,  and  yet  I  sometimes  stand 
and  wonder  whether  anything  has  really  been  done.  One  exploit 
in  last  June  was,  however,  by  no  means  equivocal.  Our  good 
neighbor  fancied  that  the  limes  shaded  the  rooms,  and  made 
them  dark  (there  was  not  a  creature  in  the  house  but  the  work- 
men), so  he  had  all  the  leaves  stripped  from  every  tree.  There 
they  stood,  poor  miserable  skeletons,  as  bare  as  Christmas,  under 
the  glowing  midsummer  sun.  Nature  revenged  herself  in  her 
own  sweet  and  gracious  manner:  fresh  leaves  sprang  out,  and  at 
early  Christmas  the  foliage  was  as  brilliant  as  when  the  outrage 
was  committed. 

Next  door  lives  a  carpenter,  ^^  famed  ten  miles  round,  and 
worthy  all  his  fame ;  **  —  few  cabinet-makers  surpass  him,  with  his 
excellent  wife,  and  their  little  daughter  Lizzy,  the  plaything  and 
queen  of  the  village;  a  child  of  three  years  old  according  to  the 
register,  but  six  in  size  and  strength  and  intellect,  in  power  and 
in  self-will.  She  manages  everybody  in  the  place,  her  school- 
mistress included;  turns  the  wheeler's  children  out  of  their  own 
little  cart,  and  makes  them  draw  her;  seduces  cakes  and  lolly- 
pops  from  the  very  shop  window;  makes  the  lazy  carry  her,  the 
silent  talk  to  her,  the  grave  romp  with  her;  does  anything  she 
pleases;  is  absolutely  irresistible.  Her  chief  attraction  lies  in  her 
exceeding  power  of  loving,  and  her  firm  reliance  on  the  love 
and  indulgence  of  others.  How  impossible  it  would  be  to  dis- 
appoint the  dear  little  girl  when  she  runs  to  meet  you,  slides  her 
pretty  hand  into  yours,  looks  up  gladly  in  your  face,  and  says, 
"Come!"  You  must  go:  you  cannot  help  it.  Another  part  of 
her  charm  is  her  singular  beauty.  Together  with  a  good  deal 
of  the  character  of  Napoleon,  she  has  something  of  his  square, 
sturdy,  upright  form,  with  the  finest  limbs  in  the  world,  a  com- 
plexion purely  English,  a  round  laughing  face,  sunburnt  and  rosy, 
large  merry  blue  eyes,  curling  brown  hair,  and  a  wonderful  play 
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of  countenance.  She  has  the  imperial  attitudes  too,  and  loves 
to  stand  with  her  hands  behind  her,  or  folded  over  her  bosom; 
and  sometimes,  when  she  has  a  little  touch  of  shyness,  she 
clasps  them  together  on  the  top  of  her  head,  pressing  down  her 
shining  curls,   and  looking  so  exquisitely  pretty!     . 

There  is  still  one  house  round  the  corner,  ending  in  a  pict- 
uresque wheeler's-shop.  The  dwelling-house  is  more  ambitious. 
Look  at  the  fine  flowered  window-blinds,  the  green  door  with  the 
brass  knocker,  and  the  somewhat  prim  but  very  civil  person  who 
is  sending  off  a  laboring  man  with  sirs  and  curtsies  enough  for 
a  prince  of  the  blood.  Those  are  the  curate's  lodgings  —  apart- 
ments, his  landlady  would  call  them;  he  lives  with  his  own  fam- 
ily four  miles  off,  but  once  or  twice  a  week  he  comes  to  his  neat 
little  parlor  to  write  sermons,  to  marry,  or  to  bury,  as  the  case 
may  require.  Never  were  better  or  kinder  people  than  his  host 
and  hostess;  and  there  is  a  reflection  of  clerical  importance  about 
them,  since  their  connection  with  the  Church,  which  is  quite  edi- 
fying,—  a  decorum,  a  gravity,  a  solemn  politeness.  Oh,  to  see  the 
worthy  wheeler  carry  the  gown  after  his  lodger  on  a  Sunday, 
nicely  pinned  up  in  his  wife's  best  handkerchief!  or  to  hear  him 
rebuke  a  squalling  child  or  a  squabbling  woman!  The  curate  is 
nothing  to  him.     He  is  fit  to  be  perpetual  churchwarden. 

We  must  now  cross  the  lane  into  the  shady  rope-walk.  That 
pretty  white  cottage  opposite,  which  stands  straggling  at  the  end 
of  the  village  in  a  garden  full  of  flowers,  belongs  to  our  mason, 
the  shortest  of  men,  and  his  handsome,  tall  wife:  he,  a  dwarf 
with  the  voice  of  a  giant, —  one  starts  when  he  begins  to  talk  as 
if  he  were  shouting  through  a  speaking-trumpet;  she,  the  sister, 
daughter,  and  granddaughter  of  a  long  line  of  gardeners,  and  no 
contemptible  one  herself.  It  is  very  magnanimous  in  me  not  to 
hate  her;  for  she  beats  me  in  my  own  way, — in  chrysanthemums, 
and  dahlias,  and  the  like  gauds.  Her  plants  are  sure  to  live; 
mine  have  a  sad  trick  of  dying;  perhaps  because  I  love  them 
"not  wisely,  but  too  well,"  and  kill  them  with  over-kindness. 

How  pleasantly  the  road  winds  up  the  hill,  with  its  broad 
green  borders  and  hedge-rows  so  thickly  timbered!  How  finely 
the  evening  sun  falls  on  that  sandy  excavated  bank,  and  touches 
the  farm-house  on  the  top  of  the  eminence ! 

We  are  now  on  the  very  brow,  close  to  the  Hill-house.  On 
the  outer  edge  of  the  paling,  hanging  over  the  bank  that  skirts 
the  road,  is  an  old  thorn  —  such  a  thorn !  The  long  sprays  cov- 
ered with  snowy  blossoms,  so  ^aceful,  so  elegant,  so  lightsome, 
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and  yet  so  rich!  There  only  wants  a  pool  under  the  thorn  to 
give  a  still  lovelier  reflection,  quivering  and  trembling,  like  a  tuft 
of  feathers,  whiter  and  greener  than  the  life,  and  more  prettily 
mixed  with  the  bright  blue  sky.  The  road  winding  down  the 
hill  with  a  slight  bend,  like  that  in  the  High  Street  at  Oxford; 
a  wagon  slowly  ascending,  and  a  horseman  passing  it  at  full  trot 
Half-way  down,  just  at  the  turn,  the  red  cottage  of  the  lieuten- 
ant, covered  with  vines,  the  very  image  of  comfort  and  content; 
farther  down,  on  the  opposite  side,  the  small  white  dwelling  of 
the  little  mason;  then  the  limes  and  the  rope-walk;  then  the  vil- 
lage street,  peeping  through  the  trees,  whose  clustering  tops  hide 
all  but  the  chimneys,  and  various  roofs  of  the  houses,  and  here 
and  there  some  angle  of  the  wall;    farther  on,  the  elegant  town 

of   B ,   with  its  fine  old  church  towers  and  spires:   the  whole 

view  shut  in  by  a  range  of  chalky  hills;  and  over  every  part  of 
the  picture,  trees  so  profusely  scattered,  that  it  appears  like  a 
woodland  scene,  with  glades  and  villages  intermixed.  The  trees 
are  of  all  kinds  and  all  hues,  chiefly  the  finely  shaped  elm,  of  so 
bright  and  deep  a  green,  the  tips  of  whose  high  outer  branches 
drop  down  with  such  a  crisp  and  garland-like  richness,  and  the 
oak,  whose  stately  form  is  just  now  so  splendidly  adorned  by  the 
sunny  coloring  of  the  young  leaves.  Turning  again  up  the  hill, 
we  find  ourselves  on  that  peculiar  charm  of  English  scenery,  a 
green  common,  divided  by  the  road;  the  right  side  fringed  by 
hedge-rows  and  trees,  with  cottages  and  farm-houses  irregularly 
placed,  and  terminated  by  a  double  avenue  of  noble  oaks;  the 
left,  prettier  still,  dappled  by  bright  pools  of  water,  and  islands 
of  cottages  and  cottage  gardens,  and  sinking  gradually  down  to 
the  cornfields  and  meadows,  and  an  old  farm-house  with  pointed 
roofs  and  clustered  chimneys,  looking  out  from  its  blooming 
orchard,  and  backed  by  woody  hills.  The  common  is  itself  the 
prettiest  part  of  the  prospect;  half  covered  with  low  furze,  whose 
golden  blossoms  reflect  so  intensely  the  last  beams  of  the  setting 
sun,  and  alive  with  cows  and  sheep,  and  two  sets  of  cricketers; 
one  of  young  men,  surrounded  by  spectators,  some  standing,  some 
sitting,  some  stretched  on  the  grass,  all  taking  a  delighted  inter- 
est in  the  game;  the  other,  a  merry  group  of  little  boys,  at  a 
humble  distance,  for  whom  even  cricket  is  scarcely  lively  enough, 
shouting,  leaping,  and  enjoying  themselves  to  their  hearts'  con 
tent.  But  cricketers  and  country  boys  arc  too  important  persons 
in  our  village  to  be  talked  of  merely  as  figures  in  the  landscape. 
They  deserve  an  individual  introduction  —  an  essay  to  themselves. 
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MOLIERE 

(1622-1673) 

BY  BRANDER  MATTHEWS 

OLIERE,  the  greatest  of  modern  comic  dramatists,  was  a  Paris- 
ian by  birth, — like  those  other  typical  Frenchmen,  Villon 
and  Voltaire,  Boileau  and  Regnard.  He  was  born  in  1622, 
probably  in  the  house  now  No.  96  Rue  St.  Honore,  and  probably  on 
January  15th  or  a  day  or  two  earlier.  His  real  name  was  Jean 
Baptiste  Poquelin,  <*  Moliere '^  being  a  stage  name  assumed  wnen  he 
left  his  father's  house.  His  father  was  a  prosperous  tradesman,  an 
upholsterer, —  one  of  the  eight  of  that  craft  holding  a  royal  appoint- 
ment {z'alet  de  chambre  tapissier  du  roi),  which  required  him  to  be  in 
attendance  on  the  King  three  months  of  the  year  to  see  that  his 
Majesty's  furniture  was  always  in  fit  condition.  His  mother,  appar- 
ently a  woman  of  both  character  and  culture,  died  when  Moliere  was 
but  ten;  and  the  next  year  his  father  married  again,  only  tc  lose 
this  second  wife  before  Moliere  was  fifteen. 

As  the  son  of  a  flourishing  burgher,  Moliere  received  an  excellent 
education.  In  1636,  being  then  fourteen,  he  was  sent  to  the  College 
de  Clermont,  one  of  the  leading  educational  institutions  of  Paris,  con- 
ducted by  the  Jesuits  and  attended  by  the  youth  of  the  best  families 
of  France.  He  seems  to  have  stayed  there  five  years,  acquiring  the 
humanities  and  getting  well  schooled  in  philosophy.  He  may  or  may 
not  have  been  a  pupil  of  Gassendi;  and  he  may  or  may  not  have 
attempted  a  translation  of  the  great  poem  of  Lucretius:  many  of 
the  legends  of  his  life  that  have  come  down  to  us  wiU  not  vvithstand 
skeptical  scrutiny.  That  he  studied  law  is  certain ;  and  it  is  possible 
even  that  he  was  admitted  to  the  bar. 

In  the  mean  time  he  had  been  assured  of  the  succession  to  nis 
father  in  the  royal  appointment,  and  it  is  more  than  probable  that 
he  was  in  attendance  on  Louis  XIII. ,  as  his  father's  substitute,  in 
June  1642,  when  Cinq-Mars  was  arrested.  Before  the  end  of  the  next 
year,  however,  the  son  of  the  royal  upholsterer  had  left  his  paternal 
home,  had  thrown  in  his  lot  with  a  group  of  strolling  actors,  and  had 
assumed  the  stage  name  of  "Moliere,'*  which  he  was  to  render  for- 
ever illustrious.  The  French  drama  was  beginning  its  most  glorious 
period, —  Corneille's   <Cinna*   and    'Horace*   and   <Le    Menteur*   (The 
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Liar)  having  followed  one  another  in  rapid  succession.  The  influence 
of  the  Spanish  theatre  was  making  itself  felt;  and  even  more  potent 
perhaps  was  the  example  set  by  the  brisk  and  bustling  performances 
of  the  Italian  comedians;  while  the  robust  farces  of  the  French  them- 
selves lost  nothing  of  their  comic  force  when  represented  by  the 
broadly  humorous  followers  of  Gros  Guillaume  and  Gautier  Garguille, 

At  the  head  of  the  company  that  Moliere  joined  was  Madeleine 
Bejart,  a  charming  woman  and  a  capable  actress.  For  two  or  three 
years  the  <<Illustre  Theatre  >*  (as  the  troupe  called  itself)  made  in-' 
effectual  efforts  to  get  a  foothold  in  Paris,  At  last,  in  1646,  it  gave 
up  the  fight  in  the  capital  and  betook  itself  to  the  provinces,  where 
it  remained  for  twelve  years.  The  record  of  Moliere's  wanderings  is 
fragmentary,  but  it  is  known  that  in  1648  he  was  at  Nantes,  Limoges, 
Bordeaux,  and  Toulouse;  in  1650  at  Narbonne;  in  1653  at  Lyons;  in 
1654  at  Montpellier;  in  1657  at  Dijon  and  Avignon;  and  in  1658  at 
Rouen.  From  Scarron's  ^  Roman  Comique '  we  can  get  some  idea  of 
the  life  of  the  vagabond  comedians  in  those  days,  and  of  the  kind 
of  adventure  likely  to  befall  them. 

From  Rouen  the  journey  to  Paris  was  easy;  and  Moliere  was  at 
last  able  to  secure  the  patronage  of  Monsieur,  the  younger  brother  of 
the  young  King,  Louis  XIV.  He  had  left  the  city  of  his  birth  little 
more  than  a  raw  recruit  of  the  stage.  He  returned  to  the  capital  the 
most  accomplished  comedian  of  his  time,  a  dramatist  whose  earlier 
comic  plays  had  already  met  with  warm  popular  appreciation,  and  a 
manager  surrounded  by  a  homogeneous  company  of  skilled  comedi- 
ans, all  devoted  to  him  and  all  having  high  confidence  in  his  ability. 
As  a  writer  of  plays  Moliere  had  begun  modestly  with  farces  on  the 
Italian  model,  but  with  a  fuller  flavor  of  humor,  more  like  that  in 
the  old  French  folk-tales.  Most  of  these  'prentice  trifles  are  lost, 
although  the  author  probably  worked  into  his  more  mature  pieces  all 
that  was  valuable  in  them.  The  strongest  of  the  plays  produced  in 
the  provinces  was  *  L'Etourdi '  (The  Blunderer),  brought  out  in  Lyons 
in  1653,  and  still  often  acted  in  Paris  to-day  after  two  centuries  and 
a  half. 

At  this  time  Moliere  was  only  thirty-six,  and  he  was  unusually 
well  equipped  for  the  comic  drama.  He  had  begun  with  a  solid  train- 
ing in  philosophy;  and  he  had  gained  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the 
theatre  and  a  wide  acquaintance  with  mankind.  It  is  fair  to  assume 
that  through  his  father  he  had  had  an  insight  into  the  middle  class; 
that  through  his  father's  workmen  he  had  been  able  to  get  an  under- 
standing of  the  artisan;  and  that  through  his  father's  royal  appoint- 
ment he  had  had  opportunities  of  observing  the  courtiers.  In  the 
cour.se  of  his  wanderings  he  had  been  brought  in  contact  with  the 
peasants  and  also  with  the  inhabitants  of  the  provincial  towns.     On 
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his  return  to  the  capital  he  was  to  become  intimate  with  Boileau, 
Chapelle,  and  other  men  of  letters;  and  he  was  to  have  occasion  for 
closer  observation  of  the  court. 

The  long  years  of  strolling  in  the  provinces  had  not  only  traine'd 
the  company  to  an  incomparable  perfection  in  comedy,  but  had  also 
brought  financial  prosperity.  The  actors  of  the  troupe  owned  in  com. 
mon  rich  costumes,  scenery,  and  properties;  and  some  of  them  had 
severally  money  out  at  interest.  Moliere  returned  to  the  capital 
almost  a  rich  man ;  and  he  was  able  to  enlarge  his  fortune  by  his 
successful  management  in  Paris.  As  it  happened,  the  first  appear- 
ance of  the  company  before  the  King,  in  a  theatre  erected  in  the 
Louvre,  was  almost  a  failure  (October  24th,  1658).  The  play  was 
Comeille's  <Nicomede,'  a  tragedy;  and  Moliere  and  his  companions 
were  more  at  home  in  comedy.  Moreover,  Moliere  was  natural  in  his 
histrionic  method;  and  the  custom  of  the  day  required  that  tragedy 
should  be  interpreted  in  toplofty  fashion.  At  the  conclusion  of  the 
serious  play,  Moliere,  who  was  an  easy  and  adroit  speaker,  came  for- 
ward with  a  neatly  turned  compliment  to  the  King,  and  asked  per- 
mission to  add  to  the  programme  one  of  the  little  farces  they  had 
often  acted  in  the  country.  This  little  farce  was  <Le  Docteur  Amou- 
reux*  (The  Doctor  in  Love),  and  it  made  the  King  laugh  heartily. 

The  royal  permission  was  given  for  the  company  to  establish  itself 
in  Paris;  and  Moliere  was  at  first  allowed  the  use  of  a  theatre  in  the 
Petit  Bourbon,  where  he  and  his  companions  appeared  on  the  nights 
not  already  reserved  for  the  Italian  comedians.  There  were  then  two 
other  theatres  in  Paris:  one  at  the  Hotel  de  Bourgogne,  where  was 
the  company  specially  patronized  by  the  King,  and  the  other  in  the 
Marais.  Moliere  seems  to  have  tried  to  establish  his  company  as  a 
rival  in  tragedy  of  the  actors  of  the  Hotel  de  Bourgogne;  but  he  met 
with  no  popular  approval  till  he  returned  to  comedy,  in  the  acting 
of  which  he  and  his  comrades  were  really  superior.  In  November 
1658  he  brought  out  the  'Etourdi,*  already  successful  at  Lyons  and 
elsewhere,  and  at  once  equally  successful  in  Paris.  The  *  Etourdi  >  is 
a  long  farce  on  the  Italian  model,  with  traditional  characters,  but 
having  a  vivacity  and  a  verve  all  Moliere's  own.  It  was  followed  by 
another  comic  play,  also  already  performed  in  the  provinces, — the 
*Depit  Amoureux*  (The  Lovers'  Quarrel),  which  became  instantly  as 
popular  as  its  predecessor;  in  a  condensed  form  it  still  holds  the 
stage  in  France. 

It  is  doubtful  whether  his  next  piece  was  absoh:tely  new,  or 
whether  it  also  had  been  tried  during  his  wanderings  outside  of  the 
capital.  It  is  not  doubtful  that  this  little  one-act  comedy  was  made 
of  richer  material  than  any  of  its  predecessors,  and  that  it  contained 
a  promise  of  the   finer  works  to  follow  it  shortly.      The  *Precieuses 
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Ridicules*  (November  i8th,  1659)  was  the  title  of  the  little  play 
(The  Affected  Ladies);  and  it  was  a  piquant  and  telling  satire  upon 
the  affectations  of  literary  culture  then  prevalent.  Although  some- 
what farcical  in  its  plot  and  in  its  details,  it  was  truly  a  picture  of  life.  / 
There  is  a  legend  that  an  aged  spectator  at  its  final  performance 
cried  out,  <<  Take  courage,  Moliere,  this  is  good  comedy ! »  And  yet  one 
of  those  satirized  had  influence  enough  to  have  the  new  play  inter- 
dicted; but  the  interdiction  was  soon  lifted,  and  the  second  perform- 
ance took  place  a  fortnight  after  the  first.  When  the  King  returned 
to  Paris  the  play  was  acted  before  him  to  his  great  satisfaction;  and 
it  helped  to  establish  Moliere  in  the  royal  favor, —  a  point  of  great 
importance  in  those  days,  when  the  King  arrogated  to  himself  all  the 
functions  of  government. 

The  good-will  of  the  monarch  was  doubly  valuable  to  a  man 
like  Moliere,  who  was  going  to  speak  his  mind  freely  on  the  stage 
in  one  play  after  another,  boldly  to  assault  hypocrisy  and  vice,  and 
unhesitatingly  to  make  many  enemies.  His  next  piece,  however, 
<Sganarelle*  (May  28th,  1660),  had  no  ulterior  purpose;  its  object  was 
merely  to  make  the  spectators  laugh.  Moliere  was  shrewd  always  in 
the  management  of  his  theatre,  ever  ready  to  give  his  audiences  an- 
other play  of  a  kind  they  had  already  approved.  But  a  few  months 
after  the  production  of  <  Sganarelle,*  it  looked  for  a  little  while  as 
though  Moliere  might  have  no  theatre  to  manage.  Without  notice 
the  theatre  in  the  Petit  Bourbon  was  maliciously  demolished,  and 
the  company  was  left  without  a  stage  on  which  to  act.  Then  the 
King  assigned  to  Moliere  and  his  comrades  the  large  theatre  in 
the  Palais  Royal  which  Richelieu  had  built  for  the  performance  of  a 
play  of  his  own. 

This  theatre  had  to  be  repaired;  and  not  until  January  1661  was 
it  that  Moliere  was  able  to  begin  his  season  there.  His  first  new 
play  on  this  new  stage  was  a  failure.  *Don  Garcie  de  Navarre* 
(February  4th,  1661)  is  the  dullest  of  Moliere's  works, — the  one  in 
which  he  is  seen  to  least  advantage.  It  was  a  heroic  comedy  on  the 
Spanish  model;  and  the  artificial  plot  gave  small  scope  to  Moliere's 
humor  or  to  his  knowledge  of  his  fellow-man.  He  took  the  defeat 
hard;  he  acted  the  play  more  than  once  before  the  King;  and  he 
ventured  to  revive  it  two  years  later.  But  the  appeal  was  decided 
against  him,  and  he  never  repeated  the  blunder. 

The  earlier  pieces  which  had  pleased  the  Parisian  public  were  but 
humorous  trifles  when  compared  with  the  best  of  his  later  works; 
and  now  with  his  next  play  he  entered  on  a  second  stage  of  his  devel- 
opment as  a  dramatist.  <  L'Ecole  des  Maris*  (The  School  for  Hus- 
bands), June  24th,  1 66 1,  was  not  dependent  chiefly  upon  its  intrigue 
Rs  the  others  had   been:   it   was  essentially  a  study   of  character, — 
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a  little  hard,  it  may  be,  but  unfailingly  amusing  and  not  without 
sympathy.  Not  long  after,  Moliere  improvised  in  a  fortnight's  time 
a  comedy-ballet,  *  Les  Facheux*  (The  Bores),  August  17th,  1661,  pre- 
pared especially  for  the  series  of  magnificent  entertainments  with 
which  Fouquet  splendidly  feasted  the  King  at  Vaux  only  a  few 
days  before  the  downfall  of  the  superintendent.  It  is  told  that  the 
King  himself  suggested  to  Moliere  the  original  of  one  type  of  bore 
neglected  by  the  author;  and  that  this  royal  hint  was  instantly  seized, 
a  new  character  being  added  to  the  play  before  it  was  next  per. 
form.ed. 

Moliere  availed  himself  of  his  father's  place  as  valet  de  chajnbre 
tapissier  of  the  King  to  keep  in  closer  contact  with  the  court  than 
would  ordinarily  be  possible  to  an  actor  or  a  dramatist.  He  insisted 
on  performing  the  duties  of  the  office,  in  spite  of  the  protest  of  those 
of  his  fellow  officials  who  did  not  wish  to  associate  with  a  comedian. 
There  is  little  or  no  warrant  for  the  legend  that  Louis  XIV.  himself 
once  rebuked  these  contemners  of  the  actor  by  inviting  Moliere  to 
share  his  own  supper;  and  yet  the  picturesque  scene  has  been  painted 
both  by  Ingres  and  by  Gerome.  There  is  no  doubt,  however,  that  Louis 
XIV.  did  esteem  Moliere  highly,  certainly  finding  him  most  ingen- 
ious in  the  invention  of  the  ballets  in  which  the  young  King  liked  to 
figure,  and  possibly  even  appreciating  dimly  the  abiding  merits  of  the 
great  dramatist.  Louis  XIV.  had  many  faults,  but  a  lack  of  discern- 
ment was  not  among  them.  It  is  recorded  that  the  King  once  asked 
Boileau  who  was  the  rarest  of  the  literary  geniuses  illuminating  his 
reign,  and  that  Boileau  responded  by  naming  Moliere,  —  a  little  to  the 
monarch's  surprise,  it  may  be,  but  without  eliciting  a  royal  contra- 
diction. 

In  February  1O62,  Moliere  mr^rried  Armande  Bejart,  a  j^ounger 
sister  of  the  leading  lady  of  the  company.  Moliere  was  then  forty 
years  of  age ;  as  author,  actor,  manager,  he  was  a  very  busy  man, 
with  incessant  demands  on  his  time ;  he  had  the  fits  of  abstraction 
and  the  occasional  moodiness  and  melancholy  which  are  often  char- 
acteristic of  genius.  His  wife  was  scant  twenty;  she  was  beautiful, 
charming,  and  fond  of  admiration ;  she  became  a  brilliant  actress; 
she  seems  to  have  had  rather  a  narrow  intelligence.  That  su^h  a 
marriage  should  be  happy  would  have  been  little  short  of  a  miracie. 
That  there  were  in  time  disagreements  between  husband  and  v.'iie  is 
indisputable;  and  it  is  undeniable  that  Moliere  was  intensely  jealous. 
No  passion  occurs  and  reoccurs  in  his  plays  more  often  than  jealousy; 
and  nqne  is  more  feelingly  analyzed.  That  the  most  of  the  brutal 
chargqfs  brought  against  the  young  wife  are  but  slanders,  is  highly 
probable.  When  she  bore  him  a  son,  Louis  XIV.  accepted  to  be  god- 
father. 
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The  first  play  produced  by  Moliere  after  his  marriage  was 
*L'Ecole  des  Femmes*  (The  School  for  Wives),  December  26th,  1662; 
a  companion  to  ^L'Ecole  des  Maris,*  somewhat  more  careless  in  its 
structure  but  distinctly  deeper  in  its  insight.  His  enemies  pretended 
prudishly  to  be  shocked  at  one  or  two  of  the  scenes  of  this  delicate 
comedy,  and  even  to  discover  in  one  speech  a  parody  of  a  sermon. 
Most  wittily  did  the  author  defend  himself.  He  brought  out  on  the 
stage  ^La  Critique  de  L'Ecole  des  Femmes*  (The  Criticism  of  the 
School  for  Wives),  June  ist,  1663;  a  comedy  in  one  act  which  is  little 
more  than  a  conversation  in  a  drawing-room,  and  in  which  certain 
foolish  characters  bring  forward  all  the  charges  made  against  the 
piece,  only  to  be  answered  completely  by  certain  clever  characters. 
The  King  sided  with  Moliere;  conferring  upon  him  a  pension  of  a 
thousand  livres  annually  as  "an  excellent  comic  poet,'*  and  inviting 
him  to  appear  again  before  the  court.  In  a  week,  Moliere  improvised 
<L'Impromptu  de  Versailles*  (The  Impromptu  of  Versailles),  October 
14th,  1663,  taking  the  spectators  behind  the  curtain  and  showing  them 
a  rehearsal  of  his  own  company,  in  the  course  of  which  he  found 
occasion  to  mimic  the  actors  of  the  Hotel  de  Bourgogne  who  had 
attacked  him,  and  to  hit  back  sharply  at  others  of  his  enemies. 

For  the  King's  pleasure  once  more  Moliere  wrote  the  lively 
comedy-ballet  of  <  Le  Mariage  Force  *  (The  Forced  Marriage),  January 
29th,  1664;  with  a  farcical  plot  interrupted  adroitly  by  eight  dances,  in 
one  of  which  the  young  monarch  himself  figured  as  an  Egyptian. 
When  a  series  of  sumptuous  entertainments  were  given  at  Versailles 
in  the  spring,  Moliere  was  again  ready  not  only  with  <  La  Princesse 
d'Elide*  (May  8th,  1664),  one  of  the  less  interesting  of  his  comedies, 
but  also  with  the  first  three  acts  of  <Tartuffe*  (May  12th,  1664),  the 
strong  five-act  comedy  which  is  perhaps  his  masterpiece.  The  some- 
what sombre  theme  might  have  made  ^Tartuffe*  seem  a  little  out  of 
place  in  so  gay  a  festivity;  but  the  earlier  acts  were  frankly  amusing, 
and  the  monarch's  guests  found  pleasure  in  the  performance  even  if 
they  could  not  suspect  the  serious  purpose  of  the  whoJe  work,  which 
is  the  most  powerful  onslaught  on  religious  hypocrisy  ever  attempted 
on  the  stage.  Those  whom  the  play  assaulted  were  able  to  prevent 
its  being  produced  in  Paris  for  several-  years;  and  Moliere  set  out  to 
make  friends  for  his  work  by  reading  it  aloud  in  the  drawing-rooms 
of  leading  members  of  the  court,  and  even  by  acting  it  again  and 
again  at  the  houses  of  the  princes  of  the  blood. 

In  the  mean  while  he  returned  to  the  attack;  and  in  <  Le  Festin 
de  Pierre*  (The  Stone  Guest),  February  i6th,  1665,  he  gave  to  the 
legendary  figure  of  Don  Juan  a  meaning  and  a  power  not  to  be  found 
in  the  preceding  plays  on  the  same  subject  in  Spanish,  in  Italian, 
and   in   French.      Perhaps   he   was  attracted   to   the   subject  because 
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the  spectacular  element  in  the  story  was  certain  to  prove  effective 
on  the  stage;  perhaps  he  thought  that  under  cover  of  the  spectacu- 
lar he  might  the  more  easily  let  fly  his  burning  shafts  of  irony  and 
satire.  The  supernatural  element  in  ^  Don  Juan,*  as  in  *  Hamlet* 
and  in  *■  Faust,'  is  kept  subordinate  to  the  philosophical.  In  Moli- 
ere's  hands  the  gallant  and  graceful  hero  is  not  only  a  type  of  the 
eternal  lover,  but  also  a  rival  of  lago  in  cynical  villainy.  The  play 
is  founded  upon  a  Spanish  drama,  and  yet  it  might  be  called  the 
most  original  of  Moliere's  works, — the  most  vigorous,  the  boldest. 
Those  who  had  chosen  to  take  offense  at  ^  L'Ecole  des  Femmes,*  and 
who  had  been  indignant  at  ^Tartuffe,*  were  up  in  arms  at  once 
against  ^  Don  Juan.*  The  King  was  besought  to  interdict  the  dan- 
gerous drama;  and  again  Louis  XIV.  stood  Moliere's  friend.  He 
refused  the  interdiction,  and  took  Moliere  and  his  company  under  the 
royal  patronage,  allotting  them  an  annual  pension  of  six  thousand 
livres. 

Not  content  with  having  the  prudes  and  the  hypocrites  against 
him,  Moliere  now  took  for  his  target  the  abuses  of  the  contemporary 
practice  of  medicine.  In  a  little  comedy  '  L'Amour  Medecin  *  (Love 
us  a  Physician),  September  15th,  1665, —  a  return  to  his  earlier  and 
■more  farcical  manner, — he  put  on  the  stage  five  types  of  the  doctor 
of  that  time,  suggested  each  of  them  more  or  less  by  a  living  prac- 
titioner of  the  art.  The  author  was  then  ill  himself,  worn  and  har- 
assed, with  difficulties  at  home  and  disputes  abroad.  Yet  there  was 
no  falling-off  in  the  next  play,  ^  Le  Misanthrope  *  (The  Misanthrope), 
June  4th,  1666,  which  indeed  French  critics  have  generally  held  to 
be  his  masterpiece,  but  which  has  never  pleased  the  playgoing  pub- 
lic so  much  as  others  of  his  comedies.  Its  movement  is  slow,  and 
its  action  is  barely  adequate  to  sustain  its  five  acts.  In  subject  it 
has  a  fundamental  resemblance  to  <  Timon  of  Athens,*  not  one  of 
Shakespeare's  most  highly  esteemed  plays.  It  is  a  manly  protest 
against  the  empty  conventionalities  of  civilization, — the  shams,  the 
gauds,  the  trifles,  the  insincerities  of  which  modern  society  so  often 
seems  to  be  made  up.  Its  tone  is  lofty  and  its  morality  is  austere. 
But  there  is  some  truth  in  the  charge  that  the  observer  and  the 
philosopher  in  Moliere  had  got  the  better  of  the  dramatist  when  he 
wrote  *  Le  Misanthrope.*  The  dramatist  came  promptly  to  the  rescue 
of  the  philosopher;  and  a  brisk  and  rollicking  farce,  ^  Le  Medecin 
malgre  Lui  *  (The  Physician  in  Spite  of  Himself),  August  6th,  1666,  was 
added  to  the  bill  to  increase  the  drawing  power  of  the  more  serious 
comedy. 

Like  Shakespeare.  Moliere  was  an  excellent  man  of  business;  and 
he  felt  it  to  be  his  duty  always  to  keep  his  company  supplied  with 
plays  of  a  kind  already  proved  to  be  popular.     So  although  he  had 
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begun  by  imitating  the  lively  farces  of  the  Italians  (<  L'Etourdi,*  foT 
example),  and  had  then  risen  to  the  comedy  of  character  (*  L'Ecole 
des  Femmes^),  and  finally  had  attained  to  the  sublime  height  of 
*Le  Misanthrope,'  he  went  back  unhesitatingly  to  his  earlier  manner 
again  and  again;  and  no  more  thought  it  unworthy  of  himself  to 
write  frank  farces  like  *  Le  Medecin  malgre  Lui  *  5.fter  ^  TartufEe '  than 
Shakespeare  did  to  compose  the  ^  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor  *  after  the 

*  Merchant  of  Venice.*  It  was  one  of  these  lighter  plays, — not  a 
farce  this  time,  but  an  airily  comic  love  tale  —  that  he  next  brought 
forth:  <Le  Sicilien  *  (The  Sicilian),  February  1667.  Then  a  single 
performance  of  <  Tartuffe '  took  place  (August  5th,  1667);  but  further 
performances  were  promptly  forbidden  by  the  authorities,  the  King 
being  then  with  the  army  in  Flanders.  Nothing  daunted,  Moliere 
bided  his  time.  A  very  free  version  of  a  comedy  of  Plautus,  ^Amphi- 
tryon*  (January  13th,  1668),  came  next;  followed  by  another  broad 
farce,  though  with  a  tragic   suggestion   if   we   choose   so   to   take   it, 

*  Georges  Dandin  >  (July  loth,  1668);  and  in  rapid  succession  a  second 
comedy,  more  or  less  derived  from  Plautus,  ^L'Avare*  (The  Miser),/.' 
September  9th,  1668.  The  royal  permission  was  finally  granted  for 
the  public  performance  in  Paris  of  ^Tartuflfe*  (February  5th,  1669); 
and  that  great  comedy-drama  achieved  a  triumph  which  endures  to 
this  day.  Like  <  Hamlet*  in  England,  ^Tartuffe-  in  France  is  the 
most  eifective  of  theatrical  masterpieces,  repaying  the  best  efforts  of 
the  best  actors,  and  yet  so  dramatic  in  itself  that  it  satisfies  a  large 
audience  even  when  done  by  a  scratch  company  anywhere  and  any- 
how. A  little  later  in  the  year  came  one  of  the  briskest  and  most 
bustling  of  his  farces,  <  M.  de  Pourceaugnac  *  (September  17th,  1669). 

Moliere  continued  to  vary  his  style;  and  no  dramatist  was  ever 
more  versatile  or  more  fertile  in  inventing  new  forms.  He  devised 
for  the  court  a  comedy-ballet,  *  Les  Amants  Magnifiques  *  (The  Mag- 
nificent Lovers),  February  loth,  1670;  and  toward  the  end  of  the  year 
he  brought  out  *  Le  Bourgeois  Gentilhomme  *  (The  Tradesman  Turned 
Gentleman),  October  23d,  1670;  one  of  the  best  of  his  comedies,  full 
of  fresh  fun,  and  inspired  by  the  wholesome  common-sense  which 
was  always  one  of  Moliere's  most  marked  characteristics.  With  -Les 
Fourberies  de  Scapin  *  (The  Tricks  of  Scapin),  May  24th,  1671,  there 
was  again  a  return  to  the  more  primitive  farce,  boisterous  perhaps, 
but  indisputably  laughter-provoking.  A  little  earlier  in  the  year  he 
had  collaborated  with  Corneille  in  the  dialogue  of  < Psyche*  (January, 
1 67 1),  Quinault  writing  the  lyrics  which  Lulli  set  to  music.  And 
before  the  twelve  months  were  out  he  was  ready  with  yet  another 
comedy-farce,  *  La  Comtesse  d'Escarbagnas  *  (The  Countess  of  Escar- 
bagnas),  December  2d,  167 1,  rich  with  his  ample  knowledge  of  pro 
vincial  characteristics. 
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He  was  coming  now  to  the  close  of  his  career;  and  he  rose  again 
to  the  level  of  high  comedy  in  <  Les  Femmes  Savantes  >  (The  Learned 
Ladies),  March  nth,  1672,  which  disputes  with  <Tartuffe,>  <  Don  Juan.> 
and  *■  Le  Misanthrope  >  the  honor  of  being  considered  his  finest  and 
sanest  work.  In  its  theme,  this,  the  last  of  his  great  plays,  is  very 
like  the  <  Precieuses  Ridicules,  >  in  which  he  first  revealed  the  power 
of  social  satire;  affectation  of  every  sort  was  abhorrent  to  him  always 

—  affectation  and  insincerity  and  hypocrisy.  When  he  beheld  these 
things  his  scorn  burned  hot  within  him,  and  he  delighted  in  scourg- 
ing them. 

The  last  months  of  Moliere's  life  were  saddened  by  the  death 
of  his  old  companion  and  sister-in-law,  Madeleine  Be j  art,  and  by  the 
death  of  his  only  son.  His  health,  never  strong,  became  feebler;  and 
in  the  summer  of  1672  the  theatre  had  to  be  closed  tmexpectedly 
more  than  once,  because  Moliere  was  not  w-ell  enough  to  act.  And 
yet  through  all  these  trials  he  kept  his  good-humor  and  his  gentle 
serenity,  although  he  —  like  most  other  great  humorists  —  was  essen- 
tially melancholy.  It  was  under  these  conditions  that  he  wrote  his 
last  play,  <  Le  Malade  Imaginaire '  (The  Imaginary  Invalid),  February 
loth,  1673.  He  himself,  of  course,  was  the  imaginary  invalid,  being 
then  worn  out  with  his  own  illness.  The  fourth  performance  of  the 
new  play  took  place  on  the  17th;  and  Moliere  was  seized  with  a  fit 
of  coughing  on  the  stage,  and  burst  a  blood-vessel.  They  conveyed 
him  to  his  own  house  in  the  Rue  de  Richelieu,  on  the  site  of  the 
building  now  numbered  38  and  40;  and  here  he  died  "not  more  than 
half  an  hour  or  three  quarters  after  the  bursting  of  the  said  vessel,  >' 

—  so  his  faithful  friend  and  fellow  actor,  Lagrange,  recorded  in  the 
register  or  private  diary,  which  is  an  invaluable  document  for  the 
details  of  Moliere's  life. 

The  bitter  hostility  which  had  long  delayed  the  performance  of 
<Tartuffe,^  and  which  had  unceasingly  pursued  Moliere  during  the 
last  years  of  his  life,  not  shrinking  from  obtrusion  into  his  family 
relations,  was  not  relaxed  after  his  death.  Permission  for  Christian 
burial  was  at  first  denied.  It  is  told  that  the  widow  threw  herself  at 
the  King's  feet  and  implored  a  royal  mandate,  overruling  the  ecclesi- 
astical authorities.  At  last  the  funeral  was  authorized;  and  it  took 
place  on  the  evening  of  the  fourth  day.  The  procession  was  very 
simple,  the  priests  not  intoning  the  usual  psalms.  The  interment  took 
place  in  the  cemetery  which  was  behind  the  chapel  of  St.  Joseph, 
in  the  Rue  de  Montmartre. 

The  inventory  taken  after  his  demise  gives  the  list  of  Moliere's 
stage  costumes  and  of  the  books  that  composed  his  library.  Among 
these  was  a  Bible,  a  Plutarch,  a  Montaigne  (but  no  Rabelais,  oddly 
enough),  a  Terence  (but  no  Plautus),  a  Lucian,  a  Horace,  a  Juvenal, 


10162  MOLIfiRE 

and  two  hundred  and  forty  volumes  of  unnamed  French,  Italian,  and 
Spanish  plays.  He  left  a  fortune  of  about  forty  thousand  livres. 
Four  years  after  his  death  his  widow  married  an  obscure  actor  named 
Guerin.  The  only  child  of  Moliere  to  survive  him  was  a  daughter, 
who  married  a  M.  de  Montalant,  and  who  died  without  issue  in  1723, 
half  a  century  after  her  illustrious  father. 

Moliere  was  only  fifty-one  when  he  died,  and  all  of  his  more 
important  plays  had  been  written  during  the  final  fourteen  years  of 
his  life.  He  had  served  a  long  apprenticeship  in  the  provinces,  mas- 
tering all  the  mysteries  of  his  art,  and  heaping  up  a  store  of  obser- 
vations of  human  nature;  and  after  his  return  to  Paris,  his  genius 
ripened  swiftly.  While  the  novelists  have  often  flowered  late  in  life, 
the  dramatists  have  usually  begun  young;  but  Moliere  was  forty-two 
when  he  wrote  ^Tartuffe,*  forty-three  when  he  followed  it  with  *  Don 
Juan,*  forty-four  when  he  produced  *  Le  Misanthrope,*  forty-eight 
when  he  brought  forth  <  Le  Bourgeois  Gentilhomme,*  and  fifty  when 
he  made  fun  of  the  ^  Femmes  Savantes.*  Perhaps  a  part  of  the 
deeper  insight  and  the  wider  vision  of  these  plays,  when  compared 
with  those  of  all  other  comic  dramatists,  is  due  to  the  relative  matur- 
ity of  Moliere  when  he  composed  them.  The  personal  and  poetic 
burlesques  of  Aristophanes  do  not  belong  in  the  same  category;  and 
the  belauded  comedies  of  Menander  are  lost  to  us.  Some  of  the 
comic  plays  of  Plautus  and  of  Terence  survive  for  purposes  of  com- 
parison,—  as  a  result  of  which  the  best  criticism  of  to-day  is  in 
accord  with  La  Fontaine's  declaration  on  the  morrow  of  Moliere's 
death,  that  the  great  French  comic  dramatist  had  surpassed  both  of 
the  great  Latin  comic  dramatists. 

For  us  who  speak  English,  and  who  hold  Shakespeare  as  a  stand- 
ard by  which  the  men  of  every  other  language  must  be  measured, 
it  is  impossible  not  to  set  the  author  of  <  Hamlet*  over  against 
the  author  of  ^Tartuffe.*  In  many  ways  the  two  men  were  alike. 
Dramatists,  they  were  both  actors,  Shakespeare  being  probably  not 
prominent  in  that  profession,  while  Moliere  certainly  excelled  all  his 
contemporaries.  They  were  both  managers;  and  both  of  them  were 
shrewd  men  of  affairs,  governing  their  private  fortunes  with  skill. 
Legend  relates  that  Shakespeare  wrote  the  <  Merry  Wives  of  Wind- 
sor *  on  a  hint  of  Queen  Elizabeth's,  and  that  Moliere  augmented  the 
<  Facheux  *  on  a  hint  of  King  Louis's.  Each  of  them  kept  the  most 
of  his  plays  in  manuscript  while  he  was  alive;  and  after  they  were 
dead,  the  plays  of  each  were  published  by  the  pious  care  of  surviv- 
ing comrades.  They  were  both  of  them  surpassingly  original;  and 
yet  neither  often  took  the  trouble  to  invent  a  plot,  preferring  to 
adopt  this  ready-made,  more  or  less,  and  rather  to  expend  his  strength 
upon  the  analysis  of  emotion  and  the  creation  of  character.    Some  of 
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these  resemblances  are  merely  fortuitous;  but  some  also  are  strangely 
significant. 

To  push  the  comparison  too  far  would  be  unfair  to  Moliere;  for 
Shakespeare  is  the  master  mind  of  all  literature.  He  soared  to 
heights,  and  he  explored  depths,  and  he  had  a  range,  to  which 
Moliere  could  not  pretend.  His  is  the  spirit  of  soul-searching  tragedy, 
of  romantic  comedy,  of  dramatic  history;  and  in  no  one  of  these  is 
Moliere  his  rival.  But  in  the  comedy  of  real  life,  he  is  not  Moliere's 
rival.  In  every  variety  of  the  comic  drama  Moliere  is  unequaled, — 
in  farceTTn  The  Comedy  of  situation,  in  the  comedy  of  character,  and 
in  the  comedy  which  is  almost  stiffened  into  drama,  yet  without 
ceasing  to  be  comedy.  Shakespeare  is  the  greatest  of  dramatists,  no 
doubt,  but  Moliere  is  indubitably  the  greatest  of  comic  dramatists. 
In  sheer  comic  force  the  Frenchman  is  stronger  than  the  English- 
man, or  at  least  more  abundant;  and  also  in  the  compelling  power  of 
humor.  The  influence  of  Shakespeare  upon  the  comedy  of  the  nine- 
teenth century  is  almost  negligible;  for  Musset  seems  to  be  the  only 
modern  poet  who  has  modeled  his  plays  upon  ^As  You  Like  It'  and 
*  Twelfth  Night.'  The  influence  of  Moliere  upon  the  comedy  of  the 
nineteenth  century  is  overwhelming ;  and  the  author  of  the  *  Demi- 
Monde,'  the  authors  of  the  <  Gendre  de  M.  Poirier,'  the  author  of  the 
<  Doll's  House,'  and  the  author  of  the  *  Second  Mrs.  Tanqueray,'  are 
all  followers  of  the  author  of  <Tartuffe'  and  <Les  Femmes  Savantes.' 

It  is  to  be  said  also  that  Shakespeare,  though  essentially  an 
Englishman,  is  in  a  wide  sense  cosmopolitan  and  universal;  he  rises 
superior  to  race  and  to  time.  Moliere,  on  the  other  hand,  despite  his 
philosophical  grasp  of  human  nature,  is  typically  French.  He  has  the 
robust  humor  of  Rabelais,  and  Montaigne's  genial  common-sense,  and 
Voltaire's  eagerness  to  abolish  frauds.  He  has  his  full  share  of  Gal- 
lic salt;  and  he  inherits  also  the  Latin  tradition  of  reserve,  of  order, 
and  of  symmetry.  He  was  able  to  unite  humor  and  truth, —  fun  and 
an  exact  observation  of  life,— satire  and  sincerity  sustained  by  pity. 
Like  Rabelais  and  like  Montaigne,  Moliere  is  a  moralist;  he  has  an 
ethical  code  of  his  own;  the  total  effect  of  his  plays  is  wholesome. 
He  is  on  the  side  of  the  angels,  although  he  recognizes  the  existence 
of  many  an  evil  demon.  Like  Shakespeare,  he  _can  pierce  almost, 
to  the  centre  of  things,  even  if  his  penetration  is  not  so  profound  as 
Shakespeare's.  The  moral  is  never  tagged  to  the  end  or  paraded  or 
vauntfcd;  but  he  is  a  shallow  student  who  cannot  discover  the  ethical 
richness  of  the  soil  in  which  Moliere's  plays  were  grown. 

Certain  authors  there  are  that  we  outgrow  as  we  wax  in  years 
and  in  wisdom.  There  are  books  that  we  once  liked,  and  that  now 
remain  behind  us  as  milestones  marking  the  road  traveled.  Though 
we  came  up  to  them  with  pleasure,  yet  without  regret  we  leave  them 
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in  the  distance.  We  have  not  tarried  with  them  long,  and  unless  we 
turn  back  we  never  pass  them  again.  Moliere  is  not  one  of  these:  he 
is  for  all  ages  of  man.  In  youth  we  may  enjoy  him  unthinkingly, 
amused  by  his  comic  invention,  his  drollery,  his  frank  fun.  As  we 
grow  older  his  charm  over  us  grows  also;  and  we  see  the  finer  qual- 
ities of  his  work, — his  insight  into  human  motives,  and  his  marvel- 
ous skill  in  exhibiting  these  on  the  stage.  And  in  old  age  we  may 
refresh  ourselves  once  again  with  his  unfailing  and  unfading  humor, 
and  with  the  true  wisdom  which  underlies  it.  At  one  time  the 
<  Bourgeois  Gentilhomme  >  may  please  us,  and  at  another  <  Le  Misan- 
thrope * ;  but  at  all  times  a  man  who  takes  interest  in  the  comedy  of 
human  endeavor  may  find  in  Moliere  what  he  needs. 


PEACE-MAKING,  kECONCILIATION,  AND   ROBBERY 

From  <L'Avare> 

[The  scene  is  the  house  of  Harpagon,  the  miser  of  the  play;  Master  Jacques 
is  undertaking  to  reconcile  Harpagon  to  his  son  Cleante,  who  has  greatly 
oflfended  his  father  by  obstinacy  as  a  rival  for  the  hand  of  Marianne.  The 
son  and  father  are  on  opposite  sides  of  the  stage,  paying  no  attention  to  each 
other.] 

HARPAGON  —  Is  it  not  an  abominable  thing   to    see    a   son  who 
does    not    shrink    from    becoming    the    rival    of    his    father  ? 
And  is  it  not  his  bounden  duty  to  refrain  from  interfering 
with  my  love  ? 

Jacques — You  are  quite  right:  stop  here,  and  let  me  go  and 
speak  to  him. 

CUante  \to  Master  Jacques^  who  comes  near  hini'\  —  Very  well: 
if  he  wants  to  make  you  a  judge  between  us,  I  have  no  objec- 
tion. I  care  little  who  it  is,  and  I  don't  mind  referring  our  quar- 
rel to  you, 

Jacques — You  do  me  great  honor. 

CUarite — I  am  in  love  with  a  young  girl  who  returns  my 
affection,  and  who  receives  kindly  the  offer  of  my  heart;  but  my 
father  takes  it  into  his  head  to  disturb  our  love  by  asking  her  in 
marriage  for  himself. 
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Jacques — He  certainly  is  wrong. 

Cltfante — Is  it  not  shameful  for  a  man  of  his  age  to  think  of 
marrying  ?  I  ask  you  if  it  is  right  for  him  to  fall  in  love  ?  and 
ought  he  not  now  to  leave  that  to  younger  men  ? 

Jacques — You  are  quite  right:  he  is  not  serious;  let  me  speak 
a  word  or  two  to  him.  \^To  Harpagon.^  Really,  your  son  is  not 
so  extravagant  as  you  think,  and  is  amenable  to  reason.  He  says 
that  he  is  conscious  of  the  respect  he  owes  you,  and  that  he  only 
got  angry  in  .the  heat  of  the  moment.  He  will  willingly  submit 
to  all  you  wish  if  you  will  only  promise  to  treat  him  more  kindly 
than  you  do,  and  will  give  him  in  marriage  a  person  to  his 
taste. 

Har pagan  —  Ah!  tell  him.  Master  Jacques,  that  he  will  ob- 
tain everything  from  me  on  those  terms;  and  that,  except  Mari- 
anne, I  leave  him  free  to  choose  for  his  wife  whomsoever  he 
pleases. 

Jacques  —  Leave  that  to  me.  ^To  Clean tc.'\  Really,  your  father 
is  not  so  unreasonable  as  you  make  him  out  to  me;  and  he  tells 
me  that  it  is  your  violence  which  irritated  him.  He  only  objects 
to  your  way  of  doing  things,  and  is  quite  ready  to  grant  you 
all  you  want,  provided  you  will  use  gentle  means,  and  will  give 
him  the  deference,  respect,  and  submission  that  a  son  owes  to  his 
father. 

Cle'ante  —  Ah,  Master  Jacques!  you  can  assure  him  that  if  he 
grants  me  Marianne,  he  will  always  find  me  the  most  submiss- 
ive of  men,  and  that  I  shall  never  do  anything  contrary  to  his 
pleasure. 

Jacques  \to  Harpagon'\  —  It's  all  right :  he  consents  to  what 
you  say. 

Harpagon  —  Nothing  could  be  better. 

Jacques  [to  Cltfajite']  —  It's  all  settled:  he  is  satisfied  with  your 
promises. 

CUante  —  Heaven  be  praised ! 

Jacques — Gentlemen,  you  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  talk 
quietly  over  the  matter  together;  you  are  agreed  now:  and  yet 
you  were  on  the  point  of  quarreling  through  want  of  understand- 
ing each  other. 

CU'ante —  My  poor  Jacques,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  you  all  my 
life. 

Jacques — Don't  mention  it,  sir. 
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Harpagon  —  You  have  given  me  great  pleasure,  Master 
Jacques,  and  deserve  a  reward.  \^Fcch  in  his  pocket.  Jacques 
holds  out  his  hand,  but  Harpagon  only  pulls  out  his  handkerchief , 
and  says  .•]  Go ;  I  will  remember  it,   I  promise  you. 

Jacques  —  I  thank  you  kindly,   sir.  \^Exit. 

Cle'ante — I  beg  your  pardon,   father,   for  having  been  angry. 

Harpagon  —  It  is  nothing. 

CUante — I  assure  you  that  I  feel  very  sorry  about  it. 

Harpagon  —  I  am  very  happy  to  see  you   reasonable  again. 

Cle'ante — How  very  kind  of  you  so  soon  to  forget  my  fault! 

Harpagon  —  One  easily  forgets  the  faults  of  children  when 
they  return  to  their  duty. 

Cle'ante  —  What!  you  are  not  angry  with  me  for  my  extrava- 
gant behavior  ? 

Harpagon  —  By  your  submission  and  respectful  conduct  you 
compel  me  to  forget  my  anger. 

CUante — I  assure  you,  father,  I  shall  forever  keep  in  heart 
the  remembrance  of  all  your  kindness. 

Harpagon  —  And  I  promise  you  that  in  future  you  will  obtain 
all  you  like  from  me. 

CUante  —  Oh,  father!  I  ask  nothing  more:  it  is  sufficient  for 
me  that  you  give  me  Marianne. 

Harpagon  —  What  ? 

Cle'ante — I  say,  father,  that  I  am  only  too  thankful  already 
for  what  you  have  done;  and  that  when  you  give  me  Marianne 
you  give  me  everything. 

Harpagon  —  Who  talks  of  giving  you  Marianne  ? 

CUajite — You,  father. 

Harpagon  —  I  ? 

CUante  —  Yes. 

Harpago7i  —  What!  is  it  not  you  who  promised  to  give  her 
up  ? 

CUante — I!   give  her  up? 

Harpagon  —  Yes. 

CUante — Certainly  not. 

Harpag07i  —  Did  you  not  give  up  all  pretensions  to  her  ? 

CUante  —  On  the  contrary,  I  am  more  determined  than  ever 
to  have  her. 

Harpago7i  —  What,  scoundrel!    again? 

CUante  —  Nothing  can  make  me  change  my  mind. 
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Harpagon — Let  me  j^et  at  you  again,  wretch! 

Clc'ante  —  You  can  do  as  you  please. 

Harpagon  —  I  forbid  you  ever  to  come  within  my  sight. 

CUantc  —  As  you  like. 

Harpagon — I  abandon  you. 

C leant e  —  Abandon  me. 

Harpagon  —  I  disown  you. 

Clc'ante  —  Disown  me. 

Harpagon  —  I  disinherit  you. 

Cleante  —  As  you  will. 

Harpagon  —  I  give  you  my  curse. 

Cleante  —  I  want  none  of  your  gifts. 

[The  next  scene  shows  Cleante  without  Harpagon;   La  Fleche  is  just  leaving 
the  garden  with  a  casket,  and  calls  to  Cleante.] 

La  Fit c he  —  Ah,  sir,  you  are  just  in  the  nick  of  time!  Quick! 
follow  me. 

CUante  —  What  is  the  matter? 

La  Fleche — Follow  me,  I  say.     We  are  saved. 

CUante  —  How  ? 

La  Fleche — Here  is  all  you  want. 

CUante  —  \^\^2Xt 

La  Fleche — I  have  watched  for  this  all  day. 

Cleante  —  What  is  it? 

La  Fleche  —  Your  father's  treasure  that  I  have  got  hold  of. 

Cleante — How  did  you  manage  it? 

La  Fleche  —  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it.  Let  us  be  off.  I  can 
hear  him  calling  out.  \Exeunt. 

Harpagon  \^from  the  gardett,  rushing  in  without  his  hat'\ — ■ 
Thieves!  thieves!  assassins!  murder!  Justice,  just  heavens!  I 
am  undone;  I  am  murdered;  they  have  cut  my  throat;  they  have 
stolen  my  money !  Who  can  it  be  ?  What  has  become  of  him  ? 
Where  is  he  ?  Where  is  he  hiding  himself  ?  What  shall  I  do  to 
find  him  ?  Where  shall  I  run  ?  Where  shall  I  not  run  ?  Is  he 
not  here  ?  —  Who  is  this  ?  Stop !  [  To  Jiimself,  taking  hold  of  his 
otvn  arm.]  Give  me  back  my  money,  wretch!  —  Ah!  it  is  myself. 
—  My  mind  is  wandering,  and  I  know  not  where  I  am,  who  I  am, 
and  what  I  am  doing.  Alas!  my  poor  money!  my  poor  money! 
icy  dearest  friend,  they  have  bereaved  me  of  thee;  and  since 
thou  art  gone,  I  have  lost  my  support,  my  consolation,  and  my 
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joy.  All  is  ended  for  me,  and  I  have  nothing  more  to  do  in 
the  world!  Without  thee  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  live.  It  is 
all  over  with  me;  I  can  bear  it  no  longer.  I  am  dying;  I  am 
dead;  I  am  buried.  Is  there  nobody  who  will  call  me  from 
the  dead,  by  restoring  my  dear  money  to  me,  or  by  telling" 
me  who  has  taken  it  ?  Ah '  what  is  it  you  say  ?  It  is  no  one. 
Whoever  has  committed  the  deed  must  have  watched  carefully 
for  his  opportunity,  and  must  have  chosen  the  very  moment 
when  I  was  talking  with  my  miscreant  of  a  son.  I  must  gO;  I 
will  demand  justice,  and  have  the  whole  of  my  house  put  tc 
the  torture, — my  maids  and  my  valets,  my  son,  my  daughter, 
and  myself  too.  What  a  crowd  of  people  are  assembled  here! 
Every  one  seems  to  be  my  thief.  I  see  no  one  who  does  not 
rouse  suspicion  in  me.  Ha !  what  are  they  speaking  of  there  ? 
Of  him  who  stole  my  money  ?  What  noise  is  that  up  yonder  ? 
Is  it  my  thief  who  is  there  ?  For  pity's  sake,  if  you  know  any- 
thing of  my  thief,  I  beseech  you  to  tell  me.  Is  he  hiding  there 
among  you  ?  They  all  look  at  me  and  laugh.  We  shall  see  that 
they  all  have  a  share  in  the  robbery.  Quick !  magistrates,  police, 
provosts,  judges,  racks,  gibbets,  and  executioners.  I  will  hang 
everybody;   and  if  I  do  not  find  my  money,   I  will  hang  myself 

afterwards. 

Translation  by  Charles  Heron  Wall. 


ALCESTE  ACCUSES  CELIMENE 
From  <Tlie  Misanthrope  > 

ALCESTE  —  Oh,  heaven!   may  T  control  my  just  anger! 
Cdimene  [aside]  —  Ah!     [To  Alceste.]     What  is  this  new 
trouble  I  see  you  in  ?   what  mean  those  deep  sighs  and  those 
dark  looks  you  cast  upon  me  ? 

Alccste — That  all  the  wickedness  a  soul  is  capable  of  can  in 
nothing  be  compared  to  your  perfidy;    that   fate,  devils,  and   in- 
censed Heaven  never  produced  anything  so  worthless  as  yourself. 
Cdimhie  —  These    are    pretty   speeches,   whicli    I    certainly   ad- 
mire. 

Alceste  —  Ah!  no  more  jesting;  this  is  not  a  time  for  laughter. 
Rather  let  the  blush  of  shame  cover  your  face;  you  have  cause, 
for  your  treachery  is  known.     So  the  presentiments  of  my  heart 
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were  true;  its  alarms  were  but  too  well  founded,  and  those  fre- 
quent suspicions  which  were  thought  odious  were  true  guides  to 
what  my  eyes  have  now  seen.  Yes,  in  spite  of  all  your  skill  in 
dissimulation.  Heaven  hinted  to  me  what  I  had  to  fear.  But  do 
not  think  that  I  shall  bear  this  insult  unavenged,  I  know  that 
it  is  not  in  our  power  to  govern  our  inclinations;  that  love  is 
always  spontaneous;  that  we  cannot  enter  a  heart  by  force,  and 
that  every  heart  is  free  to  name  its  conqueror,  I  would  not  com- 
plain, therefore,  if  you  had  from  the  first  spoken  to  me  without 
dissembling;  for  although  you  would  have  crushed  within  me  the 
very  springs  of  my  life,  I  should  have  blamed  my  fate  alone  for 
it.  But  to  think  that  my  love  was  encouraged  by  you !  It  is  such 
a  treacherous,  such  a  perfidious  action,  that  no  punishment  seems 
too  great  for  it.  After  such  an  outrage,-  fear  everything-  from 
me;  I  am  no  longer  master  of  myself;  anger  has  conquered  me. 
Pierced  to  the  heart  by  the  cruel  blow  with  which  you  kill 
me,  my  senses  are  not  overswayed  by  reason.  I  yield  myself  up 
to  a  just  revenge,  and  I  cannot  answer  for  what  I  may  do, 

Cdimhie  —  What  can  have  called  forth  such  an  insult?  Have 
you  lost  all  sense  and  judgment?     Pray  speak! 

Alceste  —  Yes,  when  on  seeing  you  I  drank  in  the  poison  which 
is  killing  me ;  yes,  when  like  a  fool  I  thought  I  had  found  some 
sincerity  in  those  treacherous  charms  that  have  deceived  me. 

Cdim^ne — Of  what  treachery  are  you  complaining? 

Alceste  —  Ah!  false  heart,  how  well  you  feign  ignorance!  But 
I  will  leave  you  no  loop-hole  of  escape!  Look  at  your  own 
handwriting;  this  letter  is  sufficient  to  confound  you;  against  such 
evidence  you  can  have  nothing  to  answer. 

Cdimhie — So  this  is  the  cause  of  your  strange  outburst. 

Alceste — And  you  do  not  blush  at  the  sight? 

Cdimhie  —  There  is  no  occasion  for  me  to  blush, 

Alceste  —  What!  will  you  add  audacity  to  your  deceit?  Will 
you  disown  this  letter  because  it  is  not  signed  ? 

Cdimhie  —  Why  should  I  disown  it,  when  it  is  mine? 

Alceste  —  And  you  can  look  at  it  without  being  ashamed  of 
the  crime  of  which  it  shows  you  to  be  guilty  towards  me  ? 

Cdimene  —  You  are  in  truth  a  most  foolish  man. 

Alceste  —  What!  you  face  thus  calmly  this  all-convincing 
proof?  And  the  tenderness  you  show  in  it  for  Oronte.  has  it 
nothing  that  can  outrage  me  or  shame  you  ? 

Cdimhie— Oront,^ I  Who  told  you  that  this  letter  is  for 
him? 
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Ale  est  e  —  Those  who  to-day  put  it  in  my  hands.  But  sup- 
pose  I  grant  that  it  is  for  another,  have  I  less  cause  to  complain  ? 
and  would  you  be  in  fact  less  guilty  towards  me  ? 

Cclimene — But  if  the  letter  was  written  to  a  woman,  in  what 
can  it  hurt  you,  and  what  guilt  is  there  in  it  ? 

Ale  est  e  —  Ah!  the  evasion  is  excellent,  and  the  excuse  admira- 
ble! I  must  acknowledge  that  I  did  not  expect  such  deceit,  and 
I  am  now  altogether  convinced.  What!  do  you  dare  to  have 
recourse  to  such  base  tricks  ?  Do  you  think  people  entirely  de- 
void of  understanding  ?  Show  me  a  little  in  what  way  you  can 
maintain  such  a  palpable  falsehood,  and  how  you  can  apply  to  a 
woman  all  the  words  which  in  this  letter  convey  so  much  ten- 
derness. In  order  to  cover  your  infidelity,  reconcile  if  you  can 
what  I  am  going  to  read  to  — 

Ce'liniaie  —  No,  I  will  not.  What  right  have  you  to  assume 
such   authority,  and  to  dare   to  tell   ine  such   things  to  my  face  ? 

Alceste — No,  no:  instead  of  giving  way  to  anger,  try  to  ex- 
plain to  me  the  expressions  you  use  here. 

Cclimene  —  I  shall  do  nothing  of  the  kind;  and  what  you 
think  on   the   subject  matters  very  little  to  me. 

Aleeste — For  pity's  sake,  show  me,  and  I  shall  be  satisfied, 
that  this  letter  can  be   explained  to  be  meant  for  a  woman. 

Cdimene — It  is  for  Oronte;  there!  and  I  will  have  you  be- 
lieve it  I  receive  all  his  attentions  gladly.  I  admire  what  he 
says;  1  like  his  person,  and  I  admit  whatever  you  please.  Do  as 
you  like,  take  your  own  course,  let  nothing  stop  you,  and  annoy 
me  no  more. 

Aleeste  \aside'\ — Oh,  heavens!  can  anything  more  cruel  be 
invented;  and  was  ever  a  heart  treated  in  such  a  manner.? 
What!  I  am  justly  incensed  against  her,  I  come  to  complain,  and 
I  must  bear  the  blame !  She  excites  my  grief  and  my  suspicion 
to  the  utmost.  She  wishes  me  to  believe  everything,  she  boasts 
of  everything;  and  yet  my  heart  is  cowardly  enough  not  to 
break  the  bonds  that  bind  it,  cowardly  enough  not  to  arm  itself 
with  deserved  contempt  for  the  cruel  one  it,  alas!  loves  too 
much.  \To  C(!liviene.'\  Ah!  faithless  woman,  you  well  know 
how  to  take  advantage  of  my  weakness,  and  to  make  the  deep 
yearning  love  I  have  for  you  serve  your  own  ends.  Clear  your- 
self at  least  of  a  crime  which  overwhelms  me  with  grief,  and  cease 
to  affect  to  be  guilty  towards  me.  wShow  me,  if  you  can,  that 
this  letter  is  innocent;  strive  to  appear  faithful  to  me,  and  I 
will  strive  to  believe  you. 
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Cdimhic — Believe  me,  you  forget  yourself  in  your  jealous  fits, 
and  you  do  not  deserve  all  the  love  I  feel  for  you.  I  should  like 
to  know  what  could  compel  me  to  condescend  to  the  baseness 
of  dissembling  with  you;  and  why,  if  my  heart  were  engaged 
to  another,  I  should  not  frankly  tell  you  so.  What!  does  not 
the  kind  assurance  of  my  feelings  toward  you  plead  my  defense 
against  all  your  suspicions  ?  Have  they  any  weight  before  such 
a  pledge  ?  Do  you  not  insult  me  when  you  give  way  to  them  ? 
And  since  it  requires  so  great  an  effort  for  us  to  speak  our  love; 
since  the  honor  of  our  sex,  that  enemy  to  love,  so  strictly  forbids 
such  a  confession, —  should  the  lover  who  sees  us  for  his  sake 
conquer  such  obstacles,  think  lightly  of  that  testimony  and  go 
unpunished  ?  Is  he  not  to  blame  if  he  does  not  trust  what  we 
have  confessed  with  so  much  reluctance  ?  Indeed,  my  indignation 
should  be  the  reward  of  such  doubts,  and  you  do  not  deserve 
that  I  should  care  for  you.  I  am  very  foolish,  and  am  vexed  at 
my  own  folly  for  still  retaining  any  good-will  toward  you.  I 
ought  to  place  my  affections  elsewhere,  and  thus  give  you  just 
excuse  for  complaint. 

Alcestc  —  Ah,  faithless  woman!  How  wonderful  is  my  weak- 
ness for  you!  You  deceive  me,  no  doubt,  with  such  endearing 
words.  But  let  it  be:  I  must  submit  to  my  destiny;  I  give  my- 
self heart  and  soul  to  you.  I  trust  you.  I  will  to  the  end  see 
what  your  heart  will  prove  to  be,  and  if  it  can  be  cruel  enough 
to  deceive  me. 

Celiviene  —  No :  you  do  not  love  me  as  you  ought  to  love. 

Alceste  —  Ah!  nothing  can  be  compared  with  my  exceeding 
great  love ;  and  in  my  anxiety  to  make  the  whole  world  a  wit- 
ness to  it,  I  even  go  so  far  as  to  form  wishes  against  you.  Yes, 
I  could  wish  that  no  one  thought  you  charming;  that  you  were 
reduced  to  a  humbler  lot;  that  Heaven,  at  your  birth,  had  be- 
stowed nothing  upon  you;  that  you  had  neither  rank,  high  birth, 
nor  wealth:  so  that  my  heart,  in  offering  itself,  might  make  up 
for  the  injustice  of  such  a  fate,  and  that  I  might  have  both  the 
happiness  and  the  glory  on  that  day  of  seeing  you  owe  every- 
thing to  my  love. 

Translation  of  Charles  Heron  Wall. 
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A  SINCERE   CRITIC  SELDOM   PLEASES 
From  <  The  Misanthrope  > 

[The  scene  is  the  house  of  Celimene  (the  heroine  of  the  play)  in  Paris. 
In  the  apartment  are  Alceste,  known  for  his  too-plain  speech  as  «the  misan- 
thrope » ;  and  the  far  more  politic  and  compliant  Philinte.  Oronte  enters  to 
them,  eager  for  Uterary  flattery  from  Alceste.  The  scene  is  from  the  first  act 
of  the  play.] 

ORONTE  [to  Alceste\  —  I  learnt  just  now  that  Eliante  and  Celi- 
mene are  gone  out  to  make  some  purchases:  but  as  I  was 
also  told  that  you  were  here,  I  came  up  to  say,  in  all 
sincerity  of  heart,  that  I  have  conceived  for  you  an  incredible 
esteem;  and  that  for  a  long  time  this  esteem  has  given  me  an 
ardent  desire  to  be  numbered  among  your  friends.  Yes,  I  love 
to  render  justice  to  true  merit,  and  I  long  to  be  united  to  you 
in  the  close  bond  of  friendship.  I  think  that  a  warm  friend, 
and  one  of  my  standing,  is  assuredly  not  to  be  despised.  [Diiring 
this  discourse  of  Oronte,  Alceste  is  thoughtful,  and  does  not  seem 
aware  that  he  is  spoken  to,  until  Oronte  says  to  him:']  With  your 
leave,  it  is  to  you  that  I  am  speaking. 

Alceste — To  me,  sir? 

Oronte  —  To  you.     Does  it  in  any  way  wound  your  feehngs  ? 

Alceste — Not  in  the  least;  but  my  surprise  is  great.  I  did 
not  expect  this  homage   to  be   paid   to   me. 

Oronte  —  The  esteem  I  feel  for  you  ought  not  to  surprise  you, 
and  you  can  claim  it  from   the  whole  world. 

A  Iceste  —  Sir  — 

Oronte  —  The  whole  kingdom  contains  no  merit  more  dazzling 
than  that  which  is  to  be  found  in  you. 

Alceste — Sir  — 

Oronte  —  Yes.     I  consider  you  superior  to  the  highest  amongst 

us. 

Alceste — Sir  — 

Oronte — May  Heaven  strike  me  dead  if  I  lie!  And  in  order 
to  convince  you  of  my  feelings,  allow  me  in  this  place  to  em- 
brace you  with  all  my  heart,  and  to  solicit  a  place  in  your  affec- 
tions. Come,  your  hand  if  you  please.  Will  you  promise  me 
your  friendship  ? 

Alceste —  Sir — ■ 

Oronte  —  What!   you  refuse  me? 
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Alccstc — Sir,  it  is  too  great  an  honor  you  wish  to  pay  me; 
but  friendship  requires  a  little  more  caution,  and  we  surely  pro- 
fane its  name  when  we  lightly  make  use  of  it.  Such  a  compact 
ought  to  spring  from  judgment  and  choice,  and  before  we  bind 
ourselves  \ve  ought  to  be  better  acquainted.  Our  dispositions 
might  differ  so  greatly  as  to  make  us  both  heartily  repent  of  the 
bargain. 

Oronte — Upon  my  word,  you  speak  like  a  sensible  man,  and 
I  esteem  you  all  the  m'ore  for  it.  Let  us  then  leave  the  form- 
ing of  such  pleasant  ties  to  time;  but  meanwhile  believe  that  I 
am  entirely  at  your  service.  If  some  overture  is  to  be  made  for 
you  at  court,  every  one  knows  that  I  am  in  favor  with  the  Kmg, 
that  I  have  his  private  ear,  and  that  really  he  behaves  in  all 
things  most  kindly  to  me.  In  short,  believe  that  I  am  in  every- 
thing and  at  all  times  at  your  disposal.  As  you  are  a  man  of 
great  judgment,  I  come,  by  way  of  beginning  this  happy  bond 
of  friendship,  to  read  you  a  sonnet  which  I  have  lately  com- 
posed, and  to  ask  you  if  I  should  do  well  to  publish  it. 

Alcestc — Sir,  I  am  ill  qualified  to  decide  on  such  a  matter; 
pray  excuse  me. 

Oronte — Why  ? 

Alceste — I  have  the  weakness  of  being  a  little  too  sincere 
about  those   things. 

Oronte — Sincerity  is  what  I  ask  of  you;  and  I  should  have 
reason  to  complain,  if  when  I  come  to  you  in  order  to  hear  the 
plain  truth,  you  frustrate  my  purpose  by  concealing  anything 
from  me. 

Alceste  —  If  it  is  thus  you  look  upon  it,   sir,   I  consent. 

Oronte  —  Sonnet.  It  is  a  sonnet  —  on  Hope.  It  is  to  a  lady 
who  had  given  some  encouragement  to  my  love.  Hope.  These 
are  not  those  long,  pompous  verses;  but  soft,  tender,  languishing 
little  lines.  \At  every  one  of  these  interruptions  he  looks  at 
Alceste.'] 

Alceste  —  We  shall  see. 

Oronte — Hope.  I  do  not  know  whether  the  style  will  seem 
clear  and  easy  to  you,  and  whether  you  will  be  satisfied  with  my 
choice  of  words. 

Alceste — "We  shall  see,   sir. 

Oronte — Besides,  you  must  know^  that  I  was  only  a  quarter 
of  an  hour  composing  it. 
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Alceste — Come,  sir,  time  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  maltei 
Oronte  [rea(h]  — 

Hope,  it  is  true,  can  ease  our  pain 
And  rock  awhile  our  hapless  mind; 

But,  Phyllis,  what  a  sorry  gain 

When  nothing  pleasant  walks  behind. 

PJiilintc — I  think  this  beginning-  charming! 
Alceste  [aside  to  Philinte'] — What!  you 'dare  to  find  that  charm- 
ing? 

Oronte  — 

Your  complaisance  was  great  indeed. 
But  better  'twere  to  clip  its  scope, 
And  not  to  such  expense  proceed. 
If  you  could  give  me  —  only  hope. 

Philinte — Ah!   in  what  charming  terms  those  things  are  said! 
Alceste  [aside  to  Philinte']  —  Sliame  on  you,  you  vile  flatteret  I 
you  praise  that  rubbish! 
Oronte — 

If  age- — long  expectation's  pest  — 
The  ardor  of  my  zeal  must  test. 

To  death  at  last  I'll  fly. 
My  purpose  braves  your  every  care; 
Fair  Phyllis,  men  will  soon  despair 
When  doomed  to  hope  for  aye. 

Philinte  —  The  fall  is  pretty,  lovable,  admirable. 

Alceste  [aside  to  Philinte]  —  Plague  take  your  fall,  wretched 
sycophant !     Deuce  take  you !     I  wish  it  had  broken  your  neck. 

Philinte — I  have  never  heard  verses  so  skillfully  turned. 

A  Iceste  [aside]  —  Zounds ! 

Oronte  [to  Philinte]  —  You  are  flattering  me,  and  you  think 
perhaps  — 

.PJiilinte  —  No  indeed,  I  am  not  flattering  you  at  all. 

Alceste  [aside]  —  Ha!    what  else  are  you  doing,  impostor? 

Oronte  [to  Alceste]  —  But  you,  you  remember  the  agreement 
we  made,  and  I  beg  of  you  to  speak  to  me  in  all  sincerity. 

Alceste — Sir,  this  is  at  all  times  a  delicate  matter,  and  wc 
always  like  people  to  praise  us  for  our  genius.  But  one  day  I 
was  saying  to  some  one,  whose  name  I  will  not  mention,  on  see- 
ing verses  of  his  composition,  that  a  gentleman  should  carefully 
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guard  against  the  hankering  after  authorship  which  is  apt  to  seize 
us;  that  he  should  check  the  great  propensity  we  have  of  making 
a  display  of  such  pastimes;  and  that  by  too  great  an  eagerness 
to  show  our  productions  we  run  the  risk  of  making  ourselves 
ridiculous. 

Oronte — Do  you  mean  me  to  understand  by  this  that  I  am 
wrong  in  wishing — 

Alceste  —  I  do  not  say  that.  But  I  said  to  him  that  a  life- 
less composition  is  very  wearisome  to  those  who  read  it;  that 
such  a  weakness  is  sufficient  to  make  a  man  the  object  of  unkind 
remarks;  that  although  in  other  respects  he  may  have  the  most 
sterling  qualities,  we  generally  judge  of  men  by  their  weakest 
side. 

Oronte  —  Do  you  find  fault  with  my  sonnet  ? 

Alceste — I  do  not  say  that.  But  to  keep  him  from  writing,  I 
pointed  out  to  him  how  in  our  days  that  thirst  had  spoilt  many 
a  worthy  man. 

Oronte  —  Do  I  write  badly,   and   do  I   resemble  in   any  way — • 

Alceste — I  do  not  say  that.  But  in  short,  I  said  to  him.  What 
pressing  necessity  is  there  for  you  to  rhyme,  and  what  the  deuce 
urges  you  to  put  your  name  in  print  ?  If  we  can  forgive  the 
publication  of  a  wretched  book,  it  is  only  to  those  unfortunate 
men  who  scribble  for  a  living.  Believe  me;  resist  the  tempta- 
tion, keep  such  effusions  from  public  notice,  and  do  not  throw 
away,  however  you  may  be  tempted,  the  name  of  a  man  of  sense 
and  a  gentleman  which  you  bear  at  court,  to  take  from  the 
hands  of  a  grasping  printer,  that  of  a  ridiculous  and  wretched 
author.     This  is  what   I  tried  to  make  him  understand. 

Oronte  —  And  I  think  I  understand  you.  But  this  is  all  very 
well.      May  I  know  what  in  my  sonnet  can  — 

Alceste  —  Truly,  you  had  better  shut  it  up  in  your  cabinet: 
you  have  followed  bad  models,  and  your  expressions  are  in  no 
way  natural.  Pray  what  is  —  ** And  rock  awhile  our  hapless 
mind »  ?  and  « Nothing  pleasant  walks  behind  >>  ?  also  "And  not 
to  such  expense  proceed.  If  you  could  give  me  only  hope  *^  ?  or 
<*  Fair  Phyllis,  men  will  soon  despair,  When  doomed  to  hope  for 
aye  *  ?  This  figurative  style  that  people  are  so  vain  of,  falls  far 
short  of  good  taste  and  truth.  It  is  a  paltry  play  on  words,  and 
mere  affectation.  Nature  never  speaks  thus.  I  hate  the  wretched 
taste  of  the  age  in  these  matters.     Our  forefathers,  unpolished  as 
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they  were,  understood  these  things   better;    and   I   value  less  all 

that   is   now   admired  than   an   old    song  which    I   will   repeat   to 

you :  — 

*If  the  King  had  given  me 

Paris  town,  so  great  and  gay, 
And  for  it  I  had  to  flee 

From  my  lady-love  away, 
To  King  Henry  I  should  say, 
Take  your  Paris  back,  I  pray: 
I  had  liefer  love  my  love,  O, 

I  had  liefer  love  my  love.* 

The  versification  is  not  rich,  and  the  style  is  old.  But  do  you 
not  see  how  much  better  it  is  than  all  that  trumpery  which  good 
sense  must  abhor,  and  that  here  simple  nature  speaks?  — 

**  If  the  King  had  given  me 

Paris  town,  so  great  and  gay. 

And  for  it  I  had  to  flee 

From  my  lady-love  away. 

To  King  Henry  I  should  say. 

Take  your  Paris  back,  I  pray: 

I  had  liefer  love  my  love,  O, 
I  had  liefer  love  my  love.* 

This  is  what  a  heart  truly  in  love  would  say. —  [To  P/itVt'nte,  who 
laugJis.^  Yes,  you  may  laugh  as  much  as  you  please;  but  what- 
ever you  men  of  wit  may  say,  I  prefer  this  to  the  showy  glitter 
of  those  false  trinkets  which  every  one  admires. 

Oronte-^—Kxidi  yet  I  maintain  that  my  verses  are  good. 

Alceste — You  have  your  own  reasons  for  thinking  them  so; 
but  you  will  allow  me  to  be  of  a  different  opinion,  and  my  rea- 
sons to  be  independent  of  yours. 

Oronte — I  think  it  sufficient  that  others  prize  them. 

Alceste — No  doubt  they  have  the  gift  of  dissimulation,  which 
I  have  not. 

Oronte  —  Do  you  really  think  that  you  have  such  a  large 
share  of  intelligence  ? 

Alceste — If  I  praised  your  verses,  I  should  have  more. 

Oronte — I  can  easily  do  without  your  approbation. 

Alceste — You  must  certainly,  if  you  please,  do  without  it. 

Oronte — I  should  like  to  see  how  you  would  set  about  com* 
posing  some  on  the  same  subject. 
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Alceste — I  mig-ht  have  the  misfortune  of  making  some  as  bad 
as  yours,  but  I  should  take  great  care  not  to  show  them  to  any 
one. 

Oronte  —  You   speak  to   me  very  haughtily,  and  this  conceit  — 

Alceste — Pray  find  others  to  flatter  you,  and  do  not  ask  me  to 
do  so. 

Oronte — But,  my  little  sir,  lower  somewhat  your  lofty  tone,  if 
you  please. 

Alceste  —  I  shall  certainly,  my  big  sir,  do  as  I  choose. 

Philintc  \^stcpping  between  theui]  —  Nay,  gentlemen,  this  is 
carrying  the  matter  too  far.     I  beg  of  you  to  cease. 

Oronte  —  Ah!  I  am  wrong,  I  acknowledge  it,  and  I  leave  the 
field  to  you.      I  am,  sir,  in  all  sincerity,  your  humble  servant. 

Alceste  —  And  I,  sir,  your  most  obedient. 

[Oronte  goes  out.] 

Philinte — There!  you  see  that  with  your  love  of  sincerity, 
you  have  drawn  a  troublesome  affair  upon  yourself.  It  was  clear 
to  me  that  Oronte,  in  order  to  be  flattered  — 

Alceste — Do  not  speak  to  me. 

Philinte  —  But  — 

Alceste — No  more  society  for  me. 

Philinte — It  is  too  much  — 

Alceste  —  Leave  me  alone, 

Philinte  — li  I  — 

Alceste  —  Not  another  word. 

Philinte  —  But  how  — 

Alceste — I  will  hear  no  more. 

Ph ilin te  —  But  vet  — 

Alceste  —  Again?   what,  agam  ? 

Philinte  —  You  insult  — 

Alceste — 'Sdeath!   this  is  too  much.      Do  not  follow  me. 

Philinte  —  You  are  joking;    I  shall  not  leave  you.  \  Exeunt 

Translated  by  Charles  Heron  Wall- 
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ORGON   PROPOSES  MARIANNE'S  MARRIAGE   WITH   TARTUFFE 

From  <Tartuffe> 

Efiter  to   Orgon,   in   the  drawing-room  of  his  house,  his  young  daughter 

Marianne 

ORGON  —  Marianne ! 
Marianne —  Father ! 

Orgon  —  Come  here:    I  have  something  to  say  to  you  pri- 
vately. 

Marianne  [to  Orgon,  who  peers  into  a  little  side-rooni]  —  What 
are  you  looking  for  ? 

Orgon  —  I  want  to  see  if  there  is  any  one  there  who  could 
overhear  us:  this  is  a  most  likely  place  for  such  a  purpose.  Now 
we  are  all  right.  Marianne,  I  have  always  found  you  of  a  sweet 
disposition,  and  you  have  always  been  very  dear  to  me. 

Marianne  —  I  thank  you  very  much  for  this  fatherly  love. 

Orgon  —  Rightly  spoken,  my  daughter;  and  to  deserve  it,  you 
should  think  of  nothing  but  of  pleasing  me. 

Marianne — I  have  no  dearer  wish  at  heart. 

Orgon  —  Very  well:  then  tell  me,  what  do  you  say  of  our 
guest,  Tartuffe  ? 

Marianne  —  Who,  I? 

Orgon  —  You.     Be  careful  how  you  answer. 

Marianne  —  Alas!  I  will  say  anything  you  please  of  him. 

Dorine,  the  maid,  comes  in  softly,  and  stands  behind  Orgon  without  being 

noticed  by  him 

Orgon  —  You  speak  wisely.  Then  say,  daughter,  that  he  pos- 
sesses the  greatest  merit;  that  he  has  touched  your  heart;  and 
that  it  would  be  happiness  to  you  to  see  him,  with  my  approba- 
tion, become  your  husband. 

Marianne  [drawing  back  with  snrprise~\  —  Eh! 

Orgon — What  is  the  matter? 

Marianne  —  What  did  you  say? 

Orgon  —  Wh  at  ? 

Marianne — Did  I  make  a  mistake? 

Orgon  —  Make  a  mistake  ? 

Marianne  —  Who  is  it,  father,  that  you  would  have  me  say  has 
touched  my  heart,  and  whom,  with  your  approbation,  it  would  be 
happiness  to  have  for  a  husband  ? 
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Orgon  —  Tartuffe. 

Marianne — But  I  feel  nothing  of  the  kind,  I  assure  you, 
father.     Why   would  you  have  me   tell  such   a  falsehood  ? 

Orgon  —  But  I  wish  it  to  be  the  truth;  and  it  is  sufficient  for 
you  that  I  have  decided  it  should  be  so. 

Marianne  —  What!    you  wish  me,  father  — 

Orgon  —  Yes,  daughter,  I  intend  to  unite  Tartuffe  to  my  family 
by  marrying  him  to  you.  I  am  resolved  that  he  shall  be  your 
husband;  and  as  I  can —  \Seeing  Dorine.'] — What  are  you  doing 
here  ?  Your  curiosity  must  be  very  strong,  young  damsel,  for  you 
to  come  and  listen  to  us  after  that  fashion. 

Dorine — Really,  sir,  I  don't  know  whether  the  report  arose 
from  conjecture  or  by  chance;  but  I  have  just  been  told  of  this 
match,  and  I  treated  the  whole  story  as  a  sorry  joke. 

Orgon  —  Why !    is  the  thing  so  incredible  ? 

Dorine — So  incredible,  sir,  that  I  do  not  believe  it,  even  when 
I  hear  you  speak  of  it. 

Orgon  —  I  shall  find  the  means  of  making  you  believe  it,  you 
may  be  sure. 

Dorine — Pooh!    pooh!    you   are  telling  us  a  fine   story  indeed! 

Orgon  —  I  am  telling  you  what  will  very  soon  prove  true. 

Dorine  —  Nonsense ! 

Orgon  {to  Marianne']  —  I  assure  you,  daughter,  that  I  am  not 
jesting. 

Dorine  [to  Marianne] — Ah!  ah!  Don't  you  go  and  believe 
your  father:    he  is  only  laughing. 

Orgon  [to  Dorine]  —  I  tell  you  — 

Dorine — It'll  all  be  lost  time:  nobody  will  believe  you. 

Orgon  —  My  anger  at  last  — 

Dorine  —  Very  well!  very  well!  We  believe  you,  and  so  much 
the  worse  for  you.  What!  is  it  possible,  sir,  that  with  your  wise 
looks,  and  that  large  beard  in  the  very  midst  of  your  face,  you 
should  be  foolish  enough  to  wish  — 

Orgon  —  Now  listen.  You  have  of  late  taken  certain  liberties 
here  which  do  not  please  me  at  all.     Do  you  hear  ? 

Dorine  —  Let  us  speak  calmly,  sir,  I  beseech  you.  Are  you 
laughing  at  us  with  this  scheme  ?  Your  daughter  will  never  do 
for  a  bigot:  she  has  something  else  to  think  about.  And  then, 
what  does  such  an  alliance  bring  to  you  ?  Why  should  you,  with 
all  your  wealth,  go  and  choose  a  beggar  for  )-our  son-in-law  ? 

Orgon  —  Hold  your  tongue !  If  he  has  no  money,  remember 
that   that   is   the  very  reason  why  we    should  esteem    him.     His 
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poverty  is  a  noble  poverty,  and  one  which  ought  to  place  liira 
above  all  greatness;  for  he  lost  his  fortune  through  the  little 
care  he  had  for  the  things  of  this  world,  and  through  his  anxiety 
for  the  next.  However,  with  my  help,  he  will  have  the  means 
of  settling  his  affairs  and  of  recovering  his  own.  For  poor  as  he 
is,  he  is  a  gentleman;  and  the  estate  which  he  has  a  right  to  is 
considerable. 

Dorine  —  Yes;  at  least  he  says  so.  But  this  vanity,  sir,  does 
not  agree  well  with  piety.  Whoever  gives  himself  to  the  priva- 
tions of  a  holy  life  should  not  make  such  a  boast  of  title  and 
lineage:  the  humble  ways  of  piety  suffer  from  the  publicity  of 
such  ambition.  "Why  such  pride  ?  —  But  what  I  say  vexes  you. 
Let  us  leave  his  nobility  aside  and  speak  of  his  person.  Would 
you  really,  without  sorrow,  give  a  gir!  like  your  daughter  to 
a  man  of  his  stamp  ?  And  ought  you  not  to  think  a  little  of 
propriety,  and  prevent  the  consequences  of  such  a  union  ?  You 
ought  to  know  that  you  endanger  a  woman's  virtue  when  you 
marry  her  against  her  will  or  taste.  Her  living  virtuously  in 
the  bonds  of  matrimony  depends  much  .on  the  husband  who  is 
given  to  her;  and  those  who  are  everywhere  pointed  at,  have 
often  made  their  wives  what  they  are.  It  is,  in  fact,  very  diffi- 
cult to  remain  faithful  to  husbands  of  a  certain  kind;  and  who- 
ever gives  his  daughter  to  a  man  she  hates  is  responsible  to 
Heaven  for  all  the  sins  she  commits.  Think  to  what  danger  you 
are  exposed  by  such  a  scheme. 

Orgon  \to  no  onc\  —  I  see  that  I  shall  have  to  learn  from  her 
what  to  do ! 

Dorine  —  It  would  be  all  the  better  for  you  if  you  followed 
my    advice. 

Orgon  [to  Martaftnc]  —  Daughter,  let  us  no  longer  waste  our 
time  with  such  nonsense :  I  am  your  father,  and  I  know  what 
you  want.  I  had  promised  you  to  Valere;  but  from  what  I  am 
told,  not  only  is  he  rather  given  to  gambling,  but  I  also  suspect 
him  of  being  a  free-thinker.      I  never  see  him  come  to  church. 

Dorine  —  Would  you  have  him  run  there  at  your  fixed  hours, 
like  those  who  go  there  only  to  be  seen  ? 

Orgon  [to  Dorine]  —  I  don't  ask  your  opinion  in  the  matter. 
\To  Marianne.]  In  short,  Tartuffe  is  on  the  best  terms  with 
Heaven,  and  this  is  a  treasure  to  which  nothing  else  can  be  com- 
pared. You  will  find  all  your  wishes  satisfied  by  such  a  union: 
it  will  prove  a  continual  source  of  delight  and  pleasure.  You 
will  live  together  in  your  faithful  love  like  two  young  children  — 
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like   two  turtle-doves.     Never  will  any  unhappy  discussion   arise 
between  you,  and  you  will  make  anything  you  like  of  him. 

Dorinc — She  will  make  naught  but  a  fool  of  him,  I  know. 

Orgon  —  Gracious  me,  what  language! 

Dorine — I  tell  you  that  he  has  the  look  of  one,  and  that 
his  destiny  will  overrule,  sir,  all  the  virtue  your  daughter  may 
have. 

Orgoii  —  Leave  off  interrupting  me.  Mind  you  keep  silent, 
and  not  poke   your  word  in  where  you  have   no  business. 

Dorine  {interrupting  him  each  time  he  turns  round  to  speak  to 
his  daughter']  —  What  I  say  is  only  for  your  own  good,  sir, 

Orgon  —  You  take  too  much  upon  you.     Be  quiet,  if  you  please. 

Dorine — If  I  did  not  love  you  — 

Orgon  —  I  don't  wish  to  be  loved. 

Dorine — And  I  shall  love  you  in  spite  of  yourself,  sir. 

Organ  —  How  now  ? 

Dorine — I  have  your  honor  at  heart,  and  I  cannot  bear  to 
see  you  bring  a  thousand  ill-natured  remarks  upon  yourself. 

Orgon  —  Will  you  be  silent  ? 

Dorine — It  is  a  shame  to  ellow  you  to  think  of  such  a  mar- 
riage. 

Orgon  —  Will  you  hold  your  peace,  you  serpent,  whose  inso- 
lence — 

Dorine  —  What!  you're  a  pious  man,  and  you  give  way  to 
anger  ? 

Orgon  —  Yes:  my  patience  must  give  way  before  all  this.  I 
insist  upon  your  holding  your  tongue. 

Dorine  —  Very  well;  but  although  I  don't  speak,  I  think  none 
the  less. 

Translation  of  Charles  Heron  Wall. 
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THE   FAMILY  CENSOR 
From   <Tartuflfe> 

[Madame  Pemelle,  a  venerable,  sharp-tongued,  and  easily  prejudiced  lady; 
her  daughter-in-law  Elmire;  her  granddaughter  Marianne;  M.  Cleante,  and 
others  of  the  family  connection,  including  Damis,  Dorine,  and  the  maid  Fli- 
pote,  are  all  in  the  drawing-room  of  M.  Orgon  as  the  curtain  rises.] 

MADAME  Pernelle  \about  to  quit  the  room  in  anger\  —  Come 
along,  Flipote,  come  along;  let  me  get  away  from  them  all. 

Elmire  —  You  go  so  fast  that  one  can  hardly  keep  up  with  you. 

Madame  Pemelle  [to  Elmire]  —  Never  mind,  daughter,  never 
mind;  come  no  farther:  I  can  well  dispense  with  these  ceremonies. 

Eljuire — We  acquit  ourselves  of  our  duty  towards  you.  But, 
mother,  may  I  ask  why  you  are  in  such  a  hurry  to  leave  us  ? 

Madame  Pemelle  —  For  the  simple  reason  that  I  cannot  bear 
to  see  what  goes  on  in  your  house,  and  that  no  effort  is  made  to 
comply  with  my  wishes.  Yes,  I  leave  your  house  very  ill  edified. 
Things  are  done  against  all  my  admonitions;  there  is  no  respect 
paid  to  anything;  every  one  speaks  out  as  he  likes,  and  it  is 
exactly  like  the  court  of  King  Petaud, 

Dorine  —  If  — 

Madame  Pemelle  [to  Dorine]  —  You,  a  servant,  are  a  great 
deal  too  strong  in  the  jaw,  most  rude,  and  must  have  your  say 
about  everything. 

Da  m  is  —  But  — 

Madame  Pemelle  [to  Dainis]  —  You  are,  in  good  round  Eng- 
lish, a  fool,  my  child!  I,  your  grandmother,  tell  you  so;  and  I 
always  forewarned  your  father  that  you  would  turn  out  a  worth- 
less fellow,  and  would  never  bring  him  anything  but  vexation.  . 

Marianne  —  I  think  — 

Madame  Pemelle  [to  Marianne] — And  you,  his  sister,  are  all 
demureness,  and  look  as  if  butter  would  not  melt  in  your  mouth! 
But  it  is  truly  said  that  still  waters  run  deep,  and  on  the  sly  you 
lead  a  life  which  I  thoroughly  dislike. 

Elmire — But,  mother  — 

Madame  Pemelle — I  should  be  sorry  to  vex  you,  my  daugh- 
ter, but  your  conduct  is  altogether  unbecoming:  you  ought  to  set 
them  a  good  example,  and  their  late  mother  did  much  better. 
You  spend  money  too  freely;  and  I  am  shocked  to  see  you  go 
about  dressed  like  a  princess.  She  who  wishes  to  please  her  hus- 
band only,  has  no  need  of  such  finery. 

Cleante — But,  madame,  after  all  — 
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Madame  Pernelle  \to  Cl(!ante\  —  Ks>  for  you,  her  brother,  I 
esteem  you  greatly,  I  love  and  respect  you,  sir;  but  all  the  same, 
if  I  were  in  my  son's  her  husband's  place,  I  would  beg  of  you 
most  earnestly  never  to  enter  the  house!  You  always  advocate 
rules  of  life  that  honest  folks  ought  not  to  follow.  I  am  a  little 
outspoken;  but  such  is  my  disposition,  and  I  never  mince  matters 
when  I  have  something  on  my  mind. 

Dorine — Your  Tartuffe  is  very  fortunate,  no  doubt,  in  — 

Madame  Pernelle — He  is  a  very  worthy  man,  to  whom  you 
would  do  well  to  listen  —  and  I  can't  bear  (without  getting  into 
a  passion)  to  see  him  molested  by  a  scapegrace  like  you! 

Damis  —  What!  can  I  allow  a  strait-laced  bigot  to  assume  a 
tyrannical  authority  in  this  house  ?  —  and  that  we  should  never 
think  of  any  pleasure  unless  we  are  assured  of  that  fine  gentle- 
man's consent  ? 

Dorine  —  According  to  him  and  his  maxims,  we  can  do  noth- 
ing without  committing  a  sin;  for  —  the  zealous  critic  that  he 
is — he   superintends  everything. 

Madame  Pernelle  —  And  whatever  he  superintends  is  well 
superintended.  It  is  the  way  to  heaven  he  wants  to  show  you, 
and  my  son  Orgon  should  make  you  all  love  him. 

Da7)ns — No,  mother,  there  is  no  father  nor  anything  in  the 
world  which  can  induce  me  to  wish  hun  well;  and  I  should  be 
false  to  my  own  heart  if  I  spoke  otherwise.  Everything  he  does 
excites  my  wrath;  and  I  foresee  that  some  day  or  other  some- 
thing will  happen,  and  that  I  shall  be  forced  to  come  to  an  open 
cjuarrel  with  the  sneaking  scoundrel. 

Dorine  —  Indeed  it  is  most  scandalous  to  see  a  stranger  come 
and  make  himself  at  home  here;  most  scandalous  that  a  beggar 
who  had  no  shoes  to  his  feet  when  he  first  came,  and  whose  coat 
was  not  worth  three  halfpence,  should  so  far  forget  himself  as  to 
interfere  with  everything  and  play  the  master! 

Madame  Pernelle  —  Ah,  mercy  on  us!  It  woiild  be  much 
better  if  everything  were  managed  according  to  his  pious  direc- 
tions. 

Dorine — Yes,  he  is  a  saint  in  your  opinion;  but  depend  upon 
it,  he  is  really  nothing  but  a  downright  hypocrite. 
Madame  Pernelle  —  What  backbiting! 

Dorine — I  should  trust  neither  him  nor  his  Laurent  without 
good  security,  I  can  tell  you. 

Madame  Pernelle — I  don't  know  what  the  servant  may  really 
be;  but  I'll  answer  for  the  master  being  a  holy  man.     You  hate 
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him  and  reject  him  because  he  tells  you  of  your  faults.  It  is 
against  sin  that  he  is  incensed,  and  there  is  nothing  he  has  so 
much  at  heart  as  the  interest  of  heaven. 

Dorine —  Has  he  ?  Why,  then,  and  particularly  of  late,  is  he 
angry  when  any  one  comes  near  us  ?  In  what  does  a  polite 
visit  offend  heaven,  that  he  should  make  a  disturbance  enough 
to  drive  us  mad  ?  Shall  I  tell  you  here  privately  what  I  think  ? 
^Pointing  to  EIniire.'X  I  really  believe  that  he  is,  in  good  faith, 
jealous  of  madame! 

Madame  Pernelle — Hold  your  tongue,  and  mind  w^hat  you 
are  saying.  He  is  not  the  only  one  who  blames  these  visits.  All 
the  confusion  which  accompanies  the  people  you  receive,  those 
carriages  always  waiting  at  the  gate,  the  noisy  crowd  of  lackeys, 
disturb  the  whole  neighborhood.  I  am  most  willing  to  believe 
that  there  is  really  no  harm  done;  but  in  short,  it  gives  people 
occasion  to  talk,  and  that  is  not  right. 

Cleante  —  Ah,  madame,  would  you  hinder  people  from  talking? 
It  would  be  a  sad  thing  if  in  this  world  we  had  to  give  up  our 
best  friends  because  of  some  stupid  story  in  which  we  may  play 
a  part.  But  even  if  we  could  bring  ourselves  to  do  such  a  thing, 
do  you  think  it  would  force  people  to  be  silent  ?  There  is  no 
safeguard  against  calumny.  Let  us  therefore  not  mind  all  that 
foolish  gossip,  but  only  endeavor  to  lead  a  virtuous  life,  and 
leave  full  license  to  the  scandal-mongers. 

Translation  of  Charles  Heron  Wall. 


THE   HYPOCRITE 

From  <Tartuffe> 

[The  scene,  from  the  third  act  of  the  play,  is  the  house  of  M.  Orgon. 
His  wife,  the  virtuous  and  shrewd  Elmire,  has  long  doubted  the  rectitude  of 
Tartuffe's  attentions  to  her,  but  cannot  induce  her  foolish  husband  to  believe 
the  man  a  cheat  and  a  libertine  at  heart,  so  excessive  is  his  assumption  of 
piety  and  abstraction  from  the  world.  With  the  aid  of  Dorine  the  maid, 
Damis  has  been  concealed  in  the  next  room.] 

TARTUFFE  \as   sooH   as   He  sees   Dorine,   speaks   loudly  and  in   a 
pious  tone  to  his  servant,  who  is  not  on  the  stage\ — Laurent, 
lock  up  my  hair-shirt   and   my   scourge;    and   pray  Heaven 
ever  to  enlighten  you  with  grace.     If  anybody  comes  to  see  me, 
say  that  I  am  gone  to  the  prisons  —  to  distribute  my  alms. 
Dorine  [aside]  —  What  boasting  and  affectation ! 
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Tartu ffe — What  is  it  you  want? 

Dorine  —  To  tell  you  — 

Tartu  ffe — Put  more  modesty  into  your  speech,  or  I  will  leave 
you  at  once. 

Dorine  —  You  need  not,  for  I  shall  soon  leave  you  in  peace; 
and  all  I  have  to  say  is,  that  my  lady  is  coming  into  this  room, 
and  would  be  glad  to  have  a  moment's  talk  with  you. 

TartJiffe — Alas!   with  all  my  heart. 

Dorine  [aside]  —  How  sweet  we  are !  In  good  troth,  I  still 
abide   by  what   I   said. 

Tartu  ffe  —  Will  she  soon  be  here  ? 

Dorine — Directly.  I  hear  her,  I  believe;  yes,  here  she  is.  I 
leave  you  together.  [Exit. 

Enter  Elmire 

Tartu  ffe  —  May  Heaven,  in  its  great  goodness,  ever  bestow  on 
you  health  of  body  and  of  mind,  and  shower  blessings  on  your 
days,  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  lowest  of  its  servants. 

Elmire — I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  this  pious  wish;  but 
let  us  sit  down  a  moment  to  talk  more  comfortably. 

Tartu  ffe  [seated]  —  Have  you  quite  recovered  from  your  in- 
disposition ? 

Elmire  [seated]  —  Quite.     That  feverishness  soon  left  me. 

Tartu  ffe  —  My  prayers  have  not  merit  sufficient  to  have  ob- 
tained this  favor  from  Heaven;  but  I  have  not  offered  up  one 
petition  in  which  you  were  not  concerned. 

Elmire  —  Your  anxious  zeal  is  really  too  great. 

Tartu  ffe — We  cannot  have  too  great  anxiety  for  your  dear 
health ;  and  to  give  you  back  the  full  enjoyment  of  it  I  would 
have  sacrificed  my  own. 

Elmire  —  You  carry  Christian  charity  very  far,  and  I  am 
under  much   obligation   to  you   for  all  this  kindness. 

Tartu  ffe  —  I  do  only  what  you  deserve. 

Elmire — I  wished  to  speak  to  you  in  private  on  a  certain 
matter,   and  I  am  glad  that  nobody  is  here  to  hear  us. 

Tartu  ffe  —  And  I  also  am  delighted.  It  is  very  sweet  for 
me,  madame,  to  find  myself  alone  with  you.  I  have  often  praj^ed 
Heaven  to  bestow  this  favor  upon  me;  but  till  now  it  has  been 
in  vain. 

Elmire — For  my  part,  all  I  want  is,  that  you  should  speak 
frankly,   and  hide  nothino-  from  me. 
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{Damis,  without  bcitig  seen,  half  opetis   the  door  of  the  roojn  to  hear  the 
conversatiofi.  ] 

Tar  tuff e — And  my  wish  is  also  that  you  will  allow  me  the 
cherished  favor  of  speaking  openly  to  you,  and  of  giving  you 
my  word  of  honor,  that  if  I  have  said  anything  against  the  visits 
which  are  paid  here  to  your  charms,  it  has  never  been  done  out 
of  hatred  to  you;  but  rather  out  of  an  ardent  zeal  which  carries 
me  away,  and  from  a  sincere  feeling  of  — 

Elmire — I  quite  understand  it  to  be  so,  and  I  feel  sure  that 
it  all  proceeds  from  your  anxiety  for  my  good. 

Tartuffe  \taking  her  hands  and  pressing  then{\  —  It  is  really 
so,  madame ;    and  my  fervor  is  such  — 

Elmire — Ah!  you  press  my  hand  too  much. 

Tartuffe  —  It  is  through  an  excess  of  zeal.  I  never  intended 
to  hurt  you.  ^Handling  Elmire' s  collar.^  Heaven!  how  marvel- 
ous this  point-lace  is!  The  work  done  in  our  days  is  perfectly 
wonderful;  and  never  has  such  perfection  been  attained  in  every- 
thing. 

Elmire — It  is  true.  But  let  us  speak  of  what  brings  me  here. 
I  have  been  told  that  my  husband  intends  to  break  his  word, 
and  to  give  you  his  daughter  in  marriage.  Is  that  true  ?  Pray 
tell  me. 

Tartuffe —  He  has  merely  alluded  to  it.  But,  madame,  to  tell 
you  the  truth,  that  is  not  the  happiness  for  which  my  soul  sighs; 
I  find  elsewhere  the  unspeakable  attractions  of  the  bliss  which  is 
the  end  of  all  my  hopes. 

Elmire — That  is  because  you  care  not  for  earthly  things. 

Tartuffe — My  breast,  madame,  does  not  inclose  a  heart  of 
flint. 

Elmire — I  know,  for  my  part,  that  all  your  sighs  tend  to- 
wards Heaven,  and  that  you  have  no  desire  for  anything  here 
below. 

Tar  tiff e  —  Our  love  for  the  beauty  which  is  eternal  stifles  not 
in  us  love  for  that  which  is  fleeting  and  temporal;  and  we  can 
easily  be  charmed  with  the  perfect  works  Heaven  has  created. 
Its  reflected  attractions  shine  forth  in  such  as  you;  but  it  is  in 
you  alone  that  its  choicest  wonders  are  centred.  It  has  lav- 
ished upon  you  charms  which  dazzle  the  eye  and  which  touch  the 
heart,  and  I  have  never  gazed  on  you,  perfect  creature,  without 
admiring   the    Creator   of   the    universe,  and    without   feeling   my 
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heart  seized  with  an  ardent  love  for  the  most  beautiful  picture 
in  which  he  has  reproduced  himself.  At  first  I  feared  that  this 
secret  tenderness  might  be  a  skillful  assault  of  the  Evil  One;  I 
even  thought  I  would  avoid  your  presence,  fearing  you  might 
prove  a  stumbling-block  to  my  salvation.  But  I  have  learnt,  O 
adorable  beauty,  that  my  passion  need  not  be  a  guilty  one;  that 
1  can  reconcile  it  with  modesty;  and  I  have  given  up  my  whole 
soul  to  it.  I  know  that  I  am  very  presumptuous  in  making  you 
the  offer  of  such  a  heart  as  r.iine;  but  in  my  love  I  hope  every- 
thing from  you,  nothing  from  the  vain  efforts  of  my  unworthy 
self.  In  you  is  my  hope,  my  happiness,  my  peace;  on  you  de- 
pends my  misery  or  bliss:  and  by  your  verdict  I  shall  be  forever 
happy,  if  you  wish  it:    unhappy,  if  it  pleases  you. 

Elmire — Quite  a  gallant  declaration.  But  you  must  acknowl- 
edge that  it  is  rather  surprising.  It  seems  to  me  that  you  might 
have  fortified  your  heart  a  little  more  carefully  against  tempta- 
tion, and  have  paused  before  such  a  design.  A  devotee  like  you, 
who  is  everywhere  spoken  of  as  — 

Tar  tuff e — Ah!  Although  a  devotee,  I  am  no  less  a  man. 
When  your  celestial  attractions  burst  upon  the  sight,  the  heart 
surrenders,  and  reasons  no  more.  I  know  that  such  language 
from  me  seems  somewhat  strange:  but  after  all,  madame,  I  am 
not  an  angel;  and  if  you  condemn  the  confession  I  make,  you 
have  only  your  own  attractions  to  blame  for  it.  As  soon  as 
I  beheld  their  more  than  human  beauty,  my  whole  being  was 
surrendered  to  you.  The  unspeakable  sweetness  of  your  divine 
charms  forced  the  obstinate  resistance  of  my  heart;  it  overcame 
everything — fasting,  prayers,  and  tears  —  and  fixed  all  my  hopes 
in  you.  A  thousand  times  my  eyes  and  my  sighs  have  told  you 
this;  to-day  I  explain  myself  with  words.  Ah!  if  you  consider 
with  some  kindness  the  tribulations  and  trials  of  your  unworthy 
slave,  if  your  goodness  has  compassion  on  me  and  deigns  to 
stoop  so  low  as  my  nothingness,  I  shall  ever  have  for  you,  O 
marvelous  beauty,  a  devotion  never  to  be  equaled.  With  me 
your  reputation  runs  no  risk,  and  has  no  disgrace  to  fear.  Men 
like  me  burn  with  a  hidden  flame,  and  secrecy  is  forever  assured. 
The  care  which  we  take  of  our  own  reputation  is  a  warrant  to 
the  woman  who  accepts  our  heart,  that  she  will  find  love  without 
scandal,  and  pleasure  without  fear. 

Elmire  —  I  have  listened  to  you,   and  your  rhetoric  expresses 
itself  in  terms  strong  enough.     Are  you  not  afraid  that  I  might 


loi88  MOLIERE 

be  disposed  to  tell  my  husband  of  this  passionate  declaration,  and 
that  its  sudden  disclosure  might  influence  the  friendship  which 
he  has  toward  you  ? 

Tartuffe — I  know  that  your  tender-heartedness  is  too  great, 
and  that  you  will  excuse,  because  of  human  frailty,  the  violent 
transports  of  a  love  which  offends  you,  and  will  consider,  when 
you  look  at  yourself,  that  people  are  not  blind,  and  that  flesh  is 
weak. 

Elmtre — Others  might  take  all  this  differently;  but  I  will 
endeavor  to  show  my  discretion.  I  will  tell  nothing  to  my  hus- 
band of  what  has  taken  place;  but  in  return  I  must  require  one 
thing  of  you, —  which  is  to  forward  honestly  and  sincerely  the 
marriage  which  has  been  decided  between  Valere  and  Alarianne, 
and  to  renounce  the  unjust  power  which  would  enrich  you  with 
what  belongs  to  another. 

Daniis  \coniing  out  of  a  side  room  where  he  was  Jiidelc)i\ — No, 
madame,  no !  All  this  miist  be  made  public !  I  was  in  that  place 
and  overheard  everything.  Heaven  in  its  goodness  seems  to  have 
directed  my  steps  hither,  to  confound  the  pride  of  a  wretch  who 
wrongs  me,  and  to  guide  me  to  a  sure  revenge  for  his  hypocrisy 
and  insolence.  I  will  undeceive  my  father,  and  will  show  him  in 
a  clear,  strong  light  the  heart  of  the  miscreant  who  dares  to 
speak  to  you  of  love. 

Elniire — No,  Damis:  it  is  sufficient  if  he  promises  to  amend, 
and  endeavors  to  deserve  the  forgiveness  I  have  spoken  of. 
Since  I  have  promised  it,  let  me  abide  by  my  word.  I  have 
no  wish  for  scandal.  A  woman  should  despise  these  follies,  and 
never  trouble  her  husband's  ears  with  them. 

Damis  —  You  have  your  reasons  for  dealing  thus  with  him, 
and  I  have  mine  for  acting  otherwise.  It  is  a  mockery  to  try  to 
^oare  him.  In  the  insolent  pride  of  his  canting  bigotry  he  has 
already  triumphed  too  much  over  my  just  wrath,  and  has  caused 
too  many  troubles  in  our  house.  The  impostor  has  governed  my 
father  but  too  long,  and  too  long  opposed  my  love  and  Valere's. 
It  is  right  that  my  father's  eyes  should  be  opened  to  the  perfidy 
of  this  villain.  Heaven  offers  me  an  easy  opportunity,  and  I  am 
thankful  for  it.  Were  I  not  to  seize  it,  I  should  deserve  never  to 
have  another. 

Eluiire  —  Damis  — 

Damis — No,  I  \Vill,  with  your  permission,  follow  my  own  coun- 
sel.    My  heart  is  overjoyed;  and  it  is  in  vain  for  you  to  try  and 
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dissuade  me  from  tasting  the  pleasure  of  revenge.  I  will  at 
once  make  a  full  disclosure  of  all  this.  But  here  is  the  very 
person  to  give  me  satisfaction. 

Enter  Orgon 

Bamis  —  Come,  father,  we  will  treat  your  arrival  with  a  piece 
of  news  which  will  somewhat  surprise  you.  You  are  well  re- 
warded for  all  your  caresses,  and  this  gentleman  well  repays  your 
tenderness.  His  great  zeal  for  you  has  just  shown  itself,  and 
stops  at  nothing  short  of  dishonoring  you.  I  have  overheard  him 
here,  making  to  your  wife  an  insulting  declaration.  She,  amiable 
and  gentle,  and  in  her  too  great  discretion,  insisted  upon  keep- 
ing the  matter  a  secret  from  you;  but  I  cannot  encourage  such 
shamelessness,  and  I  think  it  would  be  an  offense  to  you  were  I 
to  be  silent  about  it. 

\Exit  Elmire.'\ 

Orgon  —  What  do  I  hear!     O  Heaven!     Is  it  possible! 

Tartuffe  [with  an  entire  change  of  look,  manner,  and  accent] 
—  Yes,  brother,  I  am  a  wicked,  guilty,  miserable  sinner,  full  of 
iniquity,  the  greatest  wretch  that  earth  ever  bore.  Each  moment 
of  my  life  is  overburdened  with  pollution;  it  is  but  a  long  con- 
tinuation of  crimes  and  defilement,  and  I  see  that  Heaven,  to 
punish  me  for  my  sins,  intends  to  mortify  me  on  this  occasion. 
However  great  may  be  the  crime  laid  to  my  charge,  I  have 
neither  the  wish  nor  the  pride  to  deny  it.  Believe  what  is  said 
to  you,  arm  all  your  wrath,  and  drive  me  like  a  criminal  from 
your  house.  Whatever  shame  is  heaped  upon  me,  I  deserve  even 
greater. 

Orgon  [to  his  son]  —  Ah,  miscreant!  how  dare  you  try  to  sully 
the  spotless  purity  of  his  virtue  with  this  falsehood  ? 

Dam  is  —  What!  the  feigned  meekness  of  this  hypocrite  will 
make  you  give  the  lie  to  — 

Orgon  —  Hold  your  tongue,  you  cursed  plague! 

Tartuffe — Ah!  let  him  speak;  you  blame  him  wrongfully,  and 
you  would  do  better  to  believe  what  he  tells  you.  Why  should 
you  be  so  favorable  to  me  in  this  instance  ?  Do  you  know,  after 
all,  what  I  am  capable  of  doing  ?  Do  you,  brother,  trust  to  the 
outward  man;  and  do  you  think  me  good,  because  of  what  you 
see?  No,  no:  you  are  deceived  by  appearances,  and  I  am,  alas!  no 
better  than  they  think,     Everj'body  takes  me  for  a  good  man,  no 
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doubt;  but  the  truth  is,  that  I  am  worthless.  [To  Damis.]  Yes, 
dear  child,  speak;  call  me  perfidious,  infamous,  reprobate,  thief, 
and  murderer;  load  me  with  still  more  hateful  names:  I  do 
not  gainsay  them,  I  have  deserved  them  all;  and  on  my  knees  I 
will  suffer  the  ignominy  due  to  the  crimes  of  my  shameful  life. 
[Kfiecls.  ] 

Orgon  \to  Tartuffe\  —  Ah,  brother,  this  is  too  much!  \To  Ms 
son.'\     Does  not  your  heart  relent,  traitor  ? 

Daniis  —  What!  can  his  words  so  far  deceive  you  as  — 

Orgon  —  Hold  your  tongue,  you  rascal!  [Raising  Tartuffe.^ 
Brother,  pray  rise.     [To  Jiis  son.]     Wretch! 

Damis  —  He  can  — 

Orgon  —  Hold  your  tongue! 

Daniis  —  I  am  furious.     What!    I  am  taken  for  — 

Orgon  —  If  you  say  one  word  more,  I'll  break  every  bone  — 

Tartuffc — In  heaven's  name,  my  brother,  do  not  forget 
yourself!  I  had  rather  suffer  the  greatest  injury  than  that  he 
should  receive  the   most  trifling  hurt  on  my   account. 

Orgon  [to  his  son]  — Ungrateful  wretch ! 

Tartu ffe  —  Leave  him  in  peace.  If  I  must  on  my  knees  ask 
forgiveness  for  him  — 

\He  falls  on  his  knees;   Orgo?i  does  the  same,  and  embraces  Tartuffe.  ] 

Orgon  —  Alas!  my  brother,  what  are  you  doing?  [To  his  son.'\ 
See  his  goodness,  rascal! 

Daniis — So  — 

Orgon  —  Peace. 

Daniis— \N\iQ.V.    I  — 

Orgon  —  Peace,  I  say.  I  know  the  motive  which  makes  you 
accuse  him.  You  all  hate  him;  and  I  now  see  wife,  children, 
and  servants  embittered  against  him.  You  have  recourse  to  every- 
thing to  drive  this  pious  person  from  my  home.  But  the  more 
you  strive  to  send  him  away,  the  more  will  I  do  to  keep  him.  I 
will,  therefore,  to  crush  the  pride  of  the  whole  family,  hasten  his 
marriage  with  my  daughter, 

Damis — You  mean  to  force  her  to  accept  him  ? 

Orgon  —  Yes,  traitor;  and  to  confound  you  all,  it  shall  be  done 
this  very  evening.  Ah!  I  defy  the  whole  household;  I  will  show 
you  that  you  have  to  obey  me,  and  tluit  I  am  the  master  here. 
Now,  quick,  retract  your  words,  and  this  very  moment  throw 
yourself  at  his  feet  to  ask  liis  forgiveness. 
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Bamts  — Who?  I?  Ask  forgiveness  of  the  villain  who  by  his 
impostures  — 

Or^on  —  What,  scoundrel!  you  refuse,  and  abuse  him  besides? 
A  cudgel!  give  me  a  cudgel!  [To  Tartuffe.'\  Don't  prevent  me. 
{To  his  son.]  Get  out  of  my  house  this  moment,  and  be  careful 
you  are  never  bold  -enough  to  set  foot  in  it  again. 

Damis — Yes,  I  shall  go;   but  — 

Orgon  —  Quick  then,  decamp:  I  disinherit  you,  you  scoundrel, 
and  give  you  my  curse  besides. 

\Exit  Damis J\ 

Orgon  —  To  offend  a  holy  man  in  that  way! 

Tartu ffe  —  O  Heaven!  forgive  me  as  I  forgive  him!  {To 
Orgon.]  If  you  could  know  the  pain  it  gives  me  to  see  them  try 
to  blacken  my  character  to  you,  dear  brother  — 
Orgon  —  Alas ! 
■  Tartuffe  —  The  very  thought  of  this  ingratitude  is  a  torture 
too  great  for  me  to  bear —  The  horror  that  I  feel —  My  heart 
is  so  full  that  I  cannot  speak  —     It  will  kill  me. 

Orgon  [in  tears,  running  to  the  door  where  he  drove  his  son 
out]  —  Wretch!  how  I  grieve  to  have  spared  you,  and  not  to  have 
made  an  end  of  you  on  the  spot.  [To  Tartuffe.]  Compose  your- 
self, brother;    do  not  give  way  to  grief. 

Tartiffe — No,  let  us  put  an  end  to  all  these  painful  disputes. 
I  see  what  great  troubles  I  occasion  here,  and  I  think,  brother, 
that  my  duty  is  to  leave  your  house; 

Orgon  —  How !    surely  you  are  not  in  earnest  ? 

Tartuffe  —  They  hate  me;  and  I  see  that  they  will  try  to  make 
you  doubt  my  good  faith  towards  you. 

Orgon  —  What  does  it  matter  ?  Do  you  see  me  listen  to 
them  ? 

Tartuffe — I  have  no  doubt  but  that  they  will  persevere  in 
their  attacks;  and  these  very  reports  which  you  refuse  to  believe 
to-day  may  another  time  be  credited  by  you. 

Orgon  —  No,  brother ;  never. 

Tartuffe  —  Ah!  brother,  a  wife  can  easily  influence  the  mind 
of  her  husband. 

Orgon  —  No,  no. 

Tartuffe — Let  me  go  away,  and  thus  remove  from  them  all 
occasion  of  attacking  me. 

Orgon  —  No,  you  will  stop  here:  my  life  depends  upon  it. 
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TarUiffe  —  Well,  if  it  is  so,  I  must  do  violence  to  myself. 
Ah,  if  you  only  would  — 

Orgon  —  No ! 

Tartiiffe — I  yield.  Let  us  say  no  more  about  it.  But  I  know 
how  I  must  behave  in  future.  Honor  is  a  delicate  matter,  and 
friendship  requires  me  to  prevent  reports  and  causes  for  suspi- 
cion.    I  will  avoid  your  wife,  and  you  shall  never  see  me  — 

Orgon  —  No,  you  will  see  and  speak  to  her  in  spite  of  every- 
body. I  delight  in  vexing  people;  and  I  wish  you  to  be  seen  in 
her  company  at  all  hours  of  the  day.  This  is  not  all.  The  bet- 
ter to  brave  them,  I  will  have  no  other  heir  but  you;  and  I  will 
go  at  once  and  draw  up  a  deed  of  gift,  by  which  you  will  inherit 
all  my  possessions.  A  true,  faithful  friend  whom  I  take  for  son- 
in-law  is  more  precious  to  me  than  son,  wife,  or  relations.  Will 
you  not  accept  what  I  propose  ? 

Tartiiffe  —  May  Heaven's  will  be  done  in  all  things! 

Orgon  —  Poor  man !  Let  us  go  forthwith  to  draw  up  the 
deed,  and  then  let  envy  burst  with  rage! 

Translation  of  Charles  Heron  Wall. 


THE   FATE   OF  DON  JUAN 
From  <Don  Juan:  or,  The  Feast  of  the  Statue > 

[The  stage  represents  a  solitary  country  spot  in  Sicily,  not  remote  from 
the  tomb  (crowned  by  a  statue)  of  the  commandant  whom  Don  Juan  has 
slain  in  a  duel.  Don  Juan  and  his  servant  Sganarelle  enter,  with  Don  Louis, 
the  father  of  the  dissolute  hero.  Don  Louis  has  heard  that  his  son  has  de- 
cided on  a  complete  moral  reformation.] 

Ejis  —  What!    my  son,  is  it  possible   that  merciful   Heaven  has 
heard   my  prayers  ?  '  Is  what   you   tell   me   true  ?     Are   you 
not  deceiving  me  with  false  hopes  ?     And  may  I  trust  the 
surprising  news  of  such  a  conversion  ? 

Juan  —  Yes,  you  see  me  reclaimed  from  all  my  sins;  I  am  no 
longer  the  same  man  I  was  yesterday,  and  Heaven  has  suddenly 
wrought  in  me  a  change  which  will  be  the  wonder  of  every  one. 
It  has  touched  my  heart  and  opened  my  eyes,  and  I  look  back 
with  horror  on  my  long  time  of  blindness,  and  on  the  criminal 
disorders  of  the  life  I  have  led.  My  mind  dwells  upon  all  its 
abominations;  and  I  am  astonished  that  Heaven  has  borne  them 


MOLIERE  10193 

SO  longf,  and  has  not  made  me  feel  its  vengeance.  I  feel  the 
mercy  that  has  been  shown  me  in  my  not  being  punished  for  my 
crimes,  and  I  am  ready  to  profit  by  it  as  I  ought;  to  show  to 
the  world  the  sudden  change  in  my  life;  thus  to  make  up  for 
the  scandal  of  my  past  actions,  and  try  to  obtain  a  full  pardon. 
Towards  this  will  all  my  endeavors  tend  in  future;  and  in  order 
to  help  me  in  the  new  life  I  have  chosen,  I  beseech  you,  sir, 
to  choose  for  me  a  person  who  can  help  me,  and  under  whose 
guidance  I  may  be  enabled  to  walk  safely  in  the  new  path 
opened  before  me. 

Louis  —  Ah!  how  easily  the  love  of  a  father  is  recalled,  and 
how  quickly  forgotten  are  the  faults  of  a  son  at  the  mention  of 
the  word  repentance!  After  what  I  have  just  heard,  I  remember 
no  more  all  the  sorrow  you  have  caused  me;  everything  is  oblit- 
erated from  my  memory.  My  happiness  is  extreme;  I  weep  for 
joy,  all  my  dearest  wishes  are  granted,  and  I  have  nothing  else 
to  ask  of  Heaven.  Let  us  embrace  each  other,  my  son.  Persist, 
I  beseech  you,  in  this  praiseworthy  resolution.  I  will  go  at  once 
and  carry  this  good  news  to  your  mother,  share  with  her  my 
joy,  and  thank  Heaven  for  the  holy  thoughts  with  which  it  has 
inspired  you.  \Exit. 

Sganarelle — Ah,  sir,  how  happy  I  am  to  see  you  converted! 
I  have  been  a  long  time  looking  forward  for  this;  and  thank 
Heaven,  all  my  wishes  are  satisfied, 

Jiian  —  Plague  take  the  booby! 

Sganarelle — How,  the  booby? 

Juati  —  What!  you  take  for  ready  money  what  I  have  just 
said,  and  fancy  that  my  lips  agree  with  my  heart  ? 

Sganarelle  —  Why!  it  is  not — you  do  not  —  your —  [Aside.] 
Oh,  what  a  man!   what  a  man!   what  a  man! 

/uan  —  Oh  dear,  no;  I  am  not  changed  in  the  least,  and  all 
my  thoughts  are  the  same. 

Sganarelle  —  You  do  not  yield,  after  the  marvelous  miracle  of 
that  moving  and  speaking  statue  ? 

/7ian  —  There  certainly  is  something  about  it  which  I  do  not 
understand;  but  whatever  it  may  be,  it  can  neither  convince  my 
judgment  nor  stagger  my  heart:  and  if  I  said  that  I  wanted  to 
reform  my  conduct  and  to  lead  an  exemplary  life,  it  is  because 
of  a  plan  I  have  formed  out  of  pure  policy,  a  useful  stratagem, 
a  necessary  grimace  to  which  I  am  willing  to  submit,  in  order 
not   to  give   offease   to  a  father   I   have   need   of,  and   to  screen 
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myself  in  respect  to  men  from  a  hundred  troublesome  adventures 
which  might  happen  to  me.  I  am  glad  to  take  you  into  my 
confidence,  Sganarelle,  for  I  like  to  have  a  witness  of  what  I 
feel,  and  of  the  real  motives  which  oblige  me  to  act  as  I  do. 

Sganarelle — What!  you  believe  in  nothing,  and  yet  you  mean 
to  pass  for  a  God-fearing  man  ? 

Jna7i  —  And  why  not  ?  There  are  plenty  of  others  besides  me 
who  borrow  the  same  feathers,  and  who  use  the  same  mask  to 
deceive  the  world. 

Sganarelle  \aside'\  —  Ah,  what  a  man!  what  a  man! 

Jiian  —  There  is  no  longer  any  shame  in  hypocrisy:  it  is  a 
fashionable  vice,  and  all  fashionable  vices  pass  for  virtues.  To 
act  the  part  of  a  good  man  is  the  best  part  one  can  act.  The 
profession  of  hypocrisy  has  wonderful  advantages.  It  is  an  art 
the  imposture  of  which  is  always  looked  upon  with  respect;  and 
although  the  world  may  see  through  the  deceit,  it  dares  say 
nothing  against  it.  All  the  other  vices  of  mankind  are .  open  to 
censure,  and  every  one  is  at  liberty  to  attack  them  boldly;  but 
hypocrisy  is  a  privileged  vice,  which  closes  the  mouth  of  every 
one,  and  enjoys  in  peace  a  sovereign  impunity.  By  dint  of  cant 
we  enter  into  a  kind  of  league  with  those  of  the  same  party,  and 
whoever  falls  out  with  one  of  us  has  the  whole  set  against  him; 
whilst  those  who  are  really  sincere,  and  who  are  known  to  be 
in  earnest,  are  always  the  dupes  of  the  others,  are  caught  in 
the  net  of  the  hypocrites,  and  blindly  lend  their  support  to  those 
who  ape  their  conduct.  You  could  hardly  believe  what  a  num- 
ber of  these  people  I  know,  who  with  the  help  of  such  stratagem 
have  put  a  decent  veil  over  the  disorders  of  their  youth,  have 
sought  shelter  under  the  cloak  of  religion,  and  under  its  vener- 
ated dress  are  allowed  to  be  as  wicked  as  they  please.  Although 
people  are  aware  of  their  intrigues,  and  know  them  for  what  they 
are,  their  influence  is  none  the  less  real.  They  are  well  received 
everywhere;  and  a  low  bending  of  the  head,  deep  sighs,  and 
rolling  eyes,  make  up  for  all  they  can  be  guilty  of.  It  is  under 
this  convenient  dress  that  I  mean  to  take  refuge  and  put  my 
affairs  to  rights.  I  shall  not  give  up  my  dear  habits,  but  will 
carefully  hide  them,  and  avoid  all  show  in  my  pleasures.  If  I 
am  discovered,  the  whole  cabal  will  take  up  my  interests  of  their 
own  accord,  and  will  defend  me  against  everybody.  In  short,  it 
is  the  only  safe  way  of  doing  all  I  like  with  impunity.  I  shall 
set  up  for  a  censor  of  other  people's  actions.     I  shall  speak  evil 
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of  everybody.  If  I  am  but  ever  so  slightly  offended,  I  shall 
never  forgive,  but  bear  an  irreconcilable  hatred.  I  shall  make 
myself  the  avenger  of  the  interests  of  Heaven;  and  under  this 
convenient  shelter  I  will  pursue  my  enemies,  will  accuse  them  of 
impiety,  and  know  how  to  let  loose  against  them  the  officious 
zealots  who,  without  understanding  how  the  truth  stands,  will  heap 
abuse  upon  them  and  damn  them  boldly  on  their  own  private 
authority.  It  is  thus  that  we  can  profit  by  the  weaknesses  of 
men,  and  that  a  wise  man  can  accommodate  himself  to  the  vices 
of  his  age. 

SganarcUe  —  Oh,  heavens!  what  do  I  hear?  You  only  lacked 
hypocrisy  to  make  you  perfectly  bad;  and  this  is  the  height  of 
abomination.  Sir,  this  last  thing  is  too  much  for  me,  and  I 
cannot  help  speaking.  Do  to  me  all  you  please;  beat  me,  break 
every  bone  in  my  body,  kill  me  if  you  like:  but  I  must  speak 
out  my  thoughts,  and  like  a  faithful  servant  say  what  I  ought. 
Know,  sir,  that  the  pitcher  goes  once  too  often  to  the  well:  and 
as  that  author,  whose  name  I  do  not  recollect,  truly  said,  man  is 
in  this  world. like  the  bird  on  the  branch;  the  branch  is  attached 
to  the  tree;  whoever  is  attached  to  the  tree  follows  good  pre- 
cepts; good  precepts  are  better  than  fine  words;  fine  words  are 
found  at  court;  at  court  are  the  courtiers;  courtiers  are  <^ollowers 
of  fashion;  fashion  comes  from  fancy;  fancy  is  a  faculty  of  the 
mind;  the  mind  is  life  to  us;  life  ends  in  death;  death  makes 
us  think  of  heaven;  the  sky  is  above  the  earth;  the  earth  is  not 
the  sea;  the  sea  is  subject  to  tempests;  tempests  endanger  ships; 
ships  require  pilots;  a  good  pilot  has  prudence;  prudence  is  not 
the  gift  of  young  men;  young  men  ought  to  obey  their  elders; 
old  men  love  riches;  riches  make  people  rich;  the  rich  are  not 
poor;  the  poor  know  what  want  is;  necessity  has  no  law;  those 
who  have  no  law  live  like  the  brute ;  and  consequently  you  will 
be  damned  with  all  the  devils. 

Juan  —  A  noble  argument. 

Sganarellc  —  After  this  if  you  do  not  change,  so  much  the 
worse  for  you. 

Enter  Don  Carlos 

Carlos  —  Don  Juan,  I  meet  with  you  opportunely;  and  I  am 
glad  to  ask  you  in  this  place  rather  than  in  your  house  what 
resolutions  you  have  taken.  You  know  that  this  duty  belongs  to 
me,  that  I  took  it  upon  myself  in  your  presence.      I  cannot  hide 
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from  you  that  1  should  like  the  difficulty  to  he  settled  by  gentle 
means;  there  is  nothing-  I  would  not  do  to  prevail  upon  you  to 
choose  the  right  path,  and  to  see  you  publicly  confirm  your  mar- 
riage with  my  sister. 

Jua7i  \in  a  hypccritical  tone]  —  Alas!  I  wish  with  all  my  heart 
that  I  could  give  you  the  satisfaction  you  ask  for:  but  Heaven 
is  directly  opposed  to  it;  it  has  inspired  me  with  the  design  of 
reforming  my  mode  of  life,  and  I  have  now  no  other  thoughts* 
than  to  leave  all  earthly  engagements,  to  forsake  all  vanities, 
to  atone  by  an  austere  life  for  all  the  criminal  disorders  into 
which  the  heat  of  passion  and  blind  youth  have   carried  me. 

Carlos  —  Your  intentions,  Don  Juan,  do  not  clash  with  what 
I  propose:  the  company  of  a  legitimate  wife  and  the  laudable 
thoughts   Heaven  has  inspired  you  with,  can  well  agree. 

Juati- — Alas!  no.  It  is  a  decision  which  your  sister  herself 
has  taken,  for  she  has  retired  to  a  convent.  Both  our  hearts 
were  touched  at  the  same  time. 

Carlos  —  Her  retreat  cannot  satisfy  us,  for  it  might  be  imputed 
to  the  contempt  you  had  thrown  on  her  and  her  family:  our 
honor  requires  that  she  should  live  openly  with  you. 

Juan  —  I  assure  you  that  the  thing  is  not  possible.  I  had  the 
greatest  wish  to  do  so,  and  even  to-day  I  asked  advice  of  Heaven 
about  it;  but  when  I  consulted  it,  I  heard  a  voice  saying  that  I 
was  not  to  think  of  your  sister,  and  that  with  her  for  my  com- 
panion I  should  certainly  not  work  out  my  salvation. 

Carlos — Do  you  think  you  will  impose  upon  me  with  those 
fine  excuses  ? 

Juan  —  I  obey  Heaven's  voice. 

Carlos  —  What!  you  imagine  that  I  can  be  satisfied  with  such 
stories  as  these  ? 

Juayi  —  Such  is  the  will  of  Heaven. 

Carlos  —  You  make  my  sister  leave  her  convent,  and  abandon 
her  afterwards  ? 

Juan  —  Heaven  orders  it  should  be  so. 

Carlos  —  We  must  bear  such  a  disgrace? 

Juan  —  Seek  redress  from  Heaven. 

Carlos  —  What!    always  Heaven? 

Juan  —  It  is  the  will  of  Heaven. 

Carlos  —  Enough,  Don  Juan:  I  understand  you.  It  is  not 
here  that  I  will  attack  you, —  the  place  will  not  admit  of  it, —  but 
I  will  soon  find  you  out. 
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Juan  —  You  will  do  as  you  please.  You  know  that  I  do  not 
lack  courage,  and  that  I  can  use  my  sword  when  it  is  necessary. 
I  will  g-o  in  a  few  minutes  through  this  narrow  lane  by  the  side 
of  the  convent:  but  I  declare  to  you  that  I  do  not  wish  to  fight; 
Heaven  forbid  I  should  think  of  such  a  thing:  but  if  you  attack 
me,  we  will  see  what  will  ensue. 

Carlos  —  We  shall  indeed  see.  \Exit. 

Sganarelle  —  Sir,  what  is  this  new  style  you  adopt  ?  This  is 
worse  than  all  the  rest  put  together;  I  had  much  rather  see  you 
as  you  were  before.  I  always  looked  forward  to  your  salvation 
before;  but  from  henceforth  I  give  up  all  hope,  and  I  believe 
that  Heaven,  which  has  borne  with  you  to  this  day,  will  never 
tolerate  this  last  abomination. 

Juan  —  Come,  come:  Heaven  is  not  so  strict  as  you  think,  and 
if  each  time  that  men  — 

Enter  a  Spectre  in  the  form  of  a  veiled  woman 

Sganarelle  {seeing  the  Spectre^  —  Ah,  sir.  Heaven  speaks  to  and 
warns  you! 

Jiian  —  This  may  be  a  warning  from  Heaven ;  but  it  must  be 
expressed  more  clearly  if  I  am  to  understand  it. 

Spectre — Don  Juan  has  but  a  moment  longer  to  profit  by  the 
mercy  of  Heaven;  if  he  does  not  repent  now,  his  destruction  is 
certain. 

Sganarelle — Sir,  do  you  hear? 

Juati  —  Who  dares  speak  such  words  to  me  ?  I  think  I  know 
this  voice. 

Sganarelle — Ah,  sir,  it  is  a  ghost!  I  know  it  by  its  way  of 
walking. 

Juan  —  Ghost,  phantom,  or  devil,  I  will  see  what  it  is. 

\_The  Spectre  changes  shape,  and  represents    Time  with   his  scythe   in   his 

hand.  ] 

Sganarelle  —  Oh,  heavens!  Do  you  see,  sir,  this  change  of 
shape  ? 

Juan  —  No,  no:  nothing  can  terrify  me,  and  my  sword  will 
tell  me  whether  this  is  body  or  spirit. 

[The  Spectre  disappears  wheti  Don  Juan  tries  to  sir  ike  //.] 

Sganarelle  —  Ah,  sir,  yield  to  such  repeated  proofs! 
Juan  —  No:    whatever  may  happen,  it  shall  never  be  said  that 
I  could  reDcnt.     Come,  follow  me. 
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Enter  The  Statue  of  the  Commandant 

Statue — Stop,  Don  Juan:  you  promised  me  yesterday  to  come 
and  have  supper  with  me. 

Juan  —  Yes :   where  shall  we  go  ? 

Sganarelle  —  Give  me  your  hand. 

Juan  —  Here  it  is. 

Statue — Don  Juan,  obstinacy  in  sin  brings  after  it  a  fearful 
death,  and  by  rejecting  the  mercy  of  Heaven  we  open  a  way  for 
its  wrath. 

Juan  —  Oh,  heavens!  what  do  I  feel?  An  invisible  fire  con- 
sumes me!  I  can  bear  it  no  longer.  My  whole  body  is  one  ardent 
flame— Oh!  — Oh!  — 

\^T/ie  lightnmg  flashes  around  Don  Juan,  and  loud  claps  of  thunder  are 
heard.  The  earth  opens  and  swallows  him  up.  From  the  spot  where 
he  has  disappeared  burst  forth  flames  of  fire.  ] 

Sganarelle  —  Ah!  my  wages!  my  wages!  His  death  is  a  rep- 
aration to  all.  Heaven  offended,  laws  violated,  families  dishon- 
ored, girls  ruined,  wives  led  astray,  husbands  driven  to  despair, 
everybody  is  satisfied.     I  am  the  only  one  to  suffer.     My  wages, 

my  wages,  my  wages! 

[  The  curtain  falls.  ] 

Translation  of  Charles  Heron  Wall. 


THE   SHAM  MARQUIS  AND   THE  AFFECTED   LADIES 
From  <  Les  Precieuses  Ridicules  > 

[The  scene  is  the  drawing-room  of  the  provincial  but  ambitious  ladies 
Mademoiselle  Madelon  and  her  cousin  Mademoiselle  Cathos,  visiting  Paris. 
Both  are  dressed  in  the  height  of  fashionable  absurdity.  To  them  enters 
Mascarille,  a  clever  valet,  disguised  by  his  master  as  a  marquis  and  Parisian 
gentleman,  for  the  purpose  of  tricking  the  silly  young  women  and  making  them 
more  sensible  through  the  humiliation  of  their  discovery.  He  plays  his  part 
with  much  gusto.] 

MASCARILLE   \after   having  bowed  to   theni]  —  Ladies,  you   will 
be   surprised,  no   doubt,  at   the   boldness   of  my  visit,  but 
your  reputation  brings  this  troublesome  incident  upon  you: 
merit  has  for  me  such  powerful   attractions,  that  I  run   after  it 
wherever  it  is  to  be  found. 

Madelon  —  If  you  pursue  merit,  it  is  not  in  our  grounds  that 
you  should  hunt  after  it. 
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Cathos—li  you  find  merit  among  us,  you  must  have  brought 
it  here  yourself. 

Mascarille  —  I  refuse  assent  to  such  an  assertion.  Fame  tells 
the  truth  in  speaking  of  your  worth;  and  you  will  pique,  repique, 
and  capot*  all  the  fashionable  world  of  Paris. 

Madclon  —  Your  courtesy  carries  you  somewhat  too  far  in  the 
liberality  of  your  praises;  and  we  must  take  care,  my  cousin  and 
I,  not  to  trust  too  much  to  the  sweetness  of  your  flattery. 

CatJios — My  dear,  we  should  call  for  chairs. 

Madelon  \to  servant\  —  Almanzor! 

A  Imanzor  —  Madame. 

Madelon  —  Quick!  convey  us  hither  at  once  the  appliances  of 
conversation. 

{Almanzor  britigs  chairs.] 

Mascarille — But  stay,  is  there  any  security  for  me  here? 

Cathos  —  What  can  you  fear  ? 

Mascarille  —  Some  robbery  of  my  heart,  some  assassination  of 
my  freedom.  I  see  before  me  two  eyes  which  seem  to  me  to  be 
very  dangerous  fellows;  they  abuse  liberty  and  give  no  quarter. 
The  deuce!  no  sooner  is  any  one  near,  but  they  are  up  in  arms, 
and  ready  for  their  murderous  attack!  Ah!  upon  my  word  I 
mistrust  them!  I  shall  either  run  away,  or  require  good  security 
that  they  will  do  me  no  harm. 

Madelon — What  playfulness,  my  dear. 

CatJios  —  Yes,  I  see  he  is  an  Amilcar. 

Madelon  —  Do  not  fear:  our  eyes  have  no  evil  intentions;  your 
heart  may  sleep  in  peace,  and  may  rest  assured  of  their  innocence. 

Cathos — But  for  pity's  sake,  sir,  do  not  be  inexorable  to  that 
arm-chair,  which  for  the  last  qiiarter  of  an  hour  has  stretched 
out  its  arms  to  you:    satisfy  the   desire  it  has  of  embracing  you. 

Mascarille  \after  having  combed  Jiiniself  and  adjusted  his  can- 
ions] — Well,  ladies,   what  is  your  opinion  of  Paris? 

Madelon  —  Alas !  can  there  be  two  opinions  ?  It  would  be  the 
antipodes  of  reason  not  to  confess  that  Paris  is  the  great  museum 
of  wonders,  the  centre  of  good  taste,   of  wit  and  gallantry. 

Mascarille — I  think  for  my  part  that  out  of  Paris,  people  of 
position  cannot  exist. 

Cathos  —  That  is  a  never-to-be-disputed  truth. 

*  Terms  in  piquet,  a  then  fashionable  game  of  cards. 
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Mascarille  —  It  is  somewhat  muddy,  but  then  we  have  sedan, 
chairs. 

Madelon  —  Yes,  a  chair  is  a  wonderful  safeguard  against  the 
insults  of  mud  and  bad  weather, 

Mascarille — You  must  have  many  visitors?  What  great  wit 
belongs  to  your  circle  ? 

Madelon  —  Alas!  we  are  not  known  yet;  but  we  have  every 
hope  of  being  so  before  long,  and  a  great  friend  of  ours  has 
promised  to  bring  us  all  the  gentlemen  who  have  written  in  the 
*  Elegant  Extracts.' 

Cathos  —  As  well  as  some  others,  who,  we  are  told,  are  the 
sovereign  judges  in  matters  of  taste. 

Mascarille — Leave  that  to  me!  I  can  manage  that  for  you 
better  than  any  one  else.  They  all  visit  me,  and  I  can  truly  say 
that  I  never  get  up  in  the  morning  without  having  half  a  dozen 
wits  about  me. 

Madelon  —  Ah!  we  should  feel  under  the  greatest  obligation 
to  you  if  you  would  be  so  kind  as  to  do  this  for  us;  for  it  is 
certain  one  must  be  acquainted  with  all  those  gentlemen  in  order 
to  belong  to  society.  By  them  reputations  are  made  in  Paris; 
and  you  know  that  it  is  quite  sufficient  to  be  seen  with  some 
of  them  to  acquire  the  reputation  of  a  connoisseur,  even  though 
there  should  be  no  other  foundation  for  the  distinction.  But  for 
my  part,  what  I  value  most  is,  that  in  such  society  we  learn  a 
^hundred  things  which  it  is  one's  duty  to  know,  and  which  are  the 
quintessence  of  wit:  the  scandal  of  the  day;  the  latest  things  out 
in  prose  or  verse.  We  hear  exactly  and  punctually  that  a  M.  A 
has  composed  the  most  beautiful  piece  in  the  world  on  such-and- 
such  a  subject;  that  Madame  B  has  adapted  words  to  such-and- 
such  an  air;  that  M.  C  has  composed  a  madrigal  on  the  fidelity 
of  his  lady-love,  and  M.  D  upon  the  faithlessness  of  his;  that 
yesterday  evening  the  Sieur  E  wrote  a  sixain  to  Mademoiselle  F, 
to  which  she  sent  an  answer  this  morning  at  eight  o'clock;  that 
M.  G  has  such-and-such  a  project  in  his  head;  that  M.  H  is 
occupied  with  the  third  volume  of  his  romance;  and  that  M.  J 
has  his  work  in  the  press.  By  knowledge  like  this  we  acquire 
consideration  in  every  society;  whereas  if  we  are  left  in  ignor- 
ance of  such  matters,  all  the  wit  we  may  possess  is  a  thing  of 
naught  and  as  dust  in  the  balance. 

Cathos — Indeed,  I  think  it  is  carrying  the  ridiculous  to  the 
extreme,  for  any  one  who  makes  the   least  pretense  to  wit,  not 
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to  know  even  the  last  little  quatrain  that  has  been  written.  For 
my  part,  I  should  feel  greatly  ashamed  if  some  one  were  by 
chance  to  ask  me  if  I  had  seen  some  new  thing  which  I  had  not 
seen. 

Mascarille — It  is  true  that  it  is  disgraceful  not  to  be  one 
of  the  very  first  to  know  what  is  going  on.  But  do  not  make 
yourself  anxious  about  it;  I  will  establish  an  academy  of  wits  in 
your  house,  and  I  promise  you  that  not  a  single  line  shall  be 
written  in  all  Paris  which  you  shall  not  know  by  heart  before 
anybody  else.  I,  your  humble  servant,  indulge  a  little  in  writing 
poetry  when  I  feel  in  the  vein;  and  you  will  find  handed  about 
in  all  the  ruelles  of  Paris  two  hundred  songs,  as  many  sonnets, 
four  hundred  epigrams,  and  more  than  a  thousand  madrigals, 
without  reckoning  enigmas  and  portraits. 

Madelon  —  I  must  acknowledge  that  I  am  madly  fond  of  por- 
traits: there  is  nothing  more  elegant,  according  to  my  opin- 
ion. 

Mascarille  —  Portraits  are  difficult,  and  require  a  deep  insight 
into  character;  but  you  shall  see  some  of  mine  which  will  please 
you. 

CatJios  —  I  must  say  that  for  my  part  I  am  appallingly  fond  of 
enigmas. 

Mascarille — They  form  a  good  occupation  for  the  mind;  and 
I  have  already  written  four  this  morning,  which  I  will  give  you 
to  guess. 

Madelon  —  Madrigals  are  charming  when  they  are  neatly 
turned. 

Mascarille — I  have  a  special  gift  that  way,  and  I  am  engaged 
in  turning  the  whole  Roman  History  into  madrigals. 

Madelon  —  Ah!  that  will  be  exquisite.  Pray  let  me  have  a 
copy,  if  you  publish  it. 

Mascarille — I  promise  you  each  a  copy  beautifully  bound.  It 
is  beneath  my  rank  to  occupy  myself  in  that  fashion;  but  I  do  it 
for  the  benefit  of  the  publishers,  who  leave  me  no  peace. 

Madelon  —  I  should  think  that  it  must  be  a  most  pleasant 
thing  to  see  one's  name   in  print. 

Mascarille — Undoubtedly.  By-the-by,  let  me  repeat  to  you 
some  extempore  verses  I  made  yesterday  at  the  house  of  a  friend 
of  mine,  a  duchess,  whom  I  went  to  see.  You  must  know  that 
I'm  a  wonderful  hand  at  impromptus. 

Cathos — An  impromptu  is  the  touchstone  of  genius. 


,0202  MOLlfiRE  . 

Muscarine —  Listen. 
Madelon  —  We  are  all  ears. 
Mascarille — 

Oh!  oh!  I  was  not  taking  care. 
While  thinking  not  of  harm,  I  watch  my  fair. 
Your  lurking  eye  my  heart  doth  steal  away. 
Stop  thief!     Stop  thief!     Stop  thief!  —  I  say. 

Cathos — Ah  me!     It  is  gallant  to  the  last  degree. 

Mascarille — Yes,  all  I  do  has  a  certain  easy  air  about  it. 
There   is   a   total  absence  of   the   pedant   about   all  my  writings. 

Madelon  —  They  are  thousands  and  thousands  of  miles  from 
that. 

Mascarille  —  Did  you  notice  the  beginning  ?  "  Oh !  oh ! ''  There 
is  something  exceptional  in  that  **  Oh !  oh !  '^  like  a  man  who 
bethinks  himself  all  of  a  sudden  —  ^^  Oh !  oh !  '^  Surprise  is  well 
depicted,  is  it  not?     «Oh!  oh!» 

Madelon  —  Yes,  I  think  that  «  Oh !  oh !  »  admirable. 

Mascarille  —  At  first  sight  it  does  not  seem  much. 

Cathos  —  Ah !  what  do  you  say  ?  These  things  cannot  be  too 
highly  valued. 

Madelon  —  Certainly ;  and   I  would  rather  have  composed  that 

*  Oh !  oh !  ^*  than  an  epic  poem. 

Mascarille  —  Upon  my  word  now,  you  have  good  taste. 

Madelon  —  Why,  yes,  perhaps  it's  not  altogether  bad. 

Mascarille — But  do  you  not  admire  also  "I  was  not  taking 
care "  ?  "I  was  not  taking  care.  *  I  did  not  notice  it ;  quite 
a  natural  way  of  speaking,  you  know :  **  I  was  not  taking  care.  ** 

*  While  thinking  not  of  harm  '^ —  whilst  innocently,  without  fore- 
thought, like  a  poor  sheep,  "  I  watch  my  fair  '^ —  that  is  to  say, 
I  amuse  myself  by  considering,  observing,  contemplating  you. 
**Your  lurking  eye" — what  do  you  think  of  this  word  "lurking'^? 
Do  you  not  think  it  well  chosen  ? 

Cathos — Perfectly  well. 

Mascarille — "Lurking,"  hiding:  you  would  say,  a  cat  just 
going  to  catch  a  mouse — "lurking." 

Madelon  —  Nothing  could  be  better. 

Mascarille  —  "My  heart  doth  steal  away" — snatch  it  away; 
carries  it  off  from  me.'  "Stop  thief!  stop  thief!  stop  thief!" 
Would  you  not  imagine  it  to  be  a  man  shouting  and  running 
after  a  robber?     "Stop  thief!  stop  thief!  stop  thief!" 
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Madelon  —  It  must  be  acknowledged  that  it  is  witty  and  gal- 
lant, 

Mascarille — I  must  sing  you  the  tune  I  made  to  it. 

Cathos  —  Ah!   you  have  learnt  music? 

Mascarille  —  Not  a  bit  of  it! 

Cathos  —  Then  how  can  you  have  set  it  to  music  ? 

Mascarille  —  People  of  my  position  know  everything  without 
ever  having  learnt. 

Madelon  —  Of  course  it  is  so,  my  dear. 

Mascarille — Just  listen,  and  see  if  the  tune  is  to  your  taste: 
hem,  hem,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la.  The  brutality  of  the  season  has 
greatly  injured  the  delicacy  of  my  voice:  but  it  is  of  no  conse- 
quence; permit  me,  without  ceremony  \Jie  sings\. — 

Oh !  oh !  I  was  not  taking  care. 
While  thinking  not  of  harm,  I  watch  my  fair. 
Your  lurking  eye  my  heart  doth  steal  away. 
Stop  thief!     Stop  thief!     Stop  thief!  — I  say. 

Cathos  —  What  soul-subduing  music!  One  would  willingly  die 
while  listening. 

Madelon  —  What  soft  languor  creeps  over  one's  heart. 

Mascarille — Do  you  not  find  the  thought  clearly  expressed  in 
the  song?  ^' Stop  thief!  stop  thief  !*^  And  then  as  if  one  suddenly 
cried  out,  ^^  Stop,  stop,  stop,  stop,  stop  thief !  '^  Then  all  at  once, 
like  a  person  out  of  breath  —  "  Stop  thief !  '* 

Madelon  —  It  shows  a  knowledge  of  perfect  beauty ;  every  part 
is  inimitable;  both  the  words  and  the  air  enchant  me. 

Cathos — I  never  yet  met  with  anything  worthy  of  being  com- 
pared to  it. 

Mascarille  —  All  I  do  comes  naturally  to  me.  I  do  it  without 
study. 

Madelon  —  Nature  has  treated  you  like  a  fond  mother :  you 
are  her  spoiled  child. 

Mascarille — How  do  you  spend  your  time,  ladies? 

Cathos  —  Oh!   in  doing  nothing  at  all. 

Madelon  —  Until  now,  we  have  been  in  a  dreadful  dearth  of 
amusements. 

Mascarille — I  should  be  happy  to  take  you  to  the  play  one 
of  these  days,  if  you  would  permit  me;  the  more  so  as  there  is 
a  new  piece  going  to  be  acted  which  I  should  be  glad  to  see  in 
your  company. 
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Madelon  —  There  is  no  refusing  such  an  offer. 

Muscarine — But  I  must  beg  of  you  to  applaud  it  well  when 
we  are  there,  for  I  have  promised  my  help  to  praise  up  the 
piece;  and  the  author  came  to  me  again  this  morning  to  beg  my 
assistance.  It  is  the  custom  for  authors  to  come  and  read  their 
new  plays  to  us  people  of  rank,  so  that  they  may  persuade  us  to 
approve  their  work,  and  to  give  them  a  reputation.  I  leave  you 
to  imagine  if,  when  we  say  anything,  the  pit  dare  contradict  us. 
As  for  me,  I  am  most  scrupulous;  and  when  once  I  have  prom- 
ised my  assistance  to  a  poet,  I  always  call  out  "  Splendid !  beau- 
tiful !  ^^    even  before  the  candles  are  lighted. 

Madelon  —  Do  not  speak  of  it:  Paris  is  a  most  wonderful 
place;  a  hundred  things  happen  every  day  there  of  which  coun- 
try people,  however  clever  they  may  be,  have  no  idea. 

CatJios — It  is  sufficient:  now  we  understand  this,  we  shall 
consider  ourselves  under  the  obligation  of  praising  all  that  is 
said. 

Mascarille — I  do  not  know  whether  I  am  mistaken;  but  you 
seem  to  me  to  have  written  some  play  yourselves. 

Madelon  —  Ah !   there  may  be  some  truth  in  what  you  say. 

Mascarille — Upon  my  word,  we  must  see  it.  Between  our- 
selves, I  have  composed  one  which  I  intend  shortly  to  bring  out. 

CatJios  —  Indeed!   and  to  what  actors  do  you  mean  to  give  it? 

Mascarille — What  a  question!  Why,  to  the  actors  of  the 
Hotel  de  Bourgogne,  of  course:  they  alone  can  give  a  proper 
value  to  a  piece.  The  others  are  a  pack  of  ignoramuses,  who 
recite  their  parts  just  as  one  speaks  every  day  of  one's  life;  they 
have  no  idea  of  thundering  out  verses,  or  of  pausing  at  a  fine 
passage.  How  can  one  make  out  where  the  fine  lines  are,  if  the 
actor  does  not  stop  at  them  and  thus  tell  you  when  you  are  to 
applaud  ? 

Cathos  —  Certainly,  there  is  always  a  way  of  making  an  audi- 
ence feel  the  beauties  of  a  play;  and  things  are  valued  according 
to  the  way  they  are  put  before  you. 

Mascarille  —  How  do  you  like  my  lace,  feathers,  and  etcet- 
eras ?     Do  you  find  any  incongruity  between  them  and  my  coat  ? 

Cathos — Not  the  slightest. 

Mascarille  —  The  ribbon  is  well  chosen,  you  think? 

Madelon  —  Astonishingly  well.     It  is  real  Perdrigeon, 

Mascarille  —  What  do  you  say  of  my  canions  ? 

Madelon  —  They  look  very  fashionable. 
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Mascarille  —  I  can  at  least  boast  that  they  are  a  whole  quarter 
of  a  yard  wider  than  those  usually  worn. 

Madelon  —  I  must  acknowledge  that  I  have  never  yet  seen  the 
elegance  of  the  adjustment  carried  to  such  perfection. 

Mascarille — May  I  beg  of  you  to  direct  your  olfactory  senses 
to  these  gloves  ? 

Madelon  —  They  smell  terribly  sweet. 

Cathos — I  never  inhaled  a  better-made  perfume. 

Mascarille  —  And  this?  \^He  bends  forward  for  them  to  smell 
his  powdered  wig:] 

Madelon  —  It  has  the  true  aristocratic  odor.  One's  finest  senses 
are  exquisitely  affected  by  it. 

Mascarille  —  You  say  nothing  of  my  plumes!  What  do  you 
think  of  them  ? 

Cathos  —  Astonishingly  beautiful ! 

Mascarille — Do  you  know  that  every  tip  cost  me  a  louis  d'or? 
It  is  my  way  to  prefer  indiscriminately  everything  of  the  best. 

Madelon  —  I  assure  you  that  I  greatly  sympathize  with  you.  I 
am  furiously  delicate  about  everything  I  wear,  and  even  my  socks 
must  come  from  the  best  hands. 

Mascarille  [crying  out  suddenly]  —  Oh,  oh,  oh!  gently,  gently, 
ladies;  ladies,  this  is  unkind:  I  have  good  reason  to  complain  of 
your  behavior;    it  is  not  fair. 

Cathos  —  What  is  it?     What  is  the  matter? 

Mascarille  —  Matter  ?  What,  both  of  you  against  my  heart, 
and  at  the  same  time  too!  attacking  me  right  and  left!  Ah!  it 
is  contrary  to  fair  play;    I  shall  cry  out  murder. 

Cathos  [to  Madelon]  —  It  must  be  acknowledged  that  he  says 
things  in  a  manner  altogether  his  own. 

Madelon  —  His  way  of  putting  things  is  exquisitely  admirable. 

Cathos  [to  Mascarille]  —  You  are  more  afraid  than  hurt,  and 
your  heart  cries  out  before  it  is  touched. 

Mascarille  —  The  deuce!   why,  it  is  sore  from  head  to  foot. 

Translation  of  Charles  Heron  Wall. 
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THEODOR  MOMMSEN 

(1817-1903) 

BY  WILLIAM   CRANSTON  LAWTON 

|he  popular  conception  of  a  learned  German  professor  is  of 
a  short-sighted,  spectacled,  absent-minded  recluse  buried 
among  his  books,  absorbed  in  some  narrow  and  remote  line 
of  research  for  which  a  single  lifetime  is  all  too  brief,  or  preparing  a 
ponderous  book  which  perhaps  ten  men  in  the  world  can  read.  The 
type  is  not  wholly  imaginary,  though  like  the  buffalo  it  is  already  near 
extinction. 

Above  all  others  in  our  time,  however,  Theodor  Mommsen  is  an 
illustration  of  patriotic  and  civic  usefulness,  not  merely  combined 
with  the  most  learned  research,  but  illuminated  and  strengthened  in- 
calculably by  those  very  studies.  His  political  sympathies,  his  open 
affiliations  in  the  national  legislature,  have  been  with  the  extreme 
radical  wing  of  that  great  "  Liberal  '*  movement  which  made  the 
new  German  empire  possible.  Thoroughly  believing  that  democratic 
freedom  of  discussion  is  the  firmest  final  basis  for  a  strong  central 
government,  he  has  often  oflfended  those  in  high  office  by  his  fear- 
less criticisms.  Once  indeed  he  was  actually  brought  to  trial  (1882) 
for  sharp  words  directed  against  Prince  Bismarck.  His  triumphant 
acquittal  revealed  and  strengthened  the  popular  pride  in  the  brave 
citizen  and  the  most  illustrious  of  German  scholars. 

Mommsen  is  primarily  interested  in  the  life  and'  growth  of  politi- 
cal institutions.  All  his  manifold  activity  is  centred  about  this  chief 
study.  It  was  natural,  then,  that  the  Roman  State,  the  greatest  organ- 
ization in  all  human  history,  should  have  engaged  his  lifelong  devo- 
tion. 

Professor  Mommsen  is  most  widely  known  to  the  general  reading 
•public,  in  and  out  of  Germany,  as  the  author  of  a  « popular  >>  Roman 
history.  This  great  work  is  indeed  put  forth  with  little  citation  of 
authorities.  The  solid  pages  usually  run  calmly  on  without  any  array 
of  polemic  or  pedantic  foot-notes.  Nevertheless,  the  apparatus,  the 
scaffolding  as  it  were,  undoubtedly  exists  still  in  the  author's  note- 
books. Indeed,  such  material  has  been  liberally  furnished  whenever 
the  same  subject  has  been  treated  in  University  lectures.  More- 
over, this  stately  masterpiece  of  constructive  work  is  firmly  founded 
upon  special  studies  as  wide-reaching  and  as  thorough  as  were  ever 
undertaken.    Professor  Mommsen's  practical  and  juristic  mind  inclines 
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hini  to  brush  aside  the  fables  and  romances  of  Livy's  first  decade. 
Instead,  he  endeavors  to  recover  from  the  usages  and  institutions 
of  later  Rome  the  probable  conditions  of  the  earlier  time.  Naturally 
this  often  necessitates  closely  reasoned  argument, —  and  uncertain 
results  at  best. 

In  the  later  portions  Professor  Mommsen  is  on  firmer  ground; 
but  his  judgments  of  men  like  Cicero,  whom  he  detests,  and  Caesar, 
whom  he  almost  adores,  are  as  far  as  possible  from  a  mere  scholarly 
dependence  on  ancient  authorities.  Everywhere  he  is  quite  suffi- 
ciently inclined  to  appeal  to  modern  parallels  and  illustrations.  The 
section  on  the  political  history  of  the  early  empire  has  never  yet 
appeared;  but  the  imperial  government  of  Roman  provinces  is  treated 
in  exhaustive  volumes,  already  published,  and  destined  to  become  an 
integral  part  of  the  completed  work. 

This  latter  essay  may  serve  to  remind  us  that  Professor  Mommsen 
has  accomplished  a  still  more  monumental  task,  as  chief  editor  of  the 
great  Corpus  of  Latin  Inscriptions,  perhaps  the  greatest  memorial  of 
German  scholarship  and  of  imperial  liberality  toward  learning.  The 
constructive  power  which  has  multiplied  the  value  of  Mommsen's  life 
work  is  clearly  seen  even  in  his  writings  for  a  more  learned  audience. 
Thus  the  great  inscription  of  Ancyra,  which  is  almost  an  autobiogra- 
phy of  the  Emperor  Augustus,  has  been  reproduced,  annotated,  and  in 
brief,  put  completely  at  the  service  of  the  general  student,  in  a  spe- 
cial volume.  In  the  same  way,  such  large  and  debatable  subjects  as 
*  Roman  Coinage,*  <  Roman  Chronology,*  and  even  *  The  Dialects  of 
Lower  Italy,*  have  been  treated  in  scholarly  monographs.  Every 
student  who  has  ever  felt  the  influence  of  Mommsen,  through  his 
books,  in  the  lecture-room,  above  all  in  the  seminar,  will  testify  to 
the  value  of  this  constructive  and  organizing  mind. 

The  entire  record  of  man's  organized  life  appears  to  Mommsen, 
as  it  did  to  Von  Ranke  and  to  Freeman,  as  one  great  story  of  devel- 
opment in  many  chapters,  each  of  which  may  throw  light  on  all  the 
rest,  and  no  less  on  the  future  pathways  of  civilization.  The  mature 
conclusions  of  such  a  student  are  almost  equally  stimulating  whether 
we  agree  readily  with  his  general  views  or  not.  This  may  be  hap- 
pily exemplified  by  a  passage  from  the  introduction  of  ^  The  Provinces, 
from  Caesar  to  Diocletian,* — a  passage  which  traverses  boldly  all  out 
traditional  impressions  as  to  the  state  of  the  subjugated  races  under 
Roman  imperialism.  Like  the  more  extended  citation  below,  this 
passage  is  quoted  from  the  excellent  English  version  of  William  P. 
Dickson:  — 

«01d  age  has  not  the  power  to  develop  new  thoughts  and  display  creative 
acti^nty,  nor  has  the  government  of  the  Roman  Empire  done  so;  but  in  its 
sphere,  which  those  who  belonged  to  it  were  not  far  wrong  in  regarding  as 
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the  world,  it  fostered  the  peace  and  prosperity  of  the  many  nations  united 
under  its  sway  longer  and  more  completely  than  any  other  leading  power  has 
ever  succeeded  in  doing.  It  is  in  the  agricultural  towns  of  Africa,  in  the 
homes  of  the  vine-dressers  on  the  Moselle,  in  the  flourishing  townships  of  the 
Lycian  mountains,  and  on  the  margin  of  the  Syrian  desert,  that  the  work  of 
the  imperial  period  is  to  be  sought  and  to  be  found.  Even  now  there  are 
various  regions  of  the  East,  as  of  the  West,  as  regards  which  the  imperial 
period  marks  a  climax  of  good  government,  very  modest  in  itself,  but  never 
withal  attained  before  or  since;  and  if  an  angel  of  the  Lord  were  to  strike 
the  balance  whether  the  domain  ruled  by  Severus  Antoninus  was  governed 
with  greater  intelligence  and  the  greater  humanity  at  that  time  or  in  the  pres- 
ent day,  whether  ci\-ilization  and  national  prosperity  generally  have  since  that 
time  advanced  or  retrograded,  it  is  very  doubtful  whether  the  decision  would 
prove  in  favor  of  the  present.  >> 

Theodor  Mommsen  was  born  at  Garding  in  Schleswig,  November 
30th,  1817;  graduated  at  Kiel,  studied  archasology  in  France  and 
Italy  1844-7,  and  in  1848  became  professor  of  jurisprudence  at  Leip- 
zig. His  political  activity  in  those  troublous  years  brought  about  his 
dismissal  in  1850.  From  1852  to  1854  he  held  the  professorship  of 
Roman  law  at  Zurich;  1854-8  at  Breslau;  and  finally  in  1858  entered 
upon  the  professorship  of  ancient  history  at  Berlin,  where  he  long 
continued  actively  engaged  in  his  university  lectures,  as  well  as  in  his 
mcmifold  literary  and  scholarly  undertakings.  Theodor  !Mommscn 
died  at  Berlin,  November  ist,   1903. 


THE   CHARACTER   OP  C^SAR 
From  the  <  History  of  Rome> 

THE  new  monarch  of  Rome,  the  first  ruler  of  the  whole  domain 
of  Romano-Hellenic  civilization,  Gaius  Julius  Caesar,  was  in 
his  fifty-sixth  year  (born  12th  July,  652  A.  U.  C.)  when  the 
battle  of  Thapsus,  the  last  link  in  a  long  chain  of  momentous 
victories,  placed  the  decision  of  the  future  of  the  world  in  his 
hands.  Few  men  have  had  their  elasticity  so  thoroughly  put  to 
the  proof  as  Caesar:  the  sole  creative  genius  produced  by  Rome, 
and  the  last  produced  by  the  ancient  world,  which  accordingly 
moved  on  in  the  track  that  he  marked  out  for  it  until  its  sun  had 
set.  Sprung  from  one  of  the  oldest  noble  families  of  Latium, 
which  traced  back  its  lineage  to  the  heroes  of  the  Iliad  and  the 
kings  of  Rome,  and  in  fact  to  the  Venus-Aphrodite  common  to 
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both  nations,  he  spent  the  years  of  his  boyhood  and  early  man- 
hood as  the  genteel  youth  of  that  epoch  were  wont  to  spend 
them.  He  had  tasted  the  sweetness  as  well  as  the  bitterness  of 
the  cup  of  fashionable  life,  had  recited  and  declaimed,  had  prac- 
ticed literature  and  made  verses  in  his  idle  hours,  had  prosecuted 
love  intrigues  of  every  sort,  and  got  himself  initiated  into  all  the 
mysteries  of  shaving,  curls,  and  ruffles  pertaining  to  the  toilette 
wisdom  of  the  day,  as  well  as  into  the  far  more  mysterious  art 
of  always  borrowing  and  never  paying. 

But  the  flexible  steel  of  that  nature  was  proof  against  even 
these  dissipated  and  flighty  courses:  Caesar  retained  both  his 
bodily  vigor  and  his  elasticity  of  mind  and  heart  unimpaired. 
In  fencing  and  in  riding  he  was  a  match  for  any  of  his  soldiers^ 
and  his  swimming  saved  his  life  at  Alexandria;  the  incredible 
rapidity  of  his  journeys,  which  usually  for  the  sake  of  gaining 
time  were  performed  by  night, —  a  thorough  contrast  to  the  pro- 
cession-like slowness  with  which  Pompeius  moved  from  one  place 
to  another, —  was  the  astonishment  of  his  contemporaries  and 
not  the  least  among  the  causes  of  his  success.  The  mind  was 
like  the  body.  His  remarkable  power  of  intuition  revealed  itself 
in  the  ■  precision  and  practicability  of  all  his  arrangements,  even 
where  he  gave  orders  without  having  seen  with  his  own  eyes. 
His  memory  was  matchless;  and  it  was  easy  for  him  to  carry 
on  several  occupations  simultaneously  with  equal  self-possession. 
Although  a  gentleman,  a  man  of  genius,  and  a  monarch,  he  had 
still  a  heart.  So  long  as  he  lived,  he  cherished  the  purest  ven- 
eration for  his  worthy  mother  Aurelia  (his  father  having  died 
early).  To  his  wives,  and  above  all  to  his  daughter  Julia,  he 
devoted  an  honorable  aifection,  which  was  not  without  reflex  in- 
fluence even  on  political  affairs.  With  the  ablest  and  most  excel- 
lent men  of  his  time,  of  high  and  of  humble  rank,  he  maintained 
noble  relations  of  mutual  fidelity,  with  each  after  his  kind.  As 
he  himself  never  abandoned  any  of  his  partisans  after  the  pusil- 
lanimous and  unfeeling  manner  of  Pompeius,  but  adhered  to  his 
friends  —  and  that  not  merely  from  calculation  —  through  good 
and  bad  times  without  wavering,  several  of  these,  such  as  Aulus 
Hirtius  and  Gains  Matins,  even  after  his  death  gave  noble  testi- 
monies of  their  attachment  to  him. 

If  in  a  nature  so  harmoniously  organized  there  is  any  one  trait 
to  be  singled  out  as  characteristic,  it  is  this:  that  he  stood  aloof 
from  all  ideology  and  everything  fanciful.     As  a  matter  of  course 
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Caesar  was  a  man  of  passion,  for  without  passion  there  is  no 
genius;  but  his  passion  was  never  stronger  than  he  could  control. 
He  had  had  his  season  of  youth,  and  song,  love,  and  wine  had 
taken  joyous  possession  of  his  mind;  but  with  him  they  did  not 
penetrate  to  the  inmost  core  of  his  nature.  Literature  occupied 
him  long  and  earnestly;  but  while  Alexander  could  not  sleep  for 
thinking  of  the  Homeric  Achilles,  Caesar  in  his  sleepless  hours 
mused  on  the  inflections  of  the  Latin  nouns  and  verbs.  He  made 
verses  as  everybody  then  did,  but  they  were  weak;  on  the  other 
hand  he  was  interested  in  subjects  of  astronomy  and  natural  sci- 
ence. While  wine  was  and  continued  to  be  with  Alexander  the 
destroyer  of  care,  the  temperate  Roman,  after  the  revels  of  his 
youth  were  over,  avoided  it  entirely.  Around  him,  as  around 
all  those  whom  the  full  lustre  of  woman's  love  has  dazzled  in 
youth,  fainter  gleams  of  it  continued  imperishably  to  linger; 
even  in  later  years  he  had  his  love  adventures  and  successes  with 
women,  and  he  retained  a  certain  foppishness  in  his  outward  ap- 
pearance, or  to  speak  more  correctly,  a  pleasing  consciousness  of 
his  own  manly  beauty.  He  carefully  covered  the  baldness  which 
he  keenly  felt,  with  the  laurel  chaplet  that  he  wore  in  public  in 
his  later  years;  and  he  would  doubtless  have  surrendered  some  of 
his  victories  if  he  could  thereby  have  brought  back  his  youthful 
locks.  But  however  much,  even  when  monarch,  he  enjoyed  the 
society  of  women,  he  only  amused  himself  with  them,  and  allowed 
them  no  manner  of  influence  over  him.  Even  his  much-censured 
relation  to  Queen  Cleopatra  was  only  contrived  to  mask  a  weak 
point  in  his  political  position. 

Caesar  was  thoroughly  a  realist  and  a  man  of  sense;  and 
whatever  he  undertook  and  achieved  was  penetrated  and  guided 
by  the  cool  sobriety  which  constitutes  the  most  marked  pecul- 
iarity of  his  genius.  To  this  he  owed  the  power  of  living  ener- 
getically in  the  present,  undisturbed  either  by  recollection  or 
by  expectation;  to  this  he  owed  the  capacity  of  acting  at  any 
moment  with  collected  vigor,  and  applying  his  whole  genius  even 
to  the  smallest  and  most  incidental  enterprise;  to  this  he  owed 
the  many-sided  power  with  which  he  grasped  and  mastered  what- 
ever understanding  can  comprehend  and  will  can  compel;  to 
this  he  owed  the  self-possessed  ease  with  which  he  arranged  his 
periods  as  well  as  projected  his  campaigns;  to  this  he  owed  the 
**  marvelous  serenity  **  which  remained  steadily  with  him  through 
good  and  evil  days;    to  this  he  owed  the  complete  independence 


THEODOR   MOMMSEN  I02II 

which  admitted  of  no  control  by  favorite,  or  by  mistress,  or  even 
by  friend.  It  resulted,  moreover,  from  this  clearness  of  judgment 
that  Caesar  never  formed  to  himself  illusions  regarding  the  power 
of  fate  and  the  abihty  of  man;  in  his  case  the  friendly  veil  was 
lifted  up  which  conceals  from  man  the  inadequacy  of  his  working. 
However  prudently  he  planned  and  contemplated  all  possibilities, 
the  feeling  was  never  absent  from  his  heart  that  in  all  things, 
fortune,  that  is  to  say  accident,  must  bestow  success;  and  with 
this  may  be  connected  the  circumstance  that  he  so  often  played 
a  desperate  game  with  destiny,  and  in  particular  again  and  again 
hazarded  his  person  with  daring  indifference.  As  indeed  occas- 
ionally men  of  predominant  sagacity  betake  themselves  to  a  pure 
game  of  hazard,  so  there  was  in  Caesar's  rationalism  a  point  at 
which  it  came  in  some  measure  into  contact  with  mysticism. 

Gifts  such  as  these  could  not  fail  to  produce  a  statesman. 
From  early  youth,  accordingly,  Caesar  was  a  statesman  in  the 
deepest  sense  of  the  term ;  and  his  aim  was  the  highest  which 
man  is  allowed  to  propose  to  himself, —  the  political,  military, 
intellectual,  and  moral  regeneration  of  his  own  deeply  decayed 
nation,  and  of  the  still  more  deeply  decayed  Hellenic  nation  inti- 
mately akin  to  his  own.  The  hard  school  of  thirty  years'  expe- 
rience changed  his  views  as  to  the  means  by  which  this  aim  was 
to  be  reached;  his  aim  itself  remained  the  same  in  the  times 
of  his  hopeless  humiliation  and  of  his  unlimited  plenitude  of 
power,  in  the  times  when  as  demagogue  and  conspirator  he  stole 
towards  it  by  paths  of  darkness,  and  in  those  when  as  joint 
possessor  of  the  supreme  power  and  then  as  monarch,  he  worked 
at  his  task  in  the  full  light  of  day  before  the  eyes  of  the  world. 
All  the  measures  of  a  permanent  kind  that  proceeded  from  him 
at  the  most  various  times  assume  their  appropriate  places  in  the 
great  building-plan.  We  cannot  therefore  properly  speak  of  iso- 
lated achievements  of  Caesar;   he  did  nothing  isolated. 

With  justice  men  commend  Caesar  the  orator  for  his  mascu- 
line eloquence,  which,  scorning  all  the  arts  of  the  advocate,  like 
a  clear  flame  at  once  enlightened  and  warmed.  With  justice 
men  admire  in  Caesar  the  author  the  inimitable  simplicity  of 
the  composition,  the  unique  purity  and  beauty  of  the  language. 
With  justice  the  greatest  masters  of  war  of  all  times  have 
praised  Caesar  the  general,  who,  in  a  singular  degree  disregarding 
routine  and  tradition,  knew  always  how  to  find  out  the  mode  of 
warfare  by  which  in  the  given  case   the   enemy  was  conquered, 
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and  which  was  consequently  in  the  given  case  the  right  one; 
who,  with  the  certainty  of  divination,  found  the  proper  means  for 
every  end;  who  after  defeat  stood  ready  for  battle  like  William 
of  Orange,  and  ended  the  campaign  invariably  with  victory;  who 
managed  that  element  of  warfare,  the  treatment  of  which  serves 
to  distinguish  military  genius  from  the  mere  ordinary  ability  of 
an  officer, — the  rapid  movement  of  masses, —  with  unsurpassed 
perfection,  and  found  the  guarantee  of  victory  not  in  the  massive- 
ness  of  his  forces  but  in  the  celerity  of  their  movements,  not  in 
long  preparation  but  in  rapid  and  bold  action  even  with  inade- 
quate means.  But  all  these  were  with  Caesar  mere  secondary 
matters:  he  was  no  doubt  a  great  orator,  author,  and  general,  but 
he  became  each  of  these  merely  because  he  was  a  consummate 
statesman. 

The  soldier  more  especially  played  in  him  altogether  an  ac- 
cessory part;  and  it  is  one  of  the  principal  peculiarities  by  which 
he  is  distinguished  from  Alexander,  Hannibal,  and  Napoleon,  that 
he  began  his  political  activity  not  as  an  officer  but  as  a  dema- 
gogue. According  to  his  original  plan  he  had  purposed  to  reach 
his  object,  like  Pericles  and  Gains  Gracchus,  without  force  of  arms; 
and  throughout  eighteen  years,  as  leader  of  the  popular  party, 
he  had  moved  exclusively  amid  political  plans  and  intrigues: 
until,  reluctantly  convinced  of  the  necessity  for  a  military  sup- 
port, he  headed  an  army  when  he  was  already  forty  years  of  age. 
It  was  natural  that  even  afterwards  he  should  remain  still  more 
statesman  than  general;  like  Cromwell,  who  also  transformed 
himself  from  a  leader  of  opposition  into  a  military  chief  and 
democratic  king,  and  who  in  general,  little  as  the  Puritan  hero 
seems  to  resemble  the  dissolute  Roman,  is  yet  in  his  develop- 
ment, as  well  as  in  the  objects  which  he  aimed  at  and  the 
results  which  he  achieved,  of  all  statesmen  perhaps  the  most  akin 
to  Caesar.  Even  in  his  mode  of  warfare  this  improvised  general- 
ship may  still  be  recognized:  the  enterprises  of  Napoleon  against 
Egypt  and  against  England  do  not  more  clearly  exhibit  the  artil- 
lery lieutenant  who  had  risen  by  service  to  command,  than  the 
similar  enterprises  of  Caesar  exhibit  the  demagogue  metamor- 
phosed into  a  general.  A  regularly  trained  officer  would  hardly 
have  been  prepared,  through  political  considerations  of  a  not 
altogether  stringent  nature,  to  set  aside  the  best-founded  military 
scruples  in  the  way  in  which  Caesar  did  so  on  several  occasions, 
most  strikingly  in  the  case  of  his  landing  in  Epirus. 
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Several  of  his  acts  are  therefore  censurable  from  a  military 
point  of  view;  but  what  the  general  loses  the  statesman  gains. 
The  task  of  the  statesman  is  universal  in  its  nature,  like  Caesar's 
genius:  if  he  undertook  things  the  most  varied  and  most  remote 
one  from  another,  they  had  all,  without  exception,  a  bearing  on 
the  one  great  object  to  which  with  infinite  fidelity  and  consistency 
he  devoted  himself;  and  he  never  preferred  one  to  another  of  the 
manifold  aspects  and  directions  of  his  great  activity.  Although 
a  master  of  the  art  of  war,  he  yet  from  statesmanly  consider- 
ations did  his  utmost  to  avert  the  civil  strife,  and  when  it  never- 
theless began,  to  keep  his  laurels  from  the  stain  of  blood. 
Although  the  founder  of  a  military  monarchy,  he,  yet  with  an 
energy  unexampled  in  history,  allowed  no  hierarchy  of  marshals 
or  government  of  praetorians  to  come  into  existence.  If  he  had- 
a  preference  for  any  one  form  of  services  rendered  to  the  State, 
it  was  for  the  sciences  and  arts  of  peace  rather  than  for  those  of 
war. 

The  most  remarkable  peculiarity  of  his  action  as  a  statesman 
was  its  perfect  harmony.  In  reality  all  the  conditions  for  this 
most  difficult  of  all  human  functions  were  united  in  Caesar.  A 
thorough  realist,  he  never  allowed  the  images  of  the  past  or  ven- 
erable tradition  to  disturb  him;  with  him  nothing  was  of  value 
in  politics  but  the  living  present,  and  the  law  of  reason:  just  as 
in  grammar  he  set  aside  historical  and  antiquarian  research,  and 
recognized  nothing  but  on  the  one  hand  the  living  tisiis  loqiiendi 
and  on  the  other  hand  the  rule  of  symmetry.  A  born  ruler,  he 
governed  the  minds  of  men  as  the  wind  drives  the  clouds,  and 
compelled  the  most  heterogeneous  natures  to  place  themselves 
at  his  service;  —  the  smooth  citizen  and  the  rough  subaltern,  the 
noble  matrons  of  R.ome  and  the  fair  princesses  of  Egypt  and 
Mauritania,  the  brilliant  cavalry  officer  and  the  calculating  banker. 
His  talent  for  organization  was  marvelous.  No  statesman  has 
ever  compelled  alliances,  no  general  has  ever  collected  an  army 
out  of  unyielding  and  refractory  elements,  with  such  decision, 
and  kept  them  together  with  such  firmness,  as  Caesar  displayed 
in  constraining  and  upholding  his  coalitions  and  his  legions. 
Never  did  regent  judge  his  instruments  and  assign  each  to  the 
place  appropriate  for  him  with  so  acute  an  eye. 

He  was  monarch;  but  he  never  played  the  king.  Even 
when  absolute  lord  of  Rome,  he  retained  the  deportment  of  the 
party  leader:  perfectly  pliant  and  smooth,  easy  and  charming  in 
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conversation,  complaisant  towards  every  one,  it  seemed  as  if  he 
wished  to  be  nothing  but  the  first  among  his  peers. 

Caesar  entirely  avoided  the  blunder  of  so  many  men  other- 
wise on  an  equality  with  him,  who  have  carried  into  politics  the 
tone  of  military  command;  however  much  occasion  his  disagree- 
able relations  with  the  Senate  gave  for  it,  he  never  resorted  to 
outrages  such  as  that  of  the  eighteenth  Brumaire.  Caesar  was 
monarch;  but  he  was  never  seized  with  the  giddiness  of  the 
tyrant.  He  is  perhaps  the  only  one  among  the  mighty  men  of 
the  earth  who  in  great  matters  and  little  never  acted  according 
to  inclination  or  caprice,  but  always  without  exception  according 
to  his  duty  as  ruler;  and  who,  when  he  looked  back  on  his  life, 
found  doubtless  erroneous  calculations  to  deplore,  but  no  false 
step  of  passion  to  regret.  There  is  nothing  in  the  history  of 
Caesar's  life  which  even  on  a  small  scale  can  be  compared  with 
those  poetico-sensual  ebullitions — such  as  the  murder  of  Kleitos 
or  the  burning  of  Persepolis  —  which  the  history  of  his  great 
predecessor  in  the  East  records.  He  is,  in  fine,  perhaps  the  only 
one  of  those  mighty  men  who  has  preserved  to  the  end  of  his 
career  the  statesman's  tact  of  discriminating  between  the  possi- 
ble and  the  impossible,  and  has  not  broken  down  in  the  task 
which  for  nobly  gifted  natures  is  the  most  difficult  of  all, — the 
task  of  recognizing,  when  on  the  pinnacle  of  success,  its  nat- 
ural limits.  What  was  possible  he  performed;  and  never  left 
the  possible  good  undone  for  the  sake  of  the  impossible  better, 
never  disdained  at  least  to  mitigate  by  palliatives  evils  that  were 
incurable.  But  where  he  recognized  that  fate  had  spoken,  he 
always  obeyed.  Alexander  on  the  Hyphasis,  Napoleon  at  Mos- 
cow, turned  back  because  they  were  compelled  to  do  so,  and 
were  indignant  at  destiny  for  bestowing  even  on  its  favorites 
merely  limited  successes;  Caesar  turned  back  vokmtarily  on  the 
Thames  and  on  the  Rhine;  and  at  the  Danube  and  the  Euphra- 
tes thought  not  of  unbounded  plans  of  world-conquest,  but 
merely  of  carrying  into  effect  a  well-considered  regulation  of  the 
frontiers. 

Such  was  this  unique  man,  whom  it  seems  so  easy  and  yet  is 
so  infinitely  difficult  to  describe.  His  whole  nature  is  transparent 
clearness;  and  tradition  preserves  more  copious  and  more  vivid 
information  regarding  him  than  regarding  any  of  his  peers  in 
the  ancient  world.  Of  such  a  person  our  conceptions  may  well 
vary  in  point  of  shallowness  or  depth,  but  strictly  speaking,  they 
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cannot  be  different:   to  every  inquirer  not  utterly  perverted,  the 
grand   figure  has  exhibited  the  same  essential  features,  and  yet 
no  one  has  succeeded  in  reproducing  it  to  the  life.     The  secret 
lies  in  its  perfection.     In   his  character  as  a  man  as  well   as  in 
his  place  in  history,  Caesar  occupies  a  position   where  the  great 
contrasts    of    existence    meet    and    balance    each    other.      Of    the 
mightiest   creative  power  and  yet  at  the  same  time  of  the   most 
penetrating   judgment;    no    longer    a   youth   and   not  yet   an   old 
man;   of  the  highest  energy  of  will  and  the  highest  capacity  of 
execution;    filled    with    republican    ideals    and    at    the    same    time 
bom  to  be  a  king;  a  Roman  in  the  deepest  essence  of  his  nature, 
and  yet  called  to  reconcile  and  combine  in  himself  as  well  as  in 
the  outer  world  the  Roman  and  the  Hellenic  types  of  culture, — 
Caesar  was  the  entire  and  perfect  man.     Accordingly  we  miss  in 
him  more  than  in  any  other  historical  personage  what  are  called 
characteristic    features,    which    are    in    reality   nothing   else    than 
deviations  from  the  natural  course  of  human  development.    What 
in  Csesar  passes  for  such  at  the  first  superficial  glance  is,  when 
more  closely  observed,  seen  to  be  the  peculiarity  not  of  the  indi- 
vidual but  of  the  epoch  of  culture  or  of  the  nation:  his  j^outhful 
adventures,  for  instance,  were  common  to  him  as  to  all  his  more 
gifted  contemporaries  of  like  position;  his  unpoetical  but  strongly 
logical  temperament  was  the  temperament  of  Romans  in  general. 
It    formed    part    also    of    Caesar's    full    humanity    that    he    was 
in  the   highest  degree  influenced    by  the   conditions  of   time  and 
place;  for  there  is  no  abstract  humanity, —  the  living  man  cannot 
but  occupy  a  place  in  a  given  nationality  and  in  a  definite  line 
of   culture.     Caesar  was   a   perfect   man   just  because   more   than 
any  other  he  placed  himself  amidst  the  currents  of  his  time,  and 
because  more  than  any  other  he  possessed  the  essential  peculiar- 
ity of  the  Roman  nation  —  practical  aptitude  as  a  citizen  —  in  per- 
fection; for  his  Hellenism  in  fact  was  only  the  Hellenism  which 
had  been   long  intimately   blended   with   the    Italian   nationality. 
But  in  this  very  circumstance  lies  the  difficulty,  we  may  perhaps 
say   the    impossibility,    of    depicting   Caesar   to    the   life.     As   the 
artist  can  paint  everything  save  only  consummate  beauty,  so  the 
historian,  when  once  in  a  thousand  years  he  falls  in  with  the  per- 
fect, can  only  be  silent  regarding  it.     For  normality  admits  doubt- 
less of  being  expressed,  but  it  gives  us  only  the  negative  notion 
of  the  absence  of  defect;  the  secret  of  nature,  whereby  in  her  most 
finished  manifestations  normality  and  individuality  are  combined, 
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is  beyond  expression.  Nothing  is  left  for  us  but  to  deem  those 
fortunate  who  beheld  this  perfection,  and  to  gain  some  faint  con- 
ception of  it  from  the  reflected  lustre  which  rests  imperishably 
on  the  works  that  were  the  creation  of  this  great  nature. 

These  also,  it  is  true,  bear  the  stamp  of  the  time.  The  Ro- 
man hero  himself  stood  by  the  side  of  his  youthful  Greek  prede- 
cessor, not  merely  as  an  equal  but  as  a  superior;  but  the  world 
had  meanwhile  become  old  and  its  youthful  lustre  had  faded. 
The  action  of  Caesar  was  no  longer,  like  that  of  Alexander,  a 
joyou's  marching  onward  towards  a  goal  indefinitely  remote;  he 
built  on  and  out  of  ruins,  and  was  content  to  establish  himself 
as  tolerably  and  as  securely  as  possible  within  the  ample  but  yet 
definite  bounds  once  assigned  to  him.  With  reason,  therefore, 
the  delicate  poetic  tact  of  the  nations  has  not  troubled  itself 
about  the  unpoetical  Roman,  and  has  invested  the  son  of  Philip 
alone  with  all  the  golden  lustre  of  poetry,  with  all  the  rainbow 
hues  of  legend.  But  with  equal  reason  the  political  life  of  nations 
has  during  thousands  of  years  again  and  again  reverted  to  the 
lines  which  Caesar  drew;  and  the  fact  that  the  peoples  to  whom 
the  world  belongs  still  at  the  present  day  designate  the  highest 
of  their  monarchs  by  his  name,  conveys  a  warning  deeply  signifi- 
cant, and  unhappily  fraught  with  shame. 
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LADY  MARY  WORTLEY   MONTAGU 

(1689-1762) 

BY  ANNA   MCCLURE   SHOLL 

I  HE  glamour  which  to  this  day  is  about  the  enigmatic  character 
of  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu  seems  born  of  the  contra- 
dictions of  her  nature.  Her  letters  show  her  capable  of 
greatness  of  thought  and  feeling,  and  yet  she  produced  little  but 
enigmas.  She  is  brilliant  but  not  convincing.  The  present  genera- 
tion, like  her  own,  is  of  two  minds  about  her.  It  cannot  take  her 
with  over-seriousness;  yet  it  is  forced  to  pay  tribute  to  her  precocity 
of  mind  and  character. 

Had  Lady  Mary  Montagu  lived  in  an  age  friendly  to  the  intellect- 
ual sincerity  of  women,  she  might  have  put  her  powers  of  mind  to 
great  advantage;  but  the  world  would  probably  have  lost  that  unique 
personality  which  might  be  the  eighteenth  century  masquerading  as 
a  woman.  Of  the  weakness  and  strength  of  that  age  of  light  without 
sweetness.  Lady  Mary  is  representative.  She  possesses  its  cleverness, 
its  clear  head,  its  brittle  wit.  She  exhibits  also  its  lack  of  strong 
natural  feeling,  its  indifference  to  the  primal  truths  of  existence,  its 
tendency  to  sacrifice  the  Ten  Commandments  to  an  epigram.  She 
was  as  much  a  product  of  her  time  as  her  acid  friend  and  enemy, 
Pope;  as  the  rocking-horse  metre  of  the  contemporary  poetry;  as  the 
patched  and  powdered  ladies  of  the  court;  as  the  Whig  and  Tory 
parties;  as  the  polite  infidelities  of  the  fashionable.  Yet  in  her  good 
sense  and  intellectual  fearlessness  she  belonged  to  a  later  day.  The 
woman  who  introduced  inoculation  into  England  would  not  have  been 
out  of  place  in  the  latter  half  of  this  century. 

She  was  born  in  1689,  at  a  time  when  English  society  and  Eng- 
lish literature  had  lost  the  last  gleam  of  a  great  dead  age,  and. 
existed  for  the  most  part  in  the  candle-light  of  drawing-rooms.  Her 
father,  the  Marquis  of  Dorchester,  did  little  for  her  but  introduce  her 
to  the  Kit-Kat  Club,  where  she  made  her  first  bow  to  the  world  of 
the  new  century,  in  which  she  was  afterwards  to  become  a  central 
figure.  Having  no  mother,  she  grew  up  as  she  could.  Her  irregular 
education  in  her  father's  library,  where  she  read  what  she  chose, 
probably  heightened  that  spontaneity  of  thought  which  gives  to  her 
letters  their  peculiar  charm.  Her  neglected  childhood  served  doubt- 
less to    increase    her    originality    and    her    independence.     The    latter 
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quality,  at  least,  was  exhibited  in  her  precipitate  marriage  with 
Edward  Wortley.  Tradition  has  it  that  her  scholarly  husband  had 
been  drawn  to  her  by  her  knowledge  of  classical  Latin;  but  in  all 
probability  Lady  Mary  herself  was  the  greater  magnet.  Shortly  after 
his  marriage,  Edward  Wortley  was  appointed  ambassador  to  Tur- 
key. His  wife  gave  evidence  of  her  adventurous  spirit  and  of  her 
intellectual  thirst  by  accompanying  him  thither.  In  her  letters  from 
Turkey,  Lady  Mary  exhibits  her  disposition  to  regard  all  life  as  a 
pageant.  The  spectacular  element  in  human  existence,  whether  in 
Constantinople  or  in  London,  made  strong  appeal  to  her.  Like  her 
age,  she  was  absorbed  in  the  shows  of  things.  Her  intellectual  com- 
prehension of  them  was  complete.  Beyond  the  domain  of  the  intel- 
lect she  never  ventured.  The  letters  from  Turkey  give  evidence  of 
having  been  written  for  publication.  They  are  studied  in  manner, 
but  this  does  not  deprive  them  of  the  charm  of  individuality.  Lady 
Mary,  on  her  return,  took  her  place  at  once  in  London  society  as 
a  remarkable  woman — with  varying  effects  upon  the  world  before 
which  she  lived.  Opinions  of  her  touched  extremes.  No  one  within 
the  circle  of  her  influence  could  trim  between  adoration  and  detes- 
tation. If  she  was  not  a  hag  she  was  a  goddess.  It  required  the 
versatility  and  peculiar  sensitiveness  of  Pope  himself  to  find  her  both. 
Their  famous  friendship  and  their  famous  quarrel  are  food  for  the 
reflection  of  posterity. 

The  savage  attacks  of  the  poet  may  have  been  one  cause  for  the 
departure  of  Lady  Mary  from  London  to  the  sylvan  life  abroad,  of 
which  she  writes  in  such  fine  detail  to  her  daughter,  Lady  Bute. 
Through  her  letters  she  held  her  power  at  home  during  many  years 
of  her  self-imposed  exile.  She  remained  abroad  from  1739  to  1762, 
the  year  of  her  death;  although  she  writes  to  her  daughter  that  the 
very  hay  in  which  some  china  was  packed  is  dear  to  her,  because  it 
came  from  England. 

She  returned  to  her  native  land  sick,  homely,  and  old,  but  with 
power  still  to  turn  her  mean  tenement  into  a  court.  The  last  picture 
of  her  is  of  a  decrepit  woman  in  an  abominable  wig  and  greasy  petti- 
coat, and  an  old  great-coat  with  tarnished  brass  buttons,  receiving  the 
homage  of  English  wit  and  English  culture,  drawn  to  her  by  an  irre- 
sistible fascination.  She  was  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu  under  all 
disguises.     She  retains  her  power  to  this  day. 
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TO   E.  W.  MONTAGU.  ESQ. 

Tuesday  Night. 

I  RECEIVED  both  your  Monday  letters  before  I  writ  the  inclosed, 
which,  however,  I  send  you.  The  kind  letter  was  writ  and 
sent  Friday  morning,  and  I  did  not  receive  yours  till  Satur- 
day noon.  To  speak  truth,  you  would  never  have  had  it  else, 
there  were  so  many  things  in  yours  to  put  me  out  of  humor. 
Thus,  you  see,  it  was  on  no  design  to  repair  anything  that  of- 
fended you.  You  only  show  me  how  industrious  you  are  to  find 
faults  in  me:  why  will  you  not  suffer  me  to  be  pleased  with 
you  ? 

I  would  see  you  if  I  could  (though  perhaps  it  may  be  wrong) ; 
but  in  the  way.  that  I  am  here,  'tis  impossible.  I  can't  come 
to  town  but  in  company  with  my  sister-in-law:  I  can  carry  her 
nowhere  but  where  she  pleases;  or  if  I  could,  I  would  trust  her 
with  nothing.  I  could  not  walk  out  alone  without  giving  suspi- 
cion to  the  whole  family;  should  I  be  watched,  and  seen  to  meet 
a  man  —  judge  of  the  consequences! 

You  speak  of  treating  with  my  father,  as  if  you  believed  he 
would  come  to  terms  afterwards.  I  will  not  suffer  you  to  remain 
in  the  thought,  however  advantageous  it  might  be  to  me;  I  will 
deceive  you  in  nothing.  I  am  fully  persuaded  he  will  never  hear 
of  terms  afterwards.  You  may  say,  'tis  talking  oddly  of  him.  I 
can't  answer  to  that;  but  'tis  my  real  opinion,  and  I  think  I  know 
him.  You  talk  to  me  of  estates,  as  if  I  was  the  most  interested 
woman  in  the  world.  Whatever  faults  I  may  have  shown  in  my 
life,  I  know  not  one  action  in  it  that  ever  proved  me  mercenary. 
I  think  there  cannot  be  a  greater  proof  to  the  contrary  than 
my  treating  with  you,  where  I  am  to  depend  entirely  upon  your 
generosity,  at  the  same  time  that  I  may  have  settled  on  me  ;j^5oo 
per  annum  pin-money,  and  a  considerable  jointure,  in  another 
place;  not  to  reckon  that  I  may  have  by  his  temper  what  com- 
mand of  his  estate  I  please:  and  with  you  I  have  nothing  to 
pretend  to.  I  do  not,  however,  make  a  merit  to  you:  money  is 
very  little  to  me,  because  all  beyond  necessaries  I  do  not  value 
that  is  to  be  purchased  by  it.  If  the  man  proposed  to  me  had 
;i^io,ooo  per  annum,  and  I  was  sure  to  dispose  of  it  all,  I  should 
act  just  as  I  do.  I  have  in  my  life  known  a  good  deal  of  show, 
and  never  found  myself  the  happier  for  it. 
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In  proposing  to  you  to  follow   the   scheme   proposed   by   that 
friend,    I   think    'tis  absolutely   necessary   for  both   our   sakes.     I 
would    have   you   want   no    pleasure    which    a    single    life    would 
afford  you.    You  own  you  think  nothing  so  agreeable,    A  woman 
that  adds  nothing  to  a  man's  fortune  ought  not  to  take  from  his 
happiness.     If  possible,  I  would  add  to  it;   but    I    will   not   take 
from  you  any  satisfaction  you  could  enjoy  without  me.      On  my 
own  side,  I  endeavor  to  form  as  right  a  judgment  of  the  temper 
of  human  nature,  and  of  my  own  in  particular,  as  I  am  capable 
of.     I  would  throw  off  all  partiality  and  passion,  and  be  calm  in 
my   opinion.      Almost  all  people  are  apt  to  run  into  a  mistake, 
that  when  they  once  feel  or  give  a  passion,  there  needs  nothing 
to  entertain  it.      This  mistake  makes,  in  the  number  of  women 
that  inspire  even  violent  passions,  hardly  one  preserve  one  after 
possession.      If  we  marry,  our  happiness  must  consist   in   loving 
one    another;    'tis    principally  my    concern    to    think   of   the    most 
probable  method  of  making  that  love  eternal.     You  object  against 
living  in  London:    I  am  not  fond  of  it  myself,  and  readily  give 
it    up   to    you;    though   I   am    assured    there    needs    more    art   to 
keep  a  fondness  alive   in   solitude,  where  it  generally  preys  upon 

itself. 

There  is  one  article  absolutely  necessary:  to  be  ever  beloved, 
one  must   ever  be   agreeable.     There  is  no   such   thing  as  being 
agreeable  without   a  thorough   good-humor,    a   natural    sweetness 
of   temper,  enlivened   by    cheerfulness.     Whatever   natural    funds 
of  gayety  one  is  born  with,  'tis  necessary  to  be  entertained  with 
agreeable    objects.      Anybody    capable    of    tasting    pleasure    when 
they   confine    themselves    to   one  place,  should    take    care  'tis   the 
place  in  the  world  the  most  agreeable.     Whatever  you  may  now 
think    (now,  perhaps,  you    have    some   fondness    for   me),  though 
your  love  should  continue  in  its  full  force   there  are  hours  when 
the  most  beloved  mistress  would  be  troublesome.     People  are  not 
forever  (nor  is  it  in  human  nature  that  they  should  be)  disposed 
to  be  fond;   you  would  be  glad   to  find  in  me  the  friend  and  the 
companion.     To  be  agreeably  the  last,  it  is  necessary  to  be  gay 
and  entertaining.     A  perpetual  solitude,  in  a  place  where  you  see 
nothing  to  raise  your  spirits,  at  length  wears  them  out,  and  con- 
versation insensibly  falls  into  dull  and  insipid.     When  I  have  no 
more  to  say  to  you,  you  will  like  me  no  longer. 

How    dreadful    is    that    view!      You    will    reflect    for   my    sake 
you  have  abandoned  the  conversation  of  a  friend  that  you  liked, 
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and  your  situation  in  a  country  where  all  things  would  have 
contributed  to  make  your  life  pass  in  (the  true  volupte)  a  smooth 
tranquillity.  I  shall  lose  the  vivacity  which  should  entertain  you, 
and  you  will  have  nothing  to  recompense  you  for  what  you  have 
lost.  Very  few  people  that  have  settled  entirely  in  the  country, 
but  have  grown  at  length  weary  of  one  another.  The  lady's 
conversation  generally  falls  into  a  thousand  impertinent  effects 
of  idleness;  and  the  gentleman  falls  in  love  with  his  dogs  and 
his  horses,  and  out  of  love  with  everything  else.  I  am  not  now 
arguing  in  favor  of  the  town:  you  have  answered  me  as  to  that 
point. 

In  respect  of  your  health,  'tis  the  first  thing  to  be  considered, 
and  I  shall  never  ask"  you  to  do  anything  injurious  to  that.  But 
'tis  my  opinion,  'tis  necessary,  to  be  happy,  that  we  neither  of  us 
think  any  place  more  agreeable  than  that  where  we  are.  I  have 
nothing  to  do  in  London;  and  'tis  indifferent  to  me  if  I  never 
see  it  more.  I  know  not  how  to  answer  your  mentioning  gal- 
lantry, nor  in  what  sense  to  understand  you:  whoever  I  marry, 
when  I  am  married  I  renounce  all  things  of  the  kind.  I  am 
willing  to  abandon  all  conversation  but  yours;  I  will  part  with 
anything  for  you,  but  you.  I  will  not  have  you  a  month,  to  lose 
you  for  the  rest  of  my  life.  If  you  can  pursue  the  plan  of  hap- 
piness begun  with  your  friend,  and  take  me  for  that  friend,  I 
am  ever  yours.  I  have  examined  my  own  heart  whether  I  can 
leave  everything  for  you;  I  think  I  can:  if  I  change  my  mind, 
you  shall  know  before  Sunday;  after  that  I  will  not  change  my 
mind. 

If  'tis  necessary  for  your  affairs  to  stay  in  England,  to  assist 
your  father  in  his  business,  as  I  suppose  the  time  will  be  short, 
I  would  be  as  little  injurious  to  your  fortune  as  I  can,  and  I  will 
do  it.  But  I  am  still  of  opinion  nothing  is  so  likely  to  make  us 
both  happy,  as  what  I  propose.  I  foresee  I  may  break  with  you 
on  this  point,  and  I  shall  certainly  be  displeased  with  myself  for 
it,  and  wish  a  thousand  times  that  I  had  done  whatever  you 
pleased ;  but,  however,  I  hope  I  shall  always  remember  how  much 
more  miserable  than  anything  else  would  make  me,  should  I 
be  to  live  with  you  and  to  please  you  no  longer.  You  can  be 
pleased  with  nothing  when  you  are  not  pleased  with  your  wife. 
One  of  the  Spectators  is  very  just  that  says,  **  A  man  ought 
always  to  be  upon  his  guard  against  spleen  and  a  too  severe 
philosophy ;  a  woman,  against  levity  and  coquetry.  *>     If  we  go  to 
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Naples,  I  will  make  no  acquaintance  there  of  any  kind,  and  you 
will  be  in  a  place  where  a  variety  of  agreeable  objects  will  dis- 
pose you  to  be  ever  pleased.  If  such  a  thing  is  possible,  this 
will  secure  our  everlasting  happiness;  and  I  am  ready  to  wait  on 
you  without  leaving  a  thought  behind  me. 


TO   E.   W.   MONTAGU,  ESQ. 

Friday  Night. 

I  TREMBLE  for  what  we  are  doing.     Are  you  sure  you  shall  love 
me  for  ever  ?     Shall  we  never  repent  ?    I  fear  and  I  hope.     I 
foresee  all  that  will  happen  on  this  occasion.     I  shall  incense 
my  family  in  the  highest  degree.     The   generality  of   the  world 

will   blame    my   conduct,  and   the   relations   and   friends  of 

will  invent  a  thousand  stories  of  me;  yet  'tis  possible  you  may 
recompense  everything  to  me.  In  this  letter,  which  I  am  fond  of, 
you  promise  me  all  that  I  wish.  Since  I  writ  so  far,  I  received 
your  Friday  letter.  X.  will  be  only  yours,  and  I  will  do  what  you 
please. 

TO  MR.  POPE 

Adrianople,  April  ist,  O.  S.,  1717. 

I  AM  at  this  present  moment  writing  in  a  house  situated  on  the 
banks  of  the  Hebrus,  which  runs  under  my  chamber  window. 
My  garden  is  all  full  of  cypress-trees,  upon  the  branches  of 
which  several  couple  of  true  turtles  are  saying  soft  things  to  one 
another  from  morning  till  night.  How  naturally  do  bougJis  and 
vows  come  into  my  mind  at  this  minute!  and  must  not  you  con- 
fess, to  my  praise,  that  'tis  more  than  an  ordinary  discretion  that 
can  resist  the  wicked  suggestions  of  poetry,  in  a  place  where 
truth,  for  once,  furnishes  all  the  ideas  of  pastoral  ?  The  summer, 
is  already  far  advanced  in  this  part  of  the  world;  and  for  some 
miles  round  Adrianople  the  whole  ground  is  laid  out  in  gardens, 
and  the  banks  of  the  rivers  are  set  with  rows  of  fruit  trees,  under 
which  all  the  most  considerable  Turks  divert  themselves  every 
evening:  not  with  walking,  —  that  is  not  one  of  their  pleasures; 
but  a  set  party  of  them  choose  out  a  green  spot,  where  the  shade 
is  very  thick,  and  there  they  spread  a  carpet,  on  which  they  sit 
drinking   their   coffee,  and  are  generally  attended  by  some  slave 
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with  a  fine  voice,  or  that  plays  on  some  instrument.  Every 
twenty  paces  you  may  see  one  of  these  little  companies  listening 
to  the  dashing  of  the  river;  and  this  taste  is  so  universal,  that 
the  very  gardeners  are  not  without  it.  I  have  often  seen  them 
and  their  children  sitting  on  the  banks  of  the  river,  and  playing 
on  a  rural  instrument,  perfectly  answering  the  description  of  the 
ancient  fistula^ — being  composed  of  unequal  reeds,  with  a  simple 
but  agreeable  softness  in  the  sound. 

Mr.  Addison  might  here  make  the  experiment  he  speaks  of  in 
his  travels:  there  not  being  one  instrument  of  music  among  the 
Greek  or  Roman  statues,  that  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  hands 
of  the  people  of  this  country.  The  young  lads  generally  divert 
themselves  with  making  garlands  for  their  favorite  lambs,  which 
I  have  often  seen  painted  and  adorned  with  flowers,  lying  at 
their  feet  while  they  sung  or  played.  It  is  not  that  they  ever 
read  romances,  but  these  are  the  ancient  amusements  here,  and 
as  natural  to  them  as  cudgel-playing  and  football  to  our  British 
swains;  the  softness  and  warmth  of  the  climate  forbidding  all 
rough  exercises,  which  were  never  so  much  as  heard  of  amongst 
them,  and  naturally  inspiring  a  laziness  and  aversion  to  labor, 
which  the  great  plenty  indulges.  These  gardeners  are  the  only 
happy  race  of  country  people  in  Turkey.  They  furnish  all  the 
city  with  fruits  and  herbs,  and  seem  to  live  very  easily.  They 
are  most  of  them  Greeks,  and  have  little  houses  in  the  midst  of 
their  gardens,  where  their  wives  and  daughters  take  a  liberty  not 
permitted  in  the  town, —  I  mean,  to  go  unveiled.  These  wenches 
are  very  neat  and  handsome,  and  pass  their  time  at  their  looms 
under  the  shade  of  the  trees. 

I  no  longer  look  upon  Theocritus  as  a  romantic  writer:  he  has 
only  given  a  plain  image  of  the  way  of  life  amongst  the  peas- 
ants of  his  country;  who,  before  oppression  had  reduced  them  to 
want,  were,  I  suppose,  all  employed  as  the  better  sort  of  them 
are  now.  I  don't  doubt,  had  he  been  born  a  Briton,  but  his 
*■  Idylliums  *  had  been  filled  with  descriptions  of  threshing  and 
churning,-  both  which  are  unknown  here :  the  com  being  all  trod- 
den out  by  oxen,  and  butter  (I  speak  it  with  sorrow)  unheard-of. 

I  read  over  your  Homer  here  with  an  infinite  pleasure,  and 
find  several  little  passages  explained  that  I  did  not  before  entirely 
comprehend  the  beauty  of;  many  of  the  customs  and  much  of 
the  dress  then  in  fashion,  being  yet  retained.  I  don't  wonder 
to  find  more  remains  here   of   an   age   so   distant,  than  is  to  be 
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found  in  any  other  country:  the  Turks  not  taking  that  pains  to 
introduce  their  own  manners  as  has  been  generally  practiced  by 
other  nations  that  imagine  themselves  more  polite.  It  would  be 
too  tedious  to  you  to  point  out  all  the  passages  that  relate  to 
present  customs.  But  I  can  assure  you  that  the  princesses  and 
great  ladies  pass  their  time  at  their  looms,  embroidering  veils  and 
robes,  surrounded  by  their  maids,  which  are  always  very  numer- 
ous, in  the  same  manner  as  we  find  Andromache  and  Helen 
described.  The  description  of  the  belt  of  Menelaus  exactly  re- 
sembles those  that  are  now  worn  by  the  great  men;  fastened 
before  with  broad  golden  clasps,  and  embroidered  round  with 
rich  work.  The  snowy  veil  that  Helen  throws  over  her  face  is 
still  fashionable;  and  I  never  see  half  a  dozen  of  old  bashaws 
(as  I  do  very  often)  with  their  reverend  beards,  sitting  basking 
in  the  sun,  but  I  recollect  good  King  Priam  and  his  counselors. 
Their  manner  of  dancing  is  certainly  the  same  that  Diana  is  sung 
to  have  danced  on  the  banks  of  Eurotas.  The  great  lady  still 
leads  the  dance,  and  is  followed  by  a  troop  of  young  girls,  who 
imitate  her  steps,  and  if  she  sings,  make  up  the  chorus.  The 
tunes  are  extremely  gay  and  lively,  yet  with  something  in  them 
wonderfully  soft.  The  steps  are  varied  according  to  the  pleasure 
of  her  that  leads  the  dance;  but  always  in  exact  time,  and  infi- 
nitely more  agreeable  than  any  of  our  dances,  at  least  in  my 
opinion.  I  sometimes  make  one  in  the  train,  but  am  not  skillful 
enough  to  lead;  these  are  the  Grecian  dances,  the  Turkish  being 
very  different, 

I  should  have  told  you,  in  the  first  place,  that  the  Eastern 
manners  give  a  great  light  into  many  Scripture  passages  that 
appear  odd  to  us;  their  phrases  being  commonly  what  we  should 
call  Scripture  language.  The  vulgar  Turkish  is  very  different 
from  what  is  spoken  at  court,  or  amongst  the  people  of  figure, 
who  always  mix  so  much  Arabic  and  Persian  in  their  discourse 
that  it  may  very  well  be  called  another  language.  And  'tis  as 
ridiculous  to  make  use  of  the  expressions  commonly  used,  in 
speaking  to  a  great  man  or  lady,  as  it  would  be  to  speak  broad 
Yorkshire  or  Somersetshire  in  the  drawing-room.  Besides  this 
distinction,  they  have  what  they  call  the  sublime;  that  is,  a  style 
proper  for  poetry,  and  which  is  the  exact  Scripture  style.  I 
believe  you  will  be  pleased  to  see  a  genuine  example  of  this; 
and  I  am  very  glad  I  have  it  in  my  power  to  satisfy  your  curios- 
ity, by   sending   you   a   faithful  copy  of  the  verses  that  Ibrahim 
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Pasha,  the  reigning  favorite,  has  made  for  the  young  princess,  his 
contracted  wife, —  whom  he  is  not  yet  permitted  to  visit  without 
witnesses,  though  she  is  gone  home  to  his  house.  He  is  a  man 
of  wit  and  learning;  and  whether  or  no  he  is  capable  of  writing 
good  verse,  you  may  be  sure  that,  of  such  an  occasion,  he  would 
not  want  the  assistance  of  the  best  poets  in  the  empire.  Thus 
the  verses  may  be  looked  upon  as  a  sample  of  their  finest  poetry; 
and  I  don't  doubt  you'll  be  of  my  mind,  that  it  is  most  wonder- 
fully resembling  the  Song  of  Solomon,  which  was  also  addressed 
to  a  royal  bride.     .     .     . 

You  see  I  am  pretty  far  gone  in  Oriental  learning;  and  to 
say  truth,  I  study  very  hard.  I  wish  my  studies  may  give  me  an 
occasion  of  entertaining  your  curiosity,  which  will  be  the  utmost 
advantage  hoped  for  from  them  by  Yours,  &c. 


TO  MRS.  S.  C.     . 

Adrianople,  April  ist,  O.  S.,  171 7. 

APROPOS  of  distempers,  I  am  going  to  tell  you  a  thing  that 
will  make  you  wish  yourself  here.  The  small-pox,  so  fatal 
and  so  general  amongst  us,  is  here  entirely  harmless,  by 
the  invention  of  ingrafting^  which  is  the  term  they  give  it. 
There  is  a  set  of  old  women  who  make  it  their  business  to  per- 
form the  operation  every  autumn,  in  the  month  of  September, 
when  the  great  heat  is  abated.  People  send  to  one  another  to 
know  if  any  of  their  family  has  a  mind  to  have  the  small-pox; 
they  make  parties  for  this  purpose,  and  when  they  are  met 
(commonly  fifteen  or  sixteen  together),  the  old  woman  comes 
with  a  nut-shell  full  of  the  matter  of  the  best  sort  of  small-pox, 
and  asks  what  vein  you  please  to  have  opened.  She  immediately 
rips  open  that  you  offer  to  her  with  a  large  needle  (which  gives 
you  no  more  pain  than  a  common  scratch)  and  puts  into  the 
vein  as  much  matter  as  can  lie  upon  the  head  of  her  needle, 
and  after  that  binds  up  the  little  wound  with  a  hollow  bit  of 
shell;  and  in  this  manner  opens  four  or  five  veins.  The  Grecians 
have  commonly  the  superstition  of  opening  one  in  the  middle  of 
the  forehead,  one  in  each  arm,  and  one  in  the  breast,  to  mark 
the  sign  of  the  cross;  but  this  has  a  very  ill  effect,  all  these 
wounds  leaving  little  scars,  and  is  not  done  by  those  that  are  not 
superstitious,  who  choose  to  have  them  in  the  legs,  or  that  part 
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of  the  arm  that  is  concealed.  The  children  or  young-  patients 
play  together  all  the  rest  of  the  day,  and  are  in  perfect  health 
to  the  eighth.  Then  the  fever  begins  to  seize  them,  and  they 
keep  their  beds  two  days,  very  seldom  three.  They  have  very 
rarely  above  twenty  or  thirty  [spots]  in  their  faces,  which  never 
mark;  and  in  eight  days'  time  they  are  as  well  as  before  their 
illness.  Where  they  are  wounded,  there  remain  running  sores 
during  the  distemper,  which  I  don't  doubt  is  a  great  relief  to  it. 
Every  year  thousands  undergo  this  operation;  and  the  French 
ambassador  says,  pleasantly,  that  they  take  the  small-pox  here 
by  way  of  diversion-  as  they  take  the  waters  in  other  countries. 
There  is  no  example  of  any  one  that  has  died  in  it;  and  you 
may  believe  I  am  well  satisfied  of  the  safety  of  this  experiment, 
since  I  intend  to  try  it  on  my  dear  little  son. 

I  am  patriot  enough  to  take  pains  to  bring  this  useful  inven- 
tion into  fashion  in  England;  and  I  should  not  fail  to  write  to 
some  of  our  doctors  veiy  particularly  about  it,  if  I  knew  any  one 
of  them  that  I  thought  had  virtue  enough  to  destroy  such  a  con- 
siderable branch  of  their  revenue  for  the  good  of  mankind.  But 
that  distemper  is  too  beneficial  to  them,  not  to  expose  to  all  their 
resentment  the  hardy  wight  that  should  undertake  to  put  an  end 
to  it.  Perhaps  if  I  live  to  return,  I  may,  however,  have  courage 
to  war  with  them.  Upon  this  occasion,  admire  the  heroism  in 
the  heart  of  your  friend,  &c.,  &c. 


TO  THE   COUNTESS   OF  MAR 

Adrianople,  April  i8th,  O.  S.,  1717. 

I  WROTE  to  you,  dear  sister,  and  to  all  my  other  English  corre- 
spondents by  the  last  ship,  and  only  Heaven  can  tell  when  I 

shall  have  another  opportunity  of  sending  to  youj  but  I  can- 
not forbear  to  write  again,  though  perhaps  n)y  letter  may  lie 
upon  my  hands  these  two  months.  To  confess  the  truth,  my 
head  is  so  full  of  my  entertainment  yesterday,  that  'tis  absolutely 
necessary  for  my  own  repose  to  give  it  some  vent.  Without 
farther  preface,   I   will   then   begin   my  story. 

I  was  invited  to  dine  with  the  Grand  Vizier's  lady;  and  it 
was  with  a  great  deal  of  pleasure  I  prepared  myself  for  an 
entertainment  which  was  never  before  given  to  any  Christian.  I 
thought  I  should  very  little  satisfy  her  curiosity  (which  I  did  not 
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dotibt  was  a  considerable  motive  to  the  invitation)  by  going-  in 
a  dress  she  was  used  to  see;  and  therefore  dressed  myself  in  the 
court  habit  of  Vienna,  which  is  much  more  magnificent  than 
ours.  However,  I  chose  to  go  incognito,  to  avoid  any  disputes 
about  ceremony,  and  went  in  a  Turkish  coach,  only  attended 
by  my  woman  that  held  up  my  train,  and  the  Greek  lady  who 
was  my  interpretess.  I  was  met  at  the  court  door  by  her  black 
eunuch,  who  helped  me  out  of  the  coach  with  great  respect,  and 
conducted  me  through  several  rooms,  where  her  she-slaves,  finely 
dressed,  were  ranged  on  each  side.  In  the  innermost  I  found 
the  lady  sitting  on  her  sofa,  in  a  sable  vest.  She  advanced  to 
meet  me,  and  presented  me  half  a  dozen  of  her  friends  with 
great  civility.  She  seemed  a  very  good-looking  woman,  near  fifty 
years  old.  I  was  surprised  to  observe  so  little  magnificence  in 
her  house,  the  furniture  being  all  very  moderate;  and  except 
the  habits  and  number  of  her  slaves,  nothing  about  her  appeared 
expensive.  She  guessed  at  my  thoughts,  and  told  me  she  was 
no  longer  of  an  age  to  spend  either  her  time  or  money  in  super- 
fluities; that  her  whole  expense  was  in  charity,  and  her  whole 
employment  praying  to  God.  There  was  no  affectation  in  this 
speech;  both  she  and  her  husband  are  entirely  given  up  to 
devotion.  He  never  looks  upon  any  other  woman;  and  what  is 
more  extraordinary,  touches  no  bribes,  notwithstanding  the  exam- 
ple of  all  his  predecessors.  He  is  so  scrupulous  on  this  point,  he 
would  not  accept  Mr.  Wortley's  present  till  he  had  been  assured 
over  and  over  that  it  was  a  settled  perquisite  of  his  place  at  the 
entrance  of  every  ambassador. 

She  entertained  me  with  all  kind  of  civility  till  dinner  came 
in;  which  was  served,  one  dish  at  a  time,  to  a  vast  number,  all 
finely  dressed  after  their  manner, — which  I  don't  think  so  bad  as 
you  have  perhaps  heard  it  represented.  I  am  a  very  good  judge 
of  their  eating,  having  lived  three  weeks  in  the  house  of  an 
effendi  at  Belgrade,  who  gave  us  very  magnificent  dinners,  dressed 
by  his  own  cooks.  The  first  week  they  pleased  me  extremely; 
but  I  own  I  then  began  to  grow  weary  of  their  table,  and  desired 
our  own  cook  might  add  a  dish  or  two  after  our  manner.  But 
I  attribute  this  to  custom,  and  am  very  much  inclined  to  believe 
that  an  Indian  who  had  never  tasted  of  either  would  prefer 
their  cookery  to  ours.  Their  sauces  are  very  high,  all  the  roast 
very  much  done.  They  use  a  great  deal  of  very  rich  spice.  The 
soup  is  served  for  the  last  dish;    and  they  have  at  least  as  great 
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a  variety  of  ragouts  as  we  have.  I  was  very  sorry  I  could  not 
eat  of  as,  many  as  the  good  lady  would  have  had  me,  who  was 
very  earnest  in  serving  me  of  everything.  The  treat  concluded 
with  coffee  and  perfumes,  which  is  a  high  mark  of  respect;  ten 
slaves,  kneeling,  censed  my  hair,  clothes,  and  handkerchief.  After 
this  ceremony,  she  commanded  her  slaves  to  play  and  dance, 
which  they  did  with  their  guitars  in  their  hands;  and  she  excused 
to  me  their  want  of  skill,  saying  she  took  no  care  to  accomplish 
them  in  that  art. 

I  returned  her  thanks,  and  soon  after  took  my  leave.  I  was 
conducted  back  in  the  sam_e  manner  I  entered,  and  would  have 
gone  straight  to  my  own  house:  but  the  Greek  lady  with  me 
earnestly  solicited  me  to  visit  the  kiyaya's  lady;  saying  he  was 
the  second  officer  in  the  empire,  and  ought  indeed  to  be  looked 
upon  as  the  first, —  the  Grand  Vizier  having  only  the  name,  while 
he  exercised  the  authority.  I  had  found  so  little  diversion  in  the 
Vizier's  harem,  that  I  had  no  mind  to  go  into  another.  But  her 
importunity  prevailed  with  me,  and  I  am  extremely  glad  I  was 
so  complaisant. 

All  things  here  were  with  quite  another  air  than  at  the  Grand 
Vizier's;  and  the  very  house  confessed  the  difference  between  an 
old  devotee   and  a  young  beauty.      It  was  nicely  clean  and  mag- 
nificent.    I  was  met  at  the  door  by  two  black  eunuchs,  who  led 
me  through  a  long  gallery  between  two  ranks  of  beautiful  young 
girls,  with  their  hair  finely  plaited,  almost  hanging  to  their  feet, 
all   dressed  in  fine   light   damasks,   brocaded  with    silver.      I  was 
sorry  that  decency  did  not  permit  me  to  stop  to  consider  them 
nearer.     But  that  thought  was  lost  upon  my  entrance  into  a  large 
room,  or  rather  a  pavilion,  built  round  with  gilded  sashes,  which 
were  most  of  them  thrown  up;   and  the  trees  planted  near  them 
gave   an   agreeable    shade,    which   hindered   the   sun   from   being 
troublesome.    The  jessamines  and  honeysuckles  that  twisted  round 
their  trunks   shed  a  soft  perfume,   increased   by  a  white   marble 
fountain    playing    sweet   water   in    the   lower    part    of   the   room, 
which  fell  mto  three  or  four  basins  with  a  pleasing  sound.     The 
roof  was   painted  with  all  sorts  of  flowers,   falling  out  of   gilded 
baskets,  that    seemed   tumbling   down.      On    a   sofa,  raised   three 
steps,    and    covered   with    fine    Persian    carpets,    sat    the    kiyaya's 
lady,  leaning  on  cushions  of  white  satin,  embroidered ;  and  at  her 
feet  sat  two  young  girls  about  twelve  years  old,  lovely  as  angels, 
dressed  perfectly  rich,  and  alnjost  covered  with  jewels.     But  they 
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were  hardly  seen  near  the  fair  Fatima  (for  that  is  her  name), 
so  much  her  beauty  effaced  everything  I  have  seen, — nay,  all  that 
has  been  called  lovely,  either  in  England  or  Germany.  I  must 
own  that  I  never  saw  anything  so  gloriously  beautiful,  nor  can  I 
recollect  a  face  that  would  have  been  taken  notice  of  near  hers. 
She  stood  up  to  receive  me,  saluting  me  after  their  fashion,  put- 
ting her  hand  to  her  heart  with  a  sweetness  full  of  majesty,  that 
no  court  breeding  could  ever  give.  She  ordered  cushions  to 
be  given  me,  and  took  care  to  place  me  in  the  corner,  which  is 
the  place  of  honor.  I  confess,  though  the  Greek  lady  had  before 
given  me  a  great  opinion  of  her  beauty,  I  was  so  struck  with 
admiration,  that  I  could  not  for  some  time  speak  to  her,  being 
wholly  taken  up  in  gazing.  That  surprising  harmony  of  feat- 
ures! that  charming  result  of  the  whole!  that  exact  proportion 
of  body!  that  lovely  bloom  of  complexion  unsullied  by  art!  the 
unutterable  enchantment  of  her  smile!  But  her  eyes  —  large  and 
black,  with  all  the  soft  languishment  of  the  bhie!  every  turn  of 
her  face  discovering  some  new  grace. 

After  my  first  surprise  was  over,  I  endeavored,  by  nicely 
examining  her  face,  to  find  out  some  imperfection:  without  any 
fruit  of  my  search  but  my  being  clearly  convinced  of  the  error 
of  that  vulgar  notion  that  a  face  exactly  proportioned  and  per- 
fectly beautiful  would  not  be  agreeable;  nature  having  done  for 
her  with  more  success,  what  Apelles  is  said  to  have  essayed  by 
a  collection  of  the  most  exact  features,  to  form  a  perfect  face. 
Add  to  all  this  a  behavior  so  full  of  grace  and  sweetness,  such 
easy  motions,  with  an  air  so  majestic,  yet  free  from  stiffness  or 
affectation,  that  I  am  persuaded, — could  she  be  suddenly  trans- 
ported upon  the  most  polite  throne  in  Europe,  nobody  would 
think  her  other  than  bom  and  bred  to  be  a  queen,  though  edu- 
cated in  a  country  we  call  barbarous.  To  say  all  in  a  word,  our 
most  celebrated  English  beauties  would  vanish  near  her. 

She  was  dressed  in  a  caftmi  of  gold  brocade,  flowered  with 
silver,  very  well  fitted  to  her  shape,  and  showing  to  admiration 
the  beauty  of  her  bosom,  only  shaded  by  the  thin  gauze  of  her 
shift.  Her  drawers  were  pale  pink,  her  waistcoat  green  and 
silver,  her  slippers  white  satin,  finely  embroidered;  her  lovely 
arms  adorned  with  bracelets  of  diamonds,  and  her  broad  girdle 
set  round  with  diamonds;  upon  her  head  a  rich  Turkish  handker- 
chief of  pink  and  silver,  her  own  fine  black  hair  hanging  a  great 
length   in    various   tresses,   and    on    one   side   of  her  head   some 
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bodkins  of  jewels.  I  am  afraid  you  will  accuse  me  of  extrava- 
gance in  this  description,  I  think  I  have  read  somewhere  that 
women  always  speak  in  rapture  when  they  speak  of  beauty,  and 
I  cannot  imagine  why  they  should  not  be  allowed  to  do  so.  I 
rather  think  it  a  virtue  to  be  able  to  admire  without  any  mixture 
of  desire  or  envy.  The  gravest  writers  have  spoken  with  great 
warmth  of  some  celebrated  pictures  and  statues.  The  workman- 
ship of  Heaven  certainly  excels  all  our  weak  imitations,  and  T 
think  has  a  much  better  claim  to  our  praise.  For  my  part,  I 
am  not  ashamed  to  own  I  took  more  pleasure  in  looking  on  the 
beauteous  Fatima,  than  the  finest  piece  of  sculpture  could  have 
given  me. 


TO  THE  ABB6   X 

Constantinople,  May  19th,  O.  S.,  17 18. 

You  see,  sir,  these  people  are  not  so  unpolished  as  we  represent 
them.  'Tis  true  their  magnificence  is  of  a  very  different 
taste  from  ours,  and  perhaps  of  a  better.  I  am  almost  of 
opinion  they  have  a  right  notion  of  life.  They  consume  it  in 
music,  gardens,  wine,  and  delicate  eating,  while  we  are  tormenting 
our  brains  with  some  scheme  of  politics,  or  studying  some  science 
which  we  can  never  attain,  or  if  we  do,  cannot  persuade  other 
people  to  set  that  value  upon  it  we  do  ourselves.  'Tis  certain 
what  we  feel  and  see  is  properly  (if  anything  is  properly)  our  own : 
but  the  good  of  fame,  the  folly  of  praise,  are  hardly  purchased; 
and  when  obtained,  a  poor  recompense  for  loss  of  time  and  health. 
We  die  or  grow  old  before  we  can  reap  the  fruit  of  our  labors. 
Considering  what  short-lived,  weak  animals  men  are,  is  there  any 
study  so  beneficial  as  the  study  of  present  pleasure  ?  I  dare  not 
pursue  this  theme;  perhaps  I  have  already  said  too  much,  but  I 
depend  upon  the  true  knowledge  you  have  of  my  heart.  I  don't 
expect  from  you  the  inspired  railleries  I  should  suffer  from 
another  in  answer  to  this  letter.  You  know  how  to  divide  the 
idea  of  pleasure  from  that  of  vice,  and  they  are  only  mingled  in 
the  heads  of  fools.  But  I  allow  you  to  laugh  at  me  for  the  sen- 
sual declaration,  in  saying  that  I  had  rather  be  a  rich  cffendi  with 
all  his  ignorance,  than  Sir  Isaac  Newton  with  all  his  knowledge! 

I  am,  sir,  &c.,  &c. 
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TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  MAR 

■ 

Cavendish  Square, — 1725. 

JAM  very  glad,   dear   sister,   to   hear   you    mention   our   meeting 
in   London.     We    are    much    mistaken    here    as    to    our    ideas 

of  Paris:  to  hear  that  gallantry  has  forsaken  it,  sounds  as 
extraordinary  to  me  as  a  want  of  ice  in  Greenland.  We  have 
nothing  but  ugly  faces  in  this  country,  but  more  lovers  than  ever. 
There  are  but  three  pretty  men  in  England,  and  they  are  all  in 
love  with  me  at  this  present  writing.  This  will  surprise  you 
extremely;  but  if  you  were  to  see  the  reigning  girls  at  present, 
I  will  assure  you  there  is  little  difference  between  them  and  old 
women.  I  have  been  evibourbd  in  family  affairs  for  this  last 
fortnight.  Lady  F.  Pierrepont,  having  jQ^oo  per  annum  for  her 
maintenance,  has  awakened  the  consciences  of  half  her  relations 
to  take  care  of  her  education:  and  (excepting  myself)  they  have 
all  been  squabbling  about  her;  and  squabble  to  this  day.  My 
sister  Gower  carries  her  off  to-morrow  morning  to  Staffordshire. 
The  lies,  twattles,  and  contrivances  about  this  affair  are  innumer- 
able. I  should  pity  the  poor  girl,  if  I  saw  she  pitied  herself. 
The  Duke  of  Kingston  is  in  France,  but  is  not  to  go  to  the  cap- 
ital: so  much  for  that  branch  of  your  family.  My  blessed  off- 
spring has  already  made  a  great  noise  in  the  world.  That  young 
rake,  my  son,  took  to  his  heels  t'other  day,  and  transported  his 
person  to  Oxford;  being  in  his  own  opinion  thoroughly  qualified 
for  the  University.  After  a  good  deal  of  search,  w^e  found  and 
reduced  him,  much  against  his  will,  to  the  humble  condition  of  a 
schoolboy.  It  happens  very  luckily  that  the  sobriety  and  discre- 
tion is  of  my  daughter's  side;  I  am  sorry  the  ugliness  is  so  too, 
for  my  son  grows  extremely  handsome. 

I  don't  hear  much  of  Mrs.  Murray's  despair  on  the  death  of 
poor  Gibby,  and  I  saw  her  dance  at  a  ball  where  I  was  two  days 
before  his  death.  I  have  a  vast  many  pleasantries  to  tell  you, 
and  some  that  will  make  your  hair  stand  on  an  end  with  won- 
der. Adieu,  dear  sister:  conservez-moi  I'honneur  de  votre  amiti6, 
et  croyez  que  je  suis  toute  k  vous. 

Cavendish  Square, — 1727. 

I  cannot  deny  but  that  I  was  ver}^  well  diverted  on  the 
Coronation  Day.  I  saw  the  procession  much  at  my  ease,  in  a 
house  which  I  filled  with  my  own  company,  and    then   got    into 
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Westminster  Hall  without  trouble,  where  it  was  very  entertain- 
ing to  observe  the  variety  of  airs  that  all  meant  the  same  thing. 
The  business  of  every  walker  there  was  to  conceal  vanity  and 
gain  admiration.  For  these  purposes  some  languished  and  others 
strutted;  but  a  visible  satisfaction  was  diffused  over  every  coun- 
tenance as  soon  as  the  coronet  was  clapped  on  the  head.  But 
she  that  drew  the  greatest  number  of  eyes  was  indisputably  Lady 
Orkney.  She  exposed  behind,  a  mixture  of  fat  and  wrinkles; 
and  before,  a  very  considerable  protuberance  which  preceded  her. 
Add  to  this,  the  inimitable  roll  of  her  eyes,  and  her  gray  hairs, 
which  by  good  fortune  stood  directly  upright,  and  'tis  impossible 
to  imagine  a  more  delightful  spectacle.  She  had  embellished  all 
this  with  considerable  magnificence,  which  made  her  look  as  big 
again  as  usual;  and  I  should  have  thought  her  one  of  the  largest 
things  of  God's  making  if  my  Lady  St.  J — n  had  not  displayed 
all  her  charms  in  honor  of  the  day.  The  poor  Duchess  of  M — se 
crept  along,  with  a  dozen  of  black  snakes  playing  round  her  face; 
and  my  lady  P — nd  (who  is  fallen  away  since  her  dismission  from 
court)  represented  very  finely  an  Egyptian  mummy  embroidered 
over  with  hieroglyphics.  In  general,  I  could  not  perceive  but 
that  the  old  were  as  well  pleased  as  the  young;  and  I,  v^^ho  dread 
growing  wise  more  than  anything  in  the  world,  was  overjoyed 
to  find  that  one  can  never  outlive  one's  vanity.  I  have  never 
received  the  long  letter  you  talk  of,  and  am  afraid  you  have  only 
fancied  that  you  wrote  it.  Adieu,  dear  sister;  I  am  affectionately 
yours,  M.  W.  M. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BUTE 

LouvERE,   February  19th,  N.  S,,  1753. 
My  Dear  Child: 

I  GAVE  you  some  general  thoughts  on  the  education  of  your 
children   in   my   last  letter;    but   fearing   you   should   think  I 

neglected  your  request,  by  answering  it  with  too  much  con- 
ciseness, I  am  resolved  to  add  to  it  what  little  I  know  on  that 
subject,  and  which  may  perhaps  be  useful  to  you  in  a  concern 
with  which  you  seem  so  nearly  affected. 

People  commonly  educate  their  children  as  they  build  their 
houses, —  according  to  some  plan  they  think  beautiful,  without 
considering  whether  it  is  suited  to  the  purposes  for  which  they 
are  designed.    Almost  all  girls  of  quality  are  educated  as  if  thev 
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were  to  be  great  ladies,  which  is  often  as  little  to  be  expected 
as  an  immoderate  heat  of  the  sun  in  the  north  of  Scotland.  You 
should  teach  yours  to  confine  their  desires  to  probabilities,  to 
be  as  useful  as  is  possible  to  themselves,  and  to  think  privacy 
(as  it  is)  the  happiest  state  of  life.  I  do  not  doubt  your  giving 
them  all  the  instructions  necessary  to  form  them  to  a  virtuous 
life;  but  'tis  a  fatal  mistake  to  do  this  without  proper  restri-c- 
tions.  Vices  are  often  hid  under  the  name  of  virtues,  and  the 
practice  of  them  followed  by  the  worst  of  consequences.  Sincer- 
ity, friendship,  piety,  disinterestedness,  and  generosity  are  all 
great  virtues;  but  pursued  without  discretion  become  criminal. 
I  have  seen  ladies  indulge  their  own  ill-humor  by  being  very 
rude  and  impertinent,  and  think  they  deserved  approbation  by 
saying,  ^' I  love  to  speak  truth.  *^  One  of  your  acquaintances  made 
a  ball  the  next  day  after  her  mother  died,  to  show  she  was  sin- 
cere! I  believe  your  own  reflection  will  furnish  you  with  but  too 
many  examples  of  the  ill  effects  of  the  rest  of  the  sentiments  I 
have  mentioned,  when  too  warmly  embraced.  They  are  generally 
recommended  to  young  people  without  limits  or  distinction;  and 
this  prejudice  hurries  them  into  great  misfortunes,  while  they 
are  applauding  themselves  in  the  noble  practice  (as  they  fancy) 
of  very  eminent  virtues. 

I  cannot  help  adding  (out  of  my  real  affection  to  you)  that  I 
wish  you  would  moderate  that  fondness  you  have  for  your  child- 
ren. I  do  not  mean  that  you  should  abate  any  part  of  your  care, 
or  not  do  your  duty  to  them  in  its  utmost  extent;  but  I  would 
have  you  early  prepare  yourself  for  disappointments,  which  are 
heavy  in  proportion  to  their  being  surprising.  It  is  hardly  possi- 
ble, in  such  a  number,  that  none  should  be  unhappy;  prepare 
yourself  against  a  misfortune  of  that  kind.  I  confess  there  is 
hardly  any  more  difficult  to  support;  yet  it  is  certain,  imagina- 
tion has  a  great  share  in  the  pain  of  it,  and  it  is  more  in  our 
power  than  it  is  commonly  believed,  to  soften  whatever  ills  are 
founded  or  augmented  by  fancy.  Strictly  speaking,  there  is  but 
one  real  evil, —  I  mean  acute  pain;  all  other  complaints  are  so 
considerably  diminished  by  time,  that  it  is  plain  the  grief  is 
owing  to  our  passion,  since  the  sensation  of  it  vanishes  when 
that  is  over. 

There  is  another  mistake  I  forgot  to  mention,  usual  in  moth- 
ers: if  any  of  their  daughters  are  beauties,  they  take  great  pains 
to  persuade  them  that  they  are  ugly,  or  at  least  that  they  think 
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SO  ;  which  the  young  woman  never  fails  to  believe  springs  from 
envy,  and  is  perhaps  not  much  in  the  wrong.  I  would,  if  pos- 
sible, give  them  a  just  notion  of  their  figure,  and  show  them 
how  far  it  is  valuable.  Every  advantage  has  its  price,  and  may 
be  either  over-  or  undervalued.  It  is  the  common  doctrine  of 
what  are  called  good  books,  to  inspire  a  contempt  of  beauty, 
riches,  greatness,  &c. ;  which  has  done  as  much  mischief  among 
the  young  of  our  sex  as  an  over-eager  desire  of  them.  Why 
they  should  not  look  on  these  things  as  blessings  where  they 
are  bestowed,  though  not  necessaries  that  it  is  impossible  to  be 
happy  without,   I  cannot  conceive.     I  am   persuaded   the  ruin  of 

Lady   F M was  in   great   measure  owing   to  the   notions 

given  her  by  the  good  people  that  had  the  care  of  her; — 'tis 
true,  her  circumstances  and  your  daughters'  are  very  different. 
They  should  be  taught  to  be  content  with  privacy,  and  yet  not 
neglect  good  fortune  if  it  should  be  offered  them. 

I  am  afraid  I  have  tired  you  with  my  instructions.  I  do  not 
give  them  as  believing  my  age  has  furnished  me  with  superior 
wisdom,  but  in  compliance  with  your  desire,  and  being  fond  of 
every  opportunity  that  gives  a  proof  of  the  tenderness  with  whicl; 
I  am  ever  Your  affectionate  mother, 

M.  Wort  LEY. 

I  should  be  glad  if  you  sent  me  the  third  volume  of  Camp- 
bell's  *  Architecture,*  and  with  it  any  other  entertaining  books. 
I  have  seen  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough's  *  Memoirs,*  but  should 
be  glad  of  the  *  Apology  for  a  Late  Resignation.*  As  to  the  ale, 
'tis  now  so  late  in  the  year,  it  is  impossible  it  should  come  good. 
You  do  not  mention  your  father;  my  last  letter  from  him  told 
me  he  intended  soon  for  England. 


FROM  A  LETTER  TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BUTE 

LouvERE,  March  6,   1753. 

I    CAN   truly   affirm,   I   never  deceived   anybody   in   my   life,  ex- 
cepting  (which   I   confess  has  often  happened  undesigned)  by 
speaking   plainly;    as    Earl    Stanhope   used   to  say,   during   his 
ministry,  he  always  imposed  on  the  foreign  ministers  by  telling 
them    the    naked    truth, —  which    as    they    thought    impossible    to 
come  from  the  mouth  of  a  statesman,  they  never  failed  to  write 
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information  to  their  respective  courts  directly  contrary  to  the 
assurances  he  gave  them.  Most  people  confound  the  ideas  of 
sense  and  cunning,  though  there  are  really  no  two  things  in 
nature  more  opposite :  it  is  in  part  from  this  false  reasoning,  the 
unjust  custom  prevails  of  debarring  our  sex  from  the  advantages 
of  learning, —  the  men  fancying  the  improvement  of  our  under- 
standings would  only  furnish  us  with  more  art  to  deceive  them, 
which  is  directly  contrary  to  the  truth.  Fools  are  always  enter- 
prising', not  seeing  the  difficulties  of  deceit  or  the  ill  consequences 
of  detection.  I  could  give  many  examples  of  ladies  whose  ill 
conduct  has  been  very  notorious,  which  has  been  owing  to  that 
ignorance  which  has  exposed  them  to  idleness,  which  is  justly 
called  the  mother  of  mischief.  There  is  nothing  so  like  the  edu- 
cation of  a  woman  of  quality  as  that  of  a  prince:  they  are  taught 
to  dance,  and  the  exterior  part  of  what  is  called  good  breeding, 
—  which  if  they  attain,  they  are  extraordinary  creatures  in  their 
kind,  and  have  all  the  accomplishments  required  by  their  direct- 
ors. The  same  characters  are  formed  by  the  same  lessons:  which 
inclines  me  to  think  (if  I  dare  say  it)  that  nature  has  not  placed 
us  in  an  inferior  rank  to  men,  no  more  than  the  females  of 
other  animals,  where  we  see  no  distinction  of  capacity;  though 
I  am  persuaded,  if  there  was  a  commonwealth  of  rational  horses, 
as  Doctor  Swift  has  supposed,  it  would  be  an  established  maxim 
among  them  that  a  mare  could  not  be  taught  to  pace. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BUTE 

September  30th,  1757. 

Daughter!  daughter!  don't  call  names:  you  are  always  abusing 
my  pleasures,  which  is  what  no  mortal  will  bear.  Trash, 
lumber,  sad  stuff,  are  the  titles  you  give  to  my  favorite 
amusement.  If  I  called  a  white  staff  a  stick  of  wood,  a  gold  key 
gilded  brass,  and  the  ensigns  of  illustrious  orders  colored  strings, 
this  may  be  philosophically  true,  but  would  be  very  ill  received. 
We  have  all  our  playthings:  happy  are  they  that  can  be  con- 
tented with  those  they  can  obtain;  those  hours  are  spent  in  the 
wisest  manner  that  can  easiest  shade  the  ills  of  life,  and  are  the 
least  productive  of  ill  consequences.  I  think  my  time  better  em- 
ployed in  reading  the  adventures  of  imaginary  people,  than  the 
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Duchess  of  Marlborough's,  who  passed  the  latter  years  of  her  life 
in  paddling  with  her  will,  and  contriving  schemes  of  plaguing 
some  and  extracting  praise  from  others,  to  no  purpose;  eter- 
nally disappointed  and  eternally  fretting.  The  active  scenes  are 
over  at  my  age.  I  indulge,  with  all  the  art  I  can,  my  love  for 
reading.  If  I  would  confine  it  to  valuable  books,  they  are  almost 
as  rare  as  valuable  men.  I  must  be  content  with  what  I  can 
find.  As  I  approach  a  second  childhood,  I  endeavor  to  enter 
into  the  pleasures  of  it.  Your  youngest  son  is  perhaps  at  this 
very  moment  riding  on  a  poker  with  great  delight;  not  at  all 
regretting  that  it  is  not  a  gold  one,  and  much  less  wishing  it  an 
Arabian  horse,  which  he  would  not  know  how  to  manage.  I  am 
reading  an  idle  tale,  not  expecting  wit  or  truth  in  it;  and  am  very 
glad  it  is  not  metaphysics  to  puzzle  my  judgment,  or  history  to 
mislead  my  opinion.  He  fortifies  his  health  by  exercise:  I  calm 
my  cares  by  oblivion.  The  methods  may  appear  low  to  busy 
people;  but  if  he  improves  his  strength,  and  I  forget  my  infirmi- 
ties, we  attain  very  desirable  ends. 


\ 


MONTAIGNE 
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(1533-1592) 

BY  FERDINAND   B6CHER 

>ONTAiGNE  tells  US :  "If  I  am  talked  of,  I  wish  that  it  should 
be  truthfully  and  accurately.  I  should  willingly  return  from 
the  other  world  to  contradict  him  who  should  represent 
me  other  than  I  was,  even  were  it  to  do  me  honor.  ^*  And  in  his 
own  writings  he  has  left  a  more  truthful  portrait  of  himself  than  any 
other  hand  could  paint. 

Were  he  to  return  to  the  world  he  might  well  be  dissatisfied ;  for 
he  would  find  himself  variously  pictured  —  untruthfully  and  inaccu- 
rately—  as  the  type  of  the  egotist,  of  the  skeptic,  of  the  epicurean. 
But  with  his  keen  eyes  he  would  soon  see  that  he  himself  was  the 
originator  of  these  false  impressions.  The  truth  is,  his  sincerity  has 
been  misunderstood.  He  has  been  taken  at  his  word  by  a  too  literal 
world,  that  has  transformed  his  absence  of  ambition  into  a  desire  for 
inaction,  his  independence  of  thought  into  the  denial  of  received 
truths,  his  intelligent  analysis  of  his  own  nature  into  a  disrespect  for 
htiman  nature,  and  the  humorous  sketches  of  his  conditions  into 
commonplace  vanity. 

We  need  not  read  a  biography  of  Montaigne  to  know  him.  He  is 
all  in  his  Essays.  The  more  important  events  of  his  life  are  told  or 
suggested  in  them.  His  inmost  thoughts,  his  feelings,  the  good  and 
bad  of  his  character,  its  strength  and  its  weaknesses,  are  all  revealed 
in  these  pages.  "I  am  myself  the  subject  of  my  book,'*  he  says 
truly.  No  other  writer  has  ever  so  made  himself  the  centre  from 
which  radiates,  and  to  which  converges,  all  that  he  touches  upon. 
His  book,  in  his  own  phrase  again,  is  "  consubstantial  **  with  himself. 

Yet  he  never  paints  a  carefully  studied  full-length  portrait  of 
himself.  We  learn  to  know  him  only  by  becoming  his  companion, — • 
by  becoming  intimate  with  him.  All  he  tells  us  comes  by  the  way, 
not  in  any  formal  sequence,  but  as  occasion  presents  itself.  At  one 
moment  he  speaks  of  his  great-grandfather,  Ramon  Eyquem,  he  who 
bought  the  Chateau  de  Montaigne,  whence  the  name.  Elsewhere 
he  tells  us  not  only  the  year  of  his  birth,  1533,  but  the  day  and  the 
precise  hour.  From  his  own  conditions  as  mayor  of  Bordeaux,  he 
passes  to  comments  on  his  father's  attitude  in  the  same  office.    Some 
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of  the  tenderest  pages  in  the  Essays  are  devoted  to  this  *<kind 
father, »  « the  best  father  that  ever  was,**  who,  carrying  out  peculiar 
ideas  of  his  own,  had  Michel  pass  his  earliest  years  among  peasants, 
made  him  learn  Latin  before  he  did  French,  and  woke  him  in  the 
morning  by  music.  Many  of  these  facts  of  his  childhood  are  nar- 
rated to  enforce  Montaigne's  own  ideas  on  education;  which  were 
far  beyond  those  of  his  age,  and  all  of  which  have  not  even  yet  been 
put  into  practice. 

The  physical  details  of  his  existence  he  speaks  of  with  a  frequency 
and  freedom  to  which  nineteenth-century  readers  are  not  accustomed; 
nor  is  he  less  open  regarding  his  personal  habits  and  humors.  He 
tells  us  with  pleasant  garrulity  how  he  loved  to  talk  and  joke  with 
his  friends,  what  an  indolent  dreamer  he  was  in  his  library,  and 
yet  what  an  eager  traveler  in  foreign  countries,  even  to  the  verge  of 
old  age.  His  love  of  books,  even  while  he  asserts  that  he  was  little 
of  a  reader,  his  special  admiration  for  Plutarch,  his  thoughts  about 
death,  illness,  and  old  age,  his  hatred  of  medicine,  his  detestation  of 
deceit,  his  ignorances  and  awkwardnesses,  his  lack  of  memory,  his 
dislike  of  ceremonious  customs,  his  conservatism,  his  pride,  his  over- 
carefulness  about  money  at  one  time  and  his  over-carelessness  at 
another,  his  dislike  of  "affairs,**  of  trouble  of  any  kind,  his  more 
than  dislike  of  restraint,  his  thoughtful  hours  in  his  solitary  tower 
away  from  all  the  servitudes  of  life, — these  topics,  and  such  as  these, 
are  all  touched  upon  incidentally,  and  often  illustrated  by  a  quotation 
from  Horace  or  Seneca. 

But  there  are  other  passages  which  are  illustrated  —  and  could 
only  be  illustrated  —  by  quotations  from  Plato.  For  the  most  part 
these  were  written  in  his  later  years,  and  this  is  one  of  the  many 
proofs  of  the  constant  deepening  and  enriching  of  his  thought.  The 
serious  interest  he  took  in  the  complicated  public  affairs  of  his  time 
turned  his  attention  to  questions  regarding  government,  laws,  beliefs, 
and  crimes;  which  unquestionably  concerned  himself  as  a  citizen  and 
as  a  thinker,  but  which  he  considered  from  an  admirably  unpreju- 
diced and   impersonal   point  of  view. 

Thus  we  find  that  when  Montaigne  tells  us  he  studies  only  him- 
self, we  must  not  take  him  too  literally.  He  smiles  behind  the 
words.  His  Gascon  vivacity  is  far  removed  from  all  formality  and 
precision,  and  he  makes  no  effort  to  be  consistent,  knowing  that  what 
he  thinks  to-day  he  may  condemn  to-morrow;  for  <*man  is  an  ani- 
mal unstable  and  varying.**  But  it  is  man,  not  himself  alone,  that 
he  depicts,  and  the  knowledge  he  seeks  is  of  man  in  general.  And 
he  finds  that  knowledge  is  to  be  gained  chiefly,  but  not  only,  by 
studying  himself.  <*  This  long  attention,**  he  said,  "that  I  devo*-e  to 
considering  myself,  trains  me  to  judge  also  tolerably  well  of  others; 
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it  often  happens  to  me  to  see  and  distinguish  more  exactly  the  con- 
ditions of  my  friends  than  they  do  themselves."  It  is  this  blending 
of  insight,  whether  about  himself  or  about  others,  with  the  power  of 
judging  beyond  all  mere  personality,  that  called  forth  Pascal's  say- 
ing: "It  is  not  in  Montaigne  but  in  myself  that  I  find  all  I  see  in 
him.» 

Many  of  Montaigne's  best  years  he  passed  in  active  life,  singularly 
open  to  all  social  pleasures,  with  ardent  affections  that  found  a  re- 
sponse from  his  friend  La  Boetie ;  who,  dying  only  four  years  after 
they  had  met,  was  constantly  present  to  Montaigne's  thought,  and 
was  often  nobly  spoken  of  by  him,  during  the  thirty  years  that  he 
survived  him. 

It  was  only  at  the  age  of  thirty-eight  that  Montaigne  retired,  as  it 
were,  within  himself;  and  closing  "the  great  book  of  the  world »  he 
had  been  reading,  gave  himself  up  deliberately  to  companionship  with 
the  ancient  authors  familiar  to  him  in  youth,  and  always  loved,  and 
to  that  self-analysis,  never  morbid  or  declamatory,  which  gradually 
led  him  to'the  serene  acceptance  of  things  as  they  are,  that  manifests 
itself  more  and  more  as  we  advance  in  the  Essays. 

This  is  not  the  mood  of  a  skeptic  —  taking  the  word,  as  it  is  now 
generally  understood,  to  imply  an  absence  of  faith.  Used  in  its  prim- 
itive sense,  it  may  be  applied  to  Montaigne.  He  was  essentially  an 
examiner.  He  could  see  many  sides  in  any  matter  he  was  consider- 
ing, and  they  were  all  so  vivid  to  him  that  the  result  was  the  ques- 
tion, "Que  sgais-je?"  which  might  be  paraphrased,  Who  knows?  Of 
every  form  of  dogmatism  he  was  the  enemy  —  the  skeptical  en^my. 
But  a  man  with  such  a  high  faith  in  human  nature,  and  its  possi- 
ble development,  as  Montaigne  shows  himself  to  possess  whenever  he 
touches  on  education,  friendship,  virtue,  the  true  use  of  knowledge 
and  the  true  objects  of  life, —  a  man  who  admires  the  heroic  side  of 
humanity  as  profoundly  as  he  does, —  is  no  skeptic.  The  terrible 
effects  in  his  own  day  of  religious  and  political  intolerance,  had  forced 
home  on  him  the  danger  that  lies  in  the  imperative  assertion  of  gen- 
eral philosophical  or  moral  conceptions;  and  it  might  perhaps  be  said 
of  him  that  for  his  age  he  was  an  agnostic,  for  he  is  almost  dogmatic 
about  one  thing  alone,  namely  that  on  many  points  we  must  accept 
the  uncertainty  of  ignorance.  His  latent  and  sincere  Catholicism  re- 
moved him  far  from  what  the  term  "  agnostic "  denotes  to-day ;  but 
to  be  "knowingly  ignorant"  is  the  state  of  mind  he  would  have  us 
acquire.  Complete  ignorance  —  "A  B  C  ignorance"  —  is  not  wholly 
bad;  to  think  that  one  knows  is  much  worse;  but  it  is  excellent  to 
have  reached  "the  willing  ignorance  of  those  who  know."  Let  us 
not  try  to  climb  impossible  heights,  but  abide  on  the  level  of  attain- 
able good.  Such  are  the  lessons  he  would  have  taught  could  he  have 
become    didactic.      Moderation   in    all   things,  but   a   moderation   that 
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accepts  all  heroisms  as  possible.  If  there  seems  to  be  an  apparent 
contradiction  in  this,  it  finds  its  corrective  in  his  modest  precept,  ^<  Do 
thy  deed  and  know  thyself.  >>  The  <<deed,»  the  «  doing, »  of  each  of  us 
according  to  his  powers  is  the  highest  point  we  can  ever  reach.  The 
three  *<most  excellent*^  men  in  his  eyes  were  Homer  and  Alexander 
the  Great  and  Epaminondas:  but  his  Psalm  of  Life  would  not  bid  us 
"make  our  lives  sublime,^*  but  make  them  wise  and  happy,  contented 
and  resigned ;  wise  with  sobriety,  happy  with  discretion,  contented  and 
resigned,  but  not  passive  and  idle.  Thus  this  sage  of  the  Renais- 
sance, this  humanist  full  of  pagan  reminiscences,  reaches  conclusions 
which  he  himself  phrases  in  the  words  of  St.  Paul:  « Gloria  nostra 
est  testimonium  conscientias  nostras.*^ 

Serenity,  toleration  in  its  broadest  sense,  not  indifference, — that  is 
the  lesson  we  learn  from  the  Essays.  But  even  this  vague  definition 
of  their  value  is  too  narrow.  The  adopted  daughter  of  Montaigne, 
Mademoiselle  de  Gournay,  said  of  him  excellently,  "  II  desenseigne  la 
sottise*^  (he  unteaches  foolishness).  We  do  not  merely  learn,  but  we 
unlearn  from  him, — perhaps  the  greatest  of  benefits.  We  ilnlearn  the 
unwisdom  of  the  foolish  world. 

It  is  scarcely  more  easy  to  put  a  label  on  the  style  in  which  the 
Essays  are  written  than  on  their  contents.  Its  great  charm  lies  in 
its  characteristic  freedom,  expressiveness,  and  clearness.  Sometimes 
eloquent,  sometimes  poetic  and  picturesque,  it  is  always  familiar. 
But  praise  is  checked  by  remembrance  of  Montaigne's  saying  that 
he  cared  so  much  more  for  the  meaning  than  the  words,  that  when 
he  lieard  any  one  dwelling  on  the  language  of  the  Essays  he  would 
rather  they  should  be  silent. 

He  did  not  aim  at  the  distinction  of  being  a  great  writer,  still  less 
of  being  a  great  man.  Yet  he  unquestionably  takes  a  high  place 
among  the  representative  men  of  humanity.  But  it  is  not  as  Mon- 
taigne the  Skeptic  that  he  should  be  known,  nor  Montaigne  the  Ego- 
tist, nor  Montaigne  the  Epicurean;  but  as  Montaigne  the  Sincere. 


^^^wt^j^;,^  T^^cZ 


-<^S/ 


Bibliographic  Note.  —  Two  books  of  his  Essays  were  first  pub- 
lished in  1580;  a  third  book  was  added  in  1588.  The  first  posthumous 
edition,  with  additions  by  the  author,  appeared  in  1595;  most  of  the 
modern  editions  follow  this.  The  Journal  of  his  travels  was  pub- 
lished in  1774.  The  Essays  were  translated  into  English  early  in  the 
seventeenth  century  by  John  Florio;  later  by  Charles  Cotton.  The 
best  and  latest  translation,  that  by  William  Carew  Hazlitt,  is  based 
on  these. 
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THE  AUTHOR  TO  THE  READER 
From  the  <  Essays  > 

READER,  loe  here  a  well-meaning  Booke.  It  doth  at  the  first 
entrance  forewame  thee,  that  in  contriving  the  same,  I 
have  proposed  unto  my  selfe  no  other  than  a  familiar  and 
private  end:  I  have  no  respect  or  consideration  at  all,  either  to 
thy  service,  or  to  my  glory;  my  forces  are  not  capable  of  any 
such  desseigne.  I  have  vowed  the  same  to  the  particular  com- 
modity of  my  kinsfolks  and  friends:  to  the  end,  that  losing  me 
(which  they  are  likely  to  do  ere  long)  they  may  therein  find  some 
lineaments  of  my  conditions  and  humours,  and  by  that  meanes 
reserve  more  whole,  and  more  lively  foster,  the  knowledge  and 
acquaintance  they  have  had  of  me.  Had  my  intention  beene 
to  forestal  and  purchase  the  worlds  opinion  and  favour,  I  would 
surely  have  adorned  my  selfe  more  quaintly,  or  kept  a  more 
grave  and  solemne  march.  I  desire  therein  to  be  delineated  in 
mine  owne  genuine,  simple  and  ordinarie  fashion,  without  conten- 
tion, art  or  study;  for  it  is  my  selfe  I  pourtray.  My  imperfections 
shall  therein  be  read  to  the  life,  and  my  naturall  forme  discerned, 
so  farre -forth  as  publike  reverence  hath  permitted  me.  For  if 
my  fortune  had  beene  to  have  lived  among  those  nations,  which 
yet  are  said  to  live  under  the  sweet  liberty  of  Natures  first  and 
uncorrupted  lawes,  I  assure  thee,  I  would  most  willingly  have 
pourtrayed  my  selfe  fully  and  naked.  Thus,  gentle  Reader,  my 
selfe  am  the  groundworke  of  my  booke:  It  is  then  no  reason 
thou   shouldest  employ  thy  time  about  so   frivolous  and  vaine  a 

Subject.     Therefore  farewell. 

Translation  of  John  Florio. 

The  first  of  March.     1580, 


OF    FRIENDSHIP 
From  the  <  Essays  > 

FOR   the   rest,  which    we  commonly   call    Friends,   and    Friend- 
ships,   are     nothing    but    Acquaintance,    and    Familiarities, 
either    occasionally    contracted,    or    upon    some    design,    by 
means   of    which,    there   happens    some   little   intercourse   betwixt 
our  Souls:  btit  in  the  Friendship  I  speak  of,   they  mix  and  work 
themselves  into  one  piece,  with  so  nniversal  a  mixture,  that  there 
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is  no  more  sign  of  the  Seame  by  which  they  were  first  conjoin' d 
If  a  Alan  should  importune  me  to  give  a  reason  why  I  lov'd  him 
[Etienne  de  la  Boetie];  I  find  it  could  no  otherwise  be  exprest, 
than  by  making  answer,  because  it  was  he,  because  it  was  I. 
There  is,  beyond  I  am  able  to  say,  I  know  not  what  inexplicable 
and  fatal  power  that  brought  on  this  Union.  We  sought  one 
another  long  before  we  met,  and  by  the  Characters  we  heard  of 
one  another,  which  wrought  more  upon  our  Affections,  than  in 
reason,  meer  reports  should  do,  I  think  by  some  secret  appoint- 
ment of  Heaven,  we  embraced  in  our  Names;  and  at  our  first 
meeting,  which  was  accidentally  at  a  great  City  entertainment, 
we  found  ourselves  so  mutually  taken  with  one  another,  so  ac- 
quainted, and  so  endear'd  betwixt  our  selves,  that  from  thence- 
forward nothing  was  so  near  to  us  as  one  another.  He  writ  an 
excellent  Latin  Satyr,  which  I  since  Printed,  wherein  he  excuses 
the  precipitation  of  our  intelligence,  so  suddenly  come  to  perfec- 
tion, saying,  that  being  to  have  so  short  a  continuance,  as  being 
begun  so  late  (for  we  were  both  full  grown  Men,  and  he  some 
Years  the  older),  there  was  no  time  to  lose;  nor  was  ti'd  to  con- 
form it  self  to  the  example  of  those  slow  and  regular  Friendships, 
that  require  so  many  precautions  of  a  long  praeliminary  Conver- 
sation. This  has  no  other  Idea,  than  that  of  its  self;  this  is  no 
one  particular  consideration,  nor  two,  nor  three,  nor  four,  nor  a 
thousand:  'tis  I  know  not  what  quintessence  of  all  this  mixture, 
which,  seizing  my  whole  "Will,  carried  it  to  plunge  and  lose  it  self 
in  his,  and  that  having  seiz'd  his  whole  Will,  brought  it  back 
with  equal  concurrence  and  appetite,  to  plunge  and  lose  it  self  in 
mine.  I  may  truly  say,  lose,  reserving  nothing  to  our  selves, 
that  was  either  his  or  mine. 

Cotton's  Translation,  1685. 


OF  BOOKS 
From  the  <  Essays  > 

I   MAKE    no    doubt    but    that    I  often    happen  to    speak  of  things 
that  are  much  better  and  more  truly  handled    by    those    who 
arc  masters  of  the  trade.     You  have  here  purely  an  essay  of 
iry  natural  parts,   and  not  of  those  acquired:  and   whoever    shall 
catch  me  tripping  m  ignorance,  will  not  in  any  sort  get  the  bet- 
ter of  mc ;  for  I  should  be  very  unwilling  to  become  responsible 
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to  another  for  my  writings,  who  am  not  so  to  myself,  nor  satis- 
fied with  them.  Whoever  goes  in  quest  of  knowledge,  let  him 
fish  for  it  where  it  is  to  be  found;  there  is  nothing  I  so  little 
profess.  These  are  fancies  of  my  own,  by  which  I  do  not  pre- 
tend to  discover  things  but  to  lay  open  myself;  they  may,  per- 
adventure,  one  day  be  known  to  me,  or  have  formerly  been, 
according  as  fortune  has  been  able  to  bring  me  in  place  where 
they  have  been  explained;  but  I  have  utterly  forgotten  it:  and  if 
I  am  a  man  of  some  reading,  I  am  a  man  of  no  retention;  so 
that  I  can  promise  no  certainty,  more  than  to  make  known  to 
what  point  the  knowledge  I  now  have  has  risen.  Therefore,  let 
none  lay  stress  upon  the  matter  I  write,  but  upon  my  method  in 
writing  it.  Let  them  observe,  in  what  I  borrow,  if  I  have  known 
how  to  choose  what  is  proper  to  raise  or  help  the  invention, 
which  is  always  my  own.  For  I  make  others  say  for  me,  not 
before  but  after  me,  what,  either  for  want  of  language  or  want 
of  sense,  I  cannot  myself  so  well  express.  I  do  not  number  my 
borrowings,  I  weigh  them;  and  had  I  designed  to  raise  their 
value  by  number,  I  had  made  them  twice  as  many;  they  are  all, 
or  within  a  very  few,  so  famed  and  ancient  authors,  that  they 
seem,  methinks,  themselves  sufficiently  to  tell  who  they  are,  with- 
out giving  me  the  trouble.  In  reasons,  comparisons,  and  argu- 
ments, if  I  transplant  any  into  my  own  soil,  and  confound  them 
amongst  my  own,  I  purposely  conceal  the  author,  to  awe  the 
temerity  of  those  precipitate  censors  who  fall  upon  all  sorts  of 
writings,  particularly  the  late  ones,  of  men  yet  living,  and  in  the 
vulgar  tongue  which  puts  every  one  into  a  capacity  of  criticiz- 
ing, and  which  seems  to  convict  the  conception  and  design  as 
vulgar  also.  I  will  have  them  give  Plutarch  a  fillip  on  my  nose, 
and  rail  against  Seneca  when  they  think  they  rail  at  me.  .  .  . 
I  seek,  in  the  reading  of  books,  only  to  please  myself,  by  an 
honest  diversion;  or  if  I  study,  'tis  for  no  other  science  than  what 
treats  of  the  knowledge  of  myself,  and  instructs  me  how  to  die 
and  how  to  live  well. 

"Has  meus  ad  metas  sudet  oportet  equus.* 

I  do  not  bite  my  nails  about  the  difficulties  I  meet  with  in 
my  reading;  after  a  charge  or  two,  I  give  them  over.  Should  I 
Insist  upon  them,  I  should  both  lose  myself  and  time:  for  I  have 
an  impatient  understanding,  th^::  must  be  satisfied  at  first;  what 

*<<Unto  that  goal  my  steed  must  needs  make  haste.** 
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I  do  not  discern  at  once,  is  by  persistence  rendered  more  obscure. 
I  do  nothing  without  gayety;  continuation  and  a  too  obstinate 
endeavor  darkens,  stupefies,  and  tires  my  judgment.  My  sight  is 
confounded  and  dissipated  with  poring;  I  must  withdraw  it,  and 
defer  my  discovery  to  a  new  attempt;  just  as  to  judge  rightly 
of  the  lustre  of  scarlet,  we  are  taught  to  pass  the  eye  lightly 
over  it,  and  again  to  run  it  over  at  several  sudden  and  reiter- 
ated glances.  If  one  book  do  not  please  me,  I  take  another;  and 
never  meddle  with  any,  but  at  such  times  as  I  am  weary  of  doing 
nothing.  I  do  not  care  for  new  ones,  because  the  old  seem  fuller 
and  stronger;  neither  do  I  Converse  much  with  Greek  authors, 
because  my  judgment  cannot  do  its  work  with  imperfect  intelli- 
gence of  the  material     .     .     . 

But,  to  pursue  the  business  of  this  essay,  I  have  always 
thought  that,  in  poesy,  Virgil,  Lucretius,  Catullus,  and  Horace 
by  many  degrees  excel  the  rest;  and  signally,  Virgil  in  his 
Georgics,  which  I  look  upon  as  the  most  accomplished  piece  in 
poetry.     .     .     . 

As  to  what  concerns  my  other  reading,  that  mixes  a  little 
more  profit  with  the  pleasure;  and  .whence  I  learn  how  to  mar- 
shal my  opinions  and  conditions,  the  books  that  serve  me  to  this 
purpose  are  Plutarch  (since  he  has  been  translated  into  French) 
and  Seneca.  Both  of  these  have  this  notable  convenience  suited 
to  my  humor,  that  the  knowledge  I  there  seek  is  discoursed  in 
loose  pieces,  that  do  not  require  from  me  any  trouble  of  reading 
long,  of  which  I  am  incapable.  Such  are  the  minor  works  of  the 
first  and  the  epistles  of  the  latter,  which  are  the  best  and  most 
profiting  of  all  their  writings.  'Tis  no  great  attempt  to  take  one 
of  them  in  hand,  and  I  give  over  at  pleasure;  for  they  have  no 
sequence  or  dependence  upon  one  another.  These  authors,  for 
the  most  part,  concur  in  useful  and  true  opinions:  and  there  is 
this  parallel  betwixt  them,  that  fortune  brought  them  into  the 
world  about  the  same  century;  they  were  both  tutors  to  two 
Roman  emperors;  both  sought  out  from  foreigh  countries;  both 
rich  and  both  great  men.  Their  instruction  is  the  cream  ot' 
philosophy,  and  delivered  after  a  plain  and  pertinent  manner.. 
Plutarch  is  more  uniform  and  constant;  Seneca  more  various  and 
waving:  the  last  toiled  and  bent  his  whole  strength  to  fortify 
virtue  against  weakness,  fear,  and  vicious  appetites;  the  other 
seems  more  to  slight  their  power,  and  to  disdain  to  alter  his  pace 
and  to  stand  upon  his  guard.  Plutarch's  opinions  are  Platonic, 
gentle,  and  accommodated  to  civil  society;  those  of  the  other  are 
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Stoical  and  Epicurean,  more  remote  from  the  common  use,  but 
in  my  opinion  more  individually  commodious  and  more  firm. 
Seneca  seems  to  lean  a  little  to  the  tyranny  of  the  emperors  of 
his  time,  and  only  seems;  for  I  take  it  for  certain  that  he  speaks 
against  his  judgment  when  he  condemns  the  action  of  the  gener- 
ous murderers  of  Caesar.  Plutarch  is  frank  throughout:  Seneca 
abounds  with  brisk  touches  and  sallies,  Plutarch  with  things  that 
heat  and  move  you  more:  this  contents  and  pays  you  better; 
he  guides  us,  the  other  pushes  us  on. 

As  to  Cicero,   those  of  his  works  that  are  most  useful  to  my 
design  are   they  that  treat  of   philosophy,  especially   moral.     But 
boldly  to  confess  the  truth  (for  since  one  has  passed  the  barriers 
of  impudence,   off   with  the  bridle),  his  way  of  writing,  and  that 
of  all  other  long-winded  authors,  appears  to  me  very  tedious:  for 
his  prefaces,    definitions,   divisions,   and   etymologies  take   up   the 
greatest  part  of  his  work;    whatever  there  is  of  life  and  marrow 
is    smothered    and   lost   in    the    long   preparation.     When    I    have 
spent  an  hour  in  reading  him, — which  is  a  great  deal  for  me, — • 
and   try  to  recollect  what   I   have   thence    extracted  of   juice    and 
substance,   for  the  most  part  I  find  nothing  but  wind;    for  he  is 
not  yet  come  to  the  arguments  that  serve  to  his  purpose,  and  to 
the  reasons  that  properly  help  to  form  the  knot  I  seek.     For  me, 
who  only  desire  to  become  more   wise,  not  more  learned  or  elo- 
quent, these  logical  and   Aristotelian   dispositions  of  parts  are  of 
no  use.      I   would  have   a  man  begin  with   the  main  proposition. 
I    know   well   enough   what    death   and    pleasure   are:   let  no  man 
give  himself  the  trouble  to  anatomize   them  for  me.     I  look  for 
good  and  solid  reasons,  at  the   first  dash,  to  instruct  me  how  to 
stand  their  shock;  for  which  purpose  neither  grammatical  subtle- 
ties nor   the    quaint   contexture    of   words   are   argumentations   of 
any   use    at  all.     I   am   for  discourses   that  give   the  first   charge 
into  the  heart  of  the  redoubt:  his  languish  about  the  siibject;  they 
are  proper  for  the  schools,  for  the  bar,  and  for  the  pulpit,  where 
we  have  leisure  to  nod,  and  may  awake  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after, 
—  time  enough   to  find  again  the  thread  of  the  discourse.     It  is 
necessary  to  speak  after  this  manner  to  judges,  whom  a  man  has 
a  design  to  gain  over,  right  or  wrong;    to   children  and  common 
people,  to  whom   a  man   must   say  all,  and   see  what   will  come 
of  it.     I  would  not  have  an   author  make  it  his  business  to  ren- 
der me   attentive.     ...     I   come    already  fully  prepared  from 
tuy  chamber.      I    need   no    allurement,   no    invitation,   no    sauce; 
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I  eat  the  meat  raw,  so  that  instead  of  whetting  my  appetite  by 
these  preparatives,  they  tire  and  pall  it.  Will  the  license  of  the 
time  excuse  my  sacrilegious  boldness  if  I  censure  the  dialogism 
of  Plato  himself  as  also  dull  and  heavy,  too  much  stifling  the 
matter,  and  lament  so  much  time  lost  by  a  man  who  had  so 
many  better  things  to  say,  in  so  many  long  and  needless  pre- 
liminary interlocutions  ?  My  ignorance  will  better  excuse  me,  in 
that  I  understand  not  Greek  so  well  as  to  discern  the  beauty  of 
his  language.  I  generally  choose  books  that  use  sciences,  not 
such  as  only  lead  to  them.     .     . 

The  historians  are  my  right  ball:  for  they  are  pleasant  and 
easy,  and  where  man  in  general,  the  knowledge  of  whom  I  hunt 
after,  appears  more  vividly  and  entire  than  anywhere  else:  the 
variety  and  truth  of  his  internal  qualities  in  gross  and  piecemeal, 
the  diversity  of  means  by  which  he  is  united  and  knit,  and  the 
accidents  that  threaten  him.  Now  those  that  write  lives,  by 
reason  they  insist  more  upon  counsels  than  events,  more  upon 
what  sallies  from  within  than  upon  what  happens  without,  are 
the  most  proper  for  my  reading;  and  therefore,  above  all  others, 
Plutarch  is  the  man  for  me.  .  .  .  Caesar,  in  my  opinion, 
particularly  deserves  to  be  studied,  not  for  the  knowledge  of 
the  history  only,  but  for  himself,  so  great  an  excellence  and  per- 
fection he  has  above  all  the  rest,  though  Sallust  be  one  of  the 
number.  In  earnest  I  read  this  author  with  more  reverence  and 
respect  than  is  usually  allowed  to  human  writings:  one  while 
considering  him  in  his  person,  by  his  actions  and  miraculous 
greatness,  and  another  in  the  purity  and  inimitable  polish  of 
his  language,  wherein  he  not  only  excels  all  other  historians,  as 
Cicero  confesses,  but  peradventure  even  Cicero  himself;  speak- 
ing of  his  enemies  with  so  much  sincerity  in  his  judgment,  that 
(the  false  colors  with  which  he  strives  to  palliate  his  evil  cause, 
and  the  ordure  of  his  pestilent  ambition,  excepted)  I  think  there 
is  no  fault  to  be  objected  against  him,  saving  this,  that  he  speaks 
too  sparingly  of  himself, —  seeing  so  many  great  things  could 
not  have  been  performed  under  his  conduct,  but  that  his  own 
personal  acts  must  necessarily  have  had  a  greater  share  in  them 
than  he  attributes  to  them. 

Translation  of  William  Carew  Hazlitt. 
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*  OF   REPENTANCE 

From  the  < Essays* 

OTHERS  form  man:  I  only  report  him;  and  represent  a  par- 
ticular  one,  ill  fashioned  enough,  and  whom,  if  I  had  to 
model  him  anew,  I  should  certainly  make  something  else 
than  what  he  is:  but  that's  past  recalling.  Now,  though  the  feat- 
ures of  my  picture  alter  and  change,  'tis  not,  however,  unlike: 
the  world  eternally  turns  round;  all  things  therein  are  incessantly 
moving, —  the  earth,  the  rocks  of  Caucasus,  and  the  Pyramids  of 
Egypt,  both  by  the  public  motion  and  their  own.  Even  con- 
stancy itself  is  no  other  but  a  slower  and  more  languishing  mo- 
tion. ...  I  must  accommodate  my  history  to  the  hour:  I 
may  presently  change,  not  only  by  fortune,  but  also  by  intention. 
.  .  .  Could  my  soul  once  take  footing,  I  would  not  essay  but 
resolve;  but  it  is  always  learning  and  making  trial. 

I  propose  a  life   ordinary  and   without  lustre;    'tis  all  one:   all 
moral  philosophy  may  as  well  be  applied  to  a  common  and  pri- 
vate life,  as  to  one  of  richer  composition;   ever>^  man   carries  the 
entire    form    of    human    condition.       Authors    communicate    them- 
selves to  the  people  by  some  especial   and  extrinsic  mark:    I,  the 
first  of  any,  by  my  universal  being;  as  Michel  de  Montaigne,  not 
as  a  grammarian,   a  poet,   or   a  lawyer.       If  the   world   find  fault 
that   I   speak  too  much  of   myself,    I   find  fault  that  they  do  not 
so  much  as  think  of   themselves.      ...     I    have   this,   at  least, 
according  to  discipline,  that  never   any  man   treated  of   a  subject 
he  better  understood  and  knew,   than  I  what  I  have  undertaken, 
and    that  in  this   I  am   the    most    understanding   man    alive:    sec- 
ondly,   that   never   any   man    penetrated    farther   into   his   matter, 
nor  better  and  more  distinctly  sifted  the   parts  and   sequences  of 
it,  nor  ever   more    exactly   and   fully   arrived    at  the  end  he  pro- 
posed to  himself.     To  perfect   it,   I   need  bring  nothing  but  fidel- 
ity to  the  work;  and  that  is  there,  and  the  most  pure  and  sincere 
that  is  anywhere  to  be   found.     I   speak   truth,  not  so  much  as  I 
would,  but  as  much  as  I  dare:    and  I  dare  a  little  the  more,  as 
I  grow  older;   for  methinks  custom  allows  to  age  more  liberty  of 
prating,  and  more  indiscretion  of  talking  of  a  man's  self.     .     .     . 
My  book  and  I  go  hand  in  hand  together.      Elsewhere  men  may 
commend  or  censure  the  work,  without  reference  to  the  workman; 
here  they  cannot:  who  touches  the  one,  touches  the  other.    .    .    . 
X   shall   be  happy   beyond   my  desert,  if   I   can  obtain   only  thus 
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much   from   the   public   approbation,  as   to   make   men   of  under-' 
standing-  perceive  that  I  was  capable  of  profiting  by  knowledge, 
had  I  had   it;   and   that   I   deserved   to   have   been   assisted  by  a 
better  memory. 

Be  pleased  here  to  excuse  what  I  often  repeat,  that  I  very 
rarely  repent,  and  that  my  conscience  is  satisfied  with  itself,  not 
as  the  conscience  of  an  angel,  or  that  of  a  horse,  but  as  the  con- 
science of  a  man;  always  adding  this  clause, —  not  one  of  cere- 
mony, but  a  true  and  real  submission, —  that  I  speak  inquiring 
and  doubting,  purely  and  simply  referring  myself  to  the  com- 
mon and  accepted  beliefs  for  the  resolution.  I  do  not  teach,  I 
only  relate. 

Translation  of  William  Carew  Hazlitt. 
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MONTESQUIEU 

(1689-1755) 

BY  FRANCIS  NEWTON   THORPE 

Into  whatever  condition  of  life  a  man  is  born,  he  finds  the 
State  made  up.  If  he  discovers  that  society  is  ever  in  a 
flux,  he  will  also  discover  that  its  foundations  are  laid  deep. 
The  complexity  of  his  surrounding  may  awaken  his  astonishment,  his 
acquiescence,  or  his  resentment.  With  desire  to  know,  he  may  work 
out  a  political  system  of  things  and  men.  Its  value  to  himself  or  to 
others  depends  on  his  insight,  his  data,  his  conclusions.  These  may 
be  narrow  and  limited.  His  intellection  may  remain  only  for  a  brief 
time  a  part  of  his  own  little  world.  Or  his  may  be  the  insight  of 
genius;  his  data;  of  the  whole  world;  his  conclusions,  those  of  a 
philosopher.  He  may  have  put  into  literary  form  for  use  and  appli- 
cation in  that  vast  public  business  which  we  call  government,  the 
experience  of  men  in  all  ages,  under  different  skies,  and  animated  by 
different  conceptions  of  life. 

Charles  Louis  de  Secondat,  Baron  de  la  Brede  et  de  Montesquieu, 
was  born  at  the  chateau  of  La  Brede,  near  Bordeaux  in  1689.  He 
came  of  aristocratic  stock  on  both  sides,  and  inherited  title,  place, 
and  the  life  presidency  of  the  Parliament  of  Bordeaux.  With  leisure, 
money,  scholarly  tastes,  and  a  great  fondness  for  society,  the  young 
man  found  life  a  delightful  and  instructive  experience.  At  twenty- 
five  he  was  admitted  counselor  of  the  Parliament.  At  twenty-six  he 
married  an  heiress.  At  twenty-seven  he  found  himself,  by  his  uncle's 
will,  one  of  the  richest  and  most  influential  men  in  the  department. 
And  now,  with  the  famous  *  Persian  Letters,*  he  began  his  serious^ 
work  in  literature.  This  book  was  made  up  of  correspondence  be- 
tween two  imaginary  Persians  of  high  rank,  supposed  to  be  traveling 
in  Europe,  and  their  friends  at  home.  The  letters  satirize  the  social, 
political,  ecclesiastical,  and  literary  follies  of  the  time  with  brilliant 
audacity.  Though  anonymous,  the  book  was  at  once  attributed  to 
Montesquieu,  and  at  the  height  of  its  vogue  was  suppressed  by  a 
ministerial  decree.  The  irresistible  wit  of  the  letters,  their  crush- 
ing satire,  and  their  elegant  style,  made  the  decree  of  the  censor  the 
trumpet  of  their  fame ;  and  from  the  day  of  their  publication  they 
set  a  fashion  in  literature.     Who   will   venture  now   to   estimate   the 
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number  of  jealous,  discomfited,  and  unsuccessful  authors  whose  cry 
has  gone  up, —  "Let  us  write  some  Persian  letters  also.'* 

Another  anonymous  work  appeared  thirteen  years  later :  the  *  Con- 
siderations on  the  Causes  of  the  Grandeur  and  Decadence  of  the 
Romans.*  Its  authorship  was  soon  suspected.  Who  save  Montesquieu 
^had  such  comprehension,  such  reflections,  such  a  style  ?  Yet  this 
study  of  Roman  civilization,  that  would  make  the  reputation  of  any 
author,  proved  to  be  only  the  herald  of  Montesquieu's  great  work 
<The  Spirit  of  Laws.*  It  was  published  while  he  was  in  the  midst 
of  his  political  studies;  and  it  bears  interesting,  and  perhaps  organic 
relation  to  the  closing  chapters  of  that  work. 

After  its  occupying  him  for  twenty  years,  Montesquieu  published 
his  masterpiece,  the  <  Spirit  of  Laws,*  at  Geneva,  in  1748.  In  less 
than  two  years  it  had  passed  into  twenty-two  editions.  Time  works 
out  all  equations,  and  resolves  individuals  and  nations  into  their  true 
elements.  It  has  resolved  Montesquieu  into  a  political  institution. 
His  function  is  akin  to  that  of  great  masses  of  men,  organized  as 
society,  working  out  principles  on  which  the  State  is  laid.  Because 
jje  expounds  rather  than  codifies,  he  differs  from  Moses  and  Solon. 
—Because  he  is  a  realist,  and  a  modern,  he  differs  from  Plato  and 
Aristotle.  The  whole  world,  down  to  his  time,  is  his  political  parish, 
and  he  is  singularly  free  from  the  prejudices  that  usually  come  from 
race,  religion,  country,  occupation,  and  age.  Because  of  this  mental 
wholeness,  his  work  provoked  the  hostility  of  sectaries,  of  political 
schools,  of  established  orders  of  men.  It  illustrated  antiquity,  and 
marked  the  inauguration  of  a  new  order  of  the  ages.  Like  great  and 
useful  political  institutions,  it  is  more  fitting  to  attempt  to  measure 
its  effects  than  to  criticize  its  scope,  plan,  or  character. 

It  appeared  at  a  critical  time.  Democracy,  in  France,  in  England, 
in  America,  was  stirring  like  sap  in  early  spring;  and  leaf,  flower, 
and  bud,  fruiting  in  revolution,  were  on  the  way.  Yet  it  was  not  of 
democracy,  specially,  that  he  wrote;  nor  of  aristocracy;  nor  of  des- 
potism. He  never  discloses  his  politics.  His  theme  was  more  pro- 
found than  a  discussion  of  the  mere  form  of  the  State.  The  State  he 
found  in  various  forms,  and  his  purpose  was  to  discover  the  law  that 
regulates  all  forms.  Analysis  and  illustration  with  him  were  way- 
side inns  along  the  road  to  principles.  Amidst  the  flux  of  human 
institutions  he  sought  that  which  abides.  His  work  therefore  is 
economic,  and  its  whole  spirit  modern.  He  knew  men :  he  could  dis- 
close the  spirit  of  their  laws. 

A  hundred  and  fifty  years  have  passed  since  he  wrote,  and  the 
world  has  greatly  changed:  in  large  degree  because  of  his  instruc- 
tion. Though  he  presents  the  State  primarily  as  a  compact,  he  shows 
that   it   is  so   only  in  form:  it  is  essentially  an   organism.     Political 
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institutions  fall  wholly  within  the  domain  of  law.  Words  of  high  rank 
in  the  dictionary  of  politics  —  such  as  equality,  luxury,  education,  mo- 
rality, order,  liberty — are  in  substance  the  masque  of  functions,  and 
they  co-ordinate  the  State  in  administration.  Taxation  is  a  method 
of  common  protection,  whatever  the  form  of  the  State.  It  is  nature 
that  sets  the  pace  in  government;  therefore  let  those  who  organ- 
ize and  administer  the  State  duly  consider  race,  soil,  and  climate,  for 
these  affect  the  morals,  the  religion,  the  character  of  a  people.  Gov- 
ernments become  an  illustration  of  his  famed  definition  of  the  laws: 
<nhe  necessary  relations  arising  from  the  nature  of  things.*'  These 
relations  extend  throughout  the  sphere  of  human  activities,  and  are 
disclosed  By  the  operation  of  forces  more  or  less  clear,  whatever 
the  form  of  the  State.  Of  these  forces,  which  he  called  the  spirit 
of  laws,  he  wrote.  Passing  over  the  field  affected  by  this  spirit,  he 
found  all  human  interests  inclosed  within  it. 

A  book  of  relations  like  this  would  make  much  of  commerce 
and  its  tributaries.  In  whatever  way  a  people  foster  commerce,  they 
will  thereby  give  a  clew  to  the  spirit  of  their  political  institutions. 
This,  it  may  be  observed,  is  distinctively  a  modern  view  of  the  State. 
Montesquieu  anticipates  our  own  time  by  recognizing  that  persons 
outrank  things  in  the  State.  Democracy  in  America  has  as  j^et  not 
fully  caught  up  with  this  idea.  He  sees  in  money  a  sign  or  symbol 
of  values;  and  in  wealth,  the  capacity  of  a  people  to  realize  the 
opportunities  of  civilization.  Fundamental  to  the  State  is  the  family; 
whence  the  importance  of  the  laws  affecting  marriage,  the  domestic 
relations,  the  rights  of  women  and  children,  and  the  relation  the 
State  holds  to  them.  Perpetuity  is  a  paramount  function  of  the 
State;  whence  laws  of  religion  and  of  war,  those  affecting  ecclesi- 
astical orders,  church  tenures,  crimes  and  punishments.  He  suggests 
but  less  often  draws  conclusions,  and  in  this  lies  no  small  part  of  his 
influence. 

Though  saying  much  of  laws,  he  is  not  a  mere  legalist :  other- 
wise his  work  would  be  no  more  than  a  masterly  treatise  on  codes 
and  decrees,  or  an  abstruse  speculation  on  human  government.  His 
*  Considerations  sur  les  Causes  de  la  Grandeur  et  de  la  Decadence  des 
Romains'  has  been  pronounced  by  some  to  be  his  most  learned  work; 
yet  its  learning  has  not  given  it  the  utility  of  the  <  Spirit  of  Laws.* 
It  is  rich  in  illustration;  subtle  in  analysis;  comprehensive  in  con- 
clusions. But  the  Roman  era  closed,  and  the  modern,  the  English, 
began,  about  the  time  of  the  appearance  of  this  book  in  1734.  An- 
tiquity until  then  was  the  world's  chief  instructor;  but  after  the 
opening  of  the  second  half  of  the  eighteenth  century,  the  ancient 
regime  was  found  to  demand  translation,  and  much  of  its  political 
wisdom  to  be  useless  to  the  modern  world.      No  one  recognized  this 
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more  clearly  than  did  Montesquieu;  and  his  was  the  genius  to  trans- 
form the  whole  estate  of  politics  into  a  fee  simple,  vested  in  the 
individual  citizen  of  the  new  regime.  His  influence  in  England  and 
America  illustrates  this.  Any  nation  is  fond  of  the  philosopher  who 
discovers  its  admirable  qualities,  and  especially  when  they  are  ob- 
scure to  those  who  enjoy  them.  England  stands  in  such  an  attitude 
to  Montesquieu.  He  is  popularly  credited  with  the  discovery  of  the 
tripartite  form  of  the  English  Constitution,  and  was  the  first  eminent 
Continental  scholar  to  locate  liberty  in  its  purest  form  in  the  British 
Isles.  If  all  this  discovery  was  of  a  tendency  rather  than  of  a  fact, 
it  still  counted  in  administration;  and  though  a  mere  tendency,  its 
consequences  were  bound  to  be  great. 

Among  the  first  of  Englishmen  who  spoke  with  authority  and 
recognized  Montesquieu  was  Justice  Blackstone.  Early  in  his  ^  Com- 
mentaries* he  cited  the  < Spirit  of  Laws*  as  of  rank  with  the  opinions 
of  Coke,  of  Grotius,  and  of  Justinian.  But  this  friendly  citation  was 
less  fruitful  in  political  effects  in  England  than  in  America.  The 
*  Spirit  of  Laws*  had  been  published  ten  years  when  Blackstone 
entered  upon  his  duties  as  Vinerian  Professor  of  Law  at  Oxford,  and 
was  known  to  the  Americans.  Almost  at  the  opening  of  his  <  Com- 
mentaries,* Blackstone  quotes  Montesquieu  as  authority  that  England 
was  perhaps  the  only  country  in  which  political  and  civil  liberty  was 
the  end  and  scope  of  the  Constitution.  A  Frenchman  who  would  say 
that  was  sure  of  fame  in  English  foot-notes.  The  ^Commentaries* 
at  their  appearance  became  the  text-book  for  all  students  of  English 
law,  and  in  America  were  used  with  great  ardor.  There  political 
changes  were  pending.  A  revolution  was  at  hand,  and  chiefly  be- 
cause the  colonists  believed  that  they  were  denied  the  ancient  and 
undoubted  rights  of  Englishmen.  Colonialism  fast  gave  way  to  con- 
tinentalism.  A  Congress  assembled  to  take  stock  of  grievances  and 
to  appeal  to  the  whole  world.  This  included  the  inhabitants  of 
Quebec,  to  whom  an  address,  written  by  John  Dickinson,  was  sent. 
He  was  its  author  because  of  his  familiarity  with  the  French  lan- 
guage. The  address  consisted  chiefly  of  pertinent  quotations  from 
the  *  Spirit  of  Laws.*  England  was  accused  of  attempting  to  subvert 
civil  authority  in  America.  Was  not  this  contrary  to  <<your  country- 
man, the  immortal  Montesquieu?'*  Did  he  not  say  —  "In  a  free  State 
every  man,  as  is  supposed  of  a  free  agent,  ought  to  be  concerned  in 
his  own  government:  therefore  the  legislative  should  reside  in  the 
whole  body  of  the  people,  or  their  representatives;**  "The  political 
liberty  of  the  subject  is  the  tranquillity  of  mind  arising  from  the 
opinion  which  a  person  has  of  his  safety;**  "In  order  to  have  this  lib- 
erty, it  is  requisite  that  government  be  so  constituted  that  one  man 
need  not  be  afraid  of  another ;  **  "  When   the   power  of   making   laws 
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and  the  power  of  executing  them  are  united  in  the  same  person,  or 
the  same  body  of  magistrates,  there  can  be  no  liberty,  because  appre- 
hensions may  arise  lest  the  same  monarch  or  magistrates  should  enact 
tyrannical  laws  and  execute  them  in  a  tyrannical  manner ; "  ^*  The 
power  of  judging  should  be  exercised  by  persons  taken  from  the 
body  of  the  people  at  certain  times  of  the  year,  pursuant  to  a  form 
and  manner  prescribed  by  law;"  <^ There  is  no  liberty  if  the  power  of 
judging  be  not  separated  from  the  legislative  and  executive  powers;'* 
**  Military  men  belong  to  a  profession  which  may  be  useful,  but  is 
often  dangerous;*  <<The  enjoyment  of  liberty,  and  even  its  support 
and  preservation,  consists  in  every  man's  being  allowed  to  speak  his 
thoughts  and  lay  open  his  sentiments  '*  ? 

What  was  the  significance  of  all  this,  more  than  that  Montes- 
quieu knew  the  British  Constitution,  that  he  had  pointed  out  the  true 
spirit  of  laws,  and  that  he  was  the  court  of  last  resort  when  a  civil 
war  was  impending  between  the  parts  of  an  empire  ?  Had  not  Great 
Britain  accepted  his  interpretation  of  liberty,  in  the  writings  of  the 
greatest  commentator  on  her  laws  ?  This  was  turning  the  tables, 
and  the  Americans  pressed  their  point.  The  Quebec  address  was 
read  with  enthusiasm  everywhere  in  America  except  Quebec.  Mon- 
tesquieu was  henceforth  the  political  guide-book  of  the  new  nation. 
Here  was  to  be  found  the  wisdom  of  the  ages  all  arranged  for  prac- 
tical use,  awaiting  independent  America,  As  the  colonies  became 
commonwealths  they  modified  the  form  of  their  constitutions;  and 
the  men  who  made  the  changes  knew  Montesquieu  as  familiarly  as 
they  knew  the  traditions  of  Englishmen.  This  is  evident  from  the 
speeches  they  made ;  the  pamphlets  they  wrote ;  the  constitutions 
they  adopted. 

Montesquieu  thus  became  grafted  into  American  institutions  during 
that  critical  period  from  1765  to  1776.  Nor  was  this  the  end.  A  more 
critical  period  followed.  Jefferson  shows  the  influence  of  Montesquieu 
in  the  great  Declaration.  Madison,  Gouverneur  Morris,  Hamilton,  and 
the  men  of  their  generation  in  America  who  received  legal  or  collegi- 
ate training,  read  Montesquieu  (and  the  other  political  encyclopaedists) 
with  intent  to  use  his  wisdom  in  practical  politics.  They  knew  him 
even  better  than  they  knew  Blackstone. 

As  soon  as  Washington  decided  to  attend  the  Federal  Conven- 
tion at  Philadelphia,  **he  made  himself  familiar  with  the  reasonings 
of  Montesquieu."  His  copy  of  the  <  Spirit  of  Laws,'  like  Madison's, 
attests  by  its  marginal  notes  with  what  care  it  was  read.  In  the 
Convention,  as  the  Constitution  evolved,  no  writer  was  quoted  as  of 
higher  authority.  On  several  occasions  Dickinson  showed  that  he 
had  not  forgotten  the  Quebec  address  or  its  principal  authority.  Nor 
was  this  the  conclusion  of  the   matter.     Two   of  the  framers  of  the 
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Constitution,  Hamilton  and  Madison, —  and  Jay,  soon  to  be  called  to 
expound  it, —  projected  and  wrote  a  series  of  newspaper  articles, 
known  as  the  < Federalist,^  in  exposition  and  defense  of  the  proposed 
plan ;  directed  to  the  people  of  the  State  of  New  York,  who  at  the 
time  were  considering  the  question  of  ratification.  Of  the  twenty- 
foot-notes  to  the  < Federalist,^  three  refer  to  Blackstone  and  three  to 
the  ^  Spirit  of  Laws  ^ ;  but  the  references  to  Montesquieu  are  accom- 
panied by  quotations,  one  of  which  is  the  longest  quotation  in  the 
<  Federalist.  *  The  ninth  and  the  seventy-eighth  numbers,  in  which  the 
quotations  from  Montesquieu  occur,  are  by  Hamilton.  The  paramount 
influence  of  Montesquieu  in  the  American  constitutions  is  seen  in  the 
practically  successful  separation  of  the  three  functions  of  the  State, 
<<to  the  end,'^  as  the  Constitution  of  Massachusetts  puts  it,  that  "it  may 
be  a  government  of  laws  and  not  of  men'^;  and,  As  this  and  others 
provide,  that  one  department  shall  never  exercise  the  powers  of  either 
of  the  others.  The  phrase  "checks  and  balances  in  government,**  which 
occurs  so  often  in  American  political  literature  down  to  1850,  though 
not  originating  with  Montesquieu,  is  an  American  abbreviation  of  a 
large  use  of  him  in  practical  politics.  When  it  is  remembered  that 
the  American  constitutions  are  the  oldest  written  constitutions  in 
existence,  that  they  have  become  precedents  for  all  later  republics, 
and  that  they  have  powerfully  affected  the  written  and  the  unwritten 
constitutions  of  European  nations,  —  the  influence  of  Montesquieu  must 
be  acknowledged  to  be  as  wide-spread,  in  our  day,  as  are  the  sources 
on  which  he  based  his  profound  conclusions. 

To  this  influence,  as  it  were  by  dynastic  and  political  succession, 
there  must  be  added  the  economic  and  educational  influence  he  has 
long  exercised  in  all  civilized  countries.  He  has  been  a  principal 
text-book  in  politics  for  a  century  and  a  half.  In  English-speaking 
lands  he  has  quite  displaced  Aristotle ;  for  he  is  found,  on  trial,  to 
be  the  only  writer  whom  a  modern  student  can  understand  without 
such  a  body  of  corrective  notes  as  to  make  the  original  text  a  mere 
exercise  in  translation.  Specialization,  which  characterizes  modern 
scholarship,  has  relegated  portions  of  the  *  Spirit  of  Laws  *  to  the 
epoch-making  books  of  the  past,  and  has  left  those  portions  as  a  sort 
of  political  encyclopaedia  that  the  world  has  outgrown.  Time  is  a 
trying  editor,  and  many  who  read  Montesquieu  now  feel  that  they 
are  going  over  some  old  edition  of  a  general  treatise  on  government. 
What  change  is  this  in  a  book  which,  as  Helvetius  and  Saurin,  fellow 
Academicians,  warned  Montesquieu,  contained  so  many  innovations 
that  his  reputation  would  be  destroyed!  His  reply  was,  "Prolem  sine 
creatam  **  (Spare  the  born  child). 

Fortune  favored  Montesquieu  at  birth  and  through  life.  Ten  years 
in  the  hereditary  office  of  chief  justice  at  Bordeaux,  near  which  city 
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he  was  born,  completed  his  public  services.  He  was  thirty-seven 
when  he  resigned  and  entered  upon  the  life  of  the  scholar.  Montes- 
quieu was  an  academician  and  an  encyclopaedist,  and  with  Voltaire, 
helped  to  turn  the  world  upside  down.  But  between  the  two  men 
acquaintance  never  ripened  into  love.  The  <  Persian  Letters,  >  which 
Montesquieu  published  at  thirty-two,  laid  the  foundations  of  his  fame, 
and  started  a  controversy  that  raged  even  at  his  death-bed. 

«Vous  savez.  Monsieur  le  President, »  began  the  curate  of  Saint 
Sulpice,  in  exhortation,  as  Montesquieu  lay  dying,  «Vous  savez  com- 
bien  Dieu  est  grand. »  «  Oui,»  quickly  replied  the  philosopher,  «et 
combien  les  hommes  sont  petits.*^* 


cy^' 
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ON  THE   POWER   OF   PUNISHMENTS 
From  <The  Spirit  of  Laws> 

EXPERIENCE  shows  that  in  countries  remarkable  for  the  lenity 
of  their  laws,  the  spirit  of  the  inhabitants  is  as  much  affected 
by  slight  penalties  as  in  other  countries  by  severer  punish- 
ments. 

If  an  inconveniency  or  abuse  arises  in  the  State,  a  violent  gov- 
ernment endeavors  suddenly  to  redress  it;  and  instead  of  putting 
the  old  laws  in  execution,  it  establishes  some  cruel  punishment, 
which  instantly  puts  a  stop  to  the  evil.  But  the  spring  of  gov- 
ernment hereby  loses  its  elasticity:  the  imagination  grows  accus- 
tomed to  the  severe  as  well  as  to  the  milder  punishment;  and  as 
the  fear  of  the  latter  diminishes,  they  are  soon  obliged  in  every 
case  to  have  recourse  to  the  former.  Robberies  on  the  highway 
were  grown  common  in  some  countries.  In  order  to  remedy  this 
evil,  they  invented  the  punishment  of  breaking  upon  the  wheel: 
the  terror  of  which  put  a  stop  for  a  while  to  this  mischievous 
practice;  but  soon  after,  robberies  on  the  highways  became  as 
common  as  ever. 

Desertion,  in  our  days,  was  grown  to  a  very  great  height; 
in  consequence  of  which  it  was  judged  proper  to  punish  those 
delinquents  with  death;  and  yet  their  number  did  not  diminish. 
The  reason  is  very  natural:  a  soldier,  accustomed  to  venture  his 
life,  despises,  or  affects  to  despise,  the  danger  of  losing  it;  he  is 
habituated   to  the  fear  of  shame:   it  would  have  been,  therefore, 

*«You  know  how  great  God  is.»  —  <*Yes,  and  how  small  men  are.» 
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much  better  to  have  continued  a  punishment  which  branded  hliii 
with  infamy  for  life;  the  penalty  was  pretended  to  be  increased, 
while  it  really  was  diminished. 

Mankind  must  not  be  governed  with  too  much  severity:  we 
ought  to  make  a  prudent  use  of  the  means  which  nature  has 
given  us  to  conduct  them.  If  we  inquire  into  the  cause  of  all 
human  corruptions,  we  shall  find  that  they  proceed  from  the  im- 
pimity  of  criminals,  and  not  from  the  moderation  of  punishments. 

Let  us  follow  nature,  who  has  given  shame  to  man  for  his 
scourge,  and  let  the  heaviest  part  of  the  punishment  be  the 
infamy  attending  it. 

But  if  there  be  some  countries  where  shame  is  not  a  conse- 
quence of  punishment,  this  must  be  owing  to  tyranny,  which  has 
inflicted  the  same  penalties  on  villains  and  honest  men. 

And  if  there  are  others  where  men  are  deterred  only  by  cruel 
punishments,  we  may  be  sure  that  this  must,  in  a  great  measure, 
arise  from  the  violence  of  the  government,  which  has  used  such 
penalties  for  slight   transgressions. 

It  often  happens  that  a  legislator,  desirous  of  remedying  an 
abuse,  thinks  of  nothing  else:  his  eyes  are  open  only  to  this 
object,  and  shut  to  its  inconveniences.  When  the  abuse  is  re- 
dressed, you  see  only  the  severity  of  the  legislator;  —  yet  there 
remains  an  evil  in  the  State,  that  has  sprung  from  this  severity: 
the  minds  of  the  people  are  corrupted  and  become  habituated  to 
despotism. 

Lysander  having  obtained  a  victory  over  the  Athenians,  the 
prisoners  were  ordered  to  be  tried,  in  consequence  of  an  accusa- 
tion brought  against  that  nation  of  having  thrown  all  the  captives 
of  two  galleys  down  a  precipice,  and  of  having  resolved,  in  full 
assembly,  to  cut  off  the  hands  of  those  whom  they  should  chance 
to  make  prisoners.  The  Athenians  were  therefore  all  massacred, 
except  Adymantes,  who  had  opposed  this  decree.  Lysander 
reproached  Philocles,  before  he  was  put  to  death,  with  having 
depraved  the  people's  minds,  and  given  lessons  of  cruelty  to  all 
Greece. 

**  The  Argives"  (says  Plutarch),  "having  put  fifteen  hundred 
of  their  citizens  to  death,  the  Athenians  ordered  sacrifices  of  expi- 
ation, that  it  might  please  the  gods  to  turn  the  hearts  of  the 
Athenians  from   so   cruel   a  thought." 

There  are  two  sorts  of  corruption:  one  when  the  people  do 
not  observe  the  laws;  the  other  when  they  are  corrupted  by  the 
laws, —  an  incurable  evil,  because  it  is  in  the  very  remedy  itself. 
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IN  WHAT    MANNER    REPUBLICS    PROVIDE.  FOR    THEIR    SAFETY 

From  <The  Spirit  of  Laws> 

IF   A   republic   be  small,   it  is  destroyed  by  a  foreign  force;   if  it 
be  large,   it  is  ruined  by  an  internal  imperfection. 

To  this  twofold  inconveniency  democracies  and  aristocra- 
cies are  equally  liable,  whether  they  be  good  or  bad.  The  evil 
is  in  the  very  thing   itself,   and  no  form   can  redress  it. 

It  is  therefore  very  probable  that  mankind  would  have  been, 
at  length,  obliged  to  live  constantly  under  the  government  of  a 
single  person,  had  they  not  contrived  a  kind  of  constitution  that 
has  all  the  internal  advantages  of  a  republican,  together  with  the 
external  force  of  a  monarchical  government.  I  mean  a  confed- 
erate republic. 

This  form  of  government  is  a  convention,  by  which  several 
petty  States  agree  to  become  members  of  a  larger  one  which 
they  intend  to  establish.  It  is  a  kind  of  assemblage  of  socie- 
ties that  constitute  a  new  one,  capable  of  increasing  by  means  of 
further  associations,  till  they  arrive  at  such  a  degree  of  power  as 
to  be  able  to  provide  for  the  security  of  the  whole  body. 

It  was  these  associations  that  so  long  ago  contributed  to  the 
prosperity  of  Greece.  By  these  the  Romans  attacked  the  whole 
globe;  and  by  these  alone  the  whole  globe  withstood  them.  For 
when  Rome  had  attained  her  highest  pitch  of  grandeur,  it  was 
the  associations  beyond  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine, —  associations 
formed  by  the  terror  of  her  arms, —  that  enabled  the  barbarians 
to  resist  her.  From  hence  it  proceeds  that  Holland,  Germany, 
and  the  Swiss  Cantons  are  considered  in  Europe  as  perpetual 
republics. 

The  associations  of  cities  were  formerly  more  necessary  than 
in  our  times.  A  weak  defenseless  town  was  exposed  to  greater 
danger.  By  conquest,  it  was  deprived  not  only  of  the  executive 
and  legislative  power,  as  at  present,  but  moreover  of  all  human 
rights. 

A  republic  of  this  kind,  able  to  withstand  an  external  force, 
may  support  itself  without  any  internal  corruption;  the  form  of 
this  society  prevents  all  manner  of  inconveniences. 

If  a  single  member  should  attempt  to  usurp  the  supreme 
power,  he  coiUd  not  be  supposed  to  have  an  equal  authority  and 
credit  in  all  the  confederate  States.  Were  he  to  have  too  great 
an  influence  over  one,  this  would  alarm  the  rest;  were  he  to 
subdue  a  part,  that  which  would  still  remain  free  might  oppose 
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him  with  forces  independent  of  those  which  he  had  usurped,  and 
overpower  him  before  he  could  be  settled  in  his  usurpation. 

Should  a  popular  insurrection  happen  in  one  of  the  confeder- 
ate States,  the  others  are  able  to  quell  it.  Should  abuses  creep 
into  one  part,  they  are  reformed  by  those  that  remain  sound. 
The  State  may  be  destroyed  on  one  side  and  not  on  the  other; 
the  confederacy  may  be  dissolved,  and  the  confederates  preserve 
their  sovereignty. 

As  this  government  is  composed  of  petty  republics,  it  enjoys 
the  internal  happiness  of  each;  and  with  regard  to  its  external 
situation,  by  means  of  the  association  it  possesses  all  the  advan- 
tages of  large  monarchies. 


ORIGIN   OF  THE   RIGHT  OF   SLAVERY  AMONG  THE   ROMAN 

CIVILIANS 

From  the  <  Spirit  of  Laws> 

ONE  would  never  have  imagined  that  slavery  should  owe  its 
birth  to  pity,  and  that  this  should  have  been  excited  three 
different  ways. 

The  law  of  nations,  to  prevent  prisoners  from  being  put  to 
death,  has  allowed  them  to  be  made  slaves.  The  civil  law  of 
the  Romans  empowered  debtors,  who  were  subject  to  be  ill-used 
by  their  creditors,  to  sell  themselves.  And  the  law  of  nature 
requires  that  children  whom  a  father  in  the  state  of  servitude 
is  no  longer  able  to  maintain,  should  be  reduced  to  the  same 
state  as  the  father. 

These  reasons  of  the  civilians  are  all  false.  It  is  false  that 
killing  in  war  is  lawful,  imless  in  a  case  of  absolute  necessity; 
but  when  a  man  has  made  another  his  slave,  he  cannot  be  said 
to  have  been  under  a  necessity  of  taking  away  his  life,  since  he 
actually  did  not  take  it  away.  War  gives  no  other  right  over 
prisoners  than  to  disable  them  from  doing  any  farther  harm,  by 
securing  their  persons.  All  nations  concur  in  detesting  the  mur- 
dering of  prisoners  in  cold  blood. 

Neither,  is  it  true  that  a  freeman  can  sell  himself.  Sale  implies 
a  price:  now,  when  a  person  sells  himself,  his  whole  substance 
immediately  devolves  to  his  master;  the  master  therefore  in  that 
case  gives  nothing,  and  the  slave  receives  nothing.  You  will 
say  he  has  a  peculiiim.      But  this  peculiutn  goes   along  with  his 
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person.  If  it  is  not  lawful  for  a  man  to  kill  himself,  because 
he  robs  his  country  of  his  person,  for  the  same  reason  he  is 
not  allowed  to  barter  his  freedom.  The  freedom  of  every  citizen 
constitutes  a  part  of  the  pubHc  liberty;  and  in  a  democratical 
State  is  even  a  part  of  the  sovereignty.  To  sell  one's  freedom 
is  so  repugnant  to  all  reason  as  can  scarcely  be  supposed  in  any 
man.  If  liberty  may  be  rated  with  respect  to  the  buyer,  it  is 
beyond  all  price  to  the  seller.  The  civil  law  which  authorizes  a 
division  of  goods  among  men,  cannot  be  thought  to  rank  among 
such  goods  a  part  of  the  men  who  were  to  make  this  division. 
The  same  law  annuls  all  iniquitous  contracts;  surely,  then,  it 
affords  redress  in  a  contract  where  the  grievance  is  most  enor- 
mous 

The  third  way  is  birth  t  which  falls  with  the  two  former; 
for  if  a  man  could  not  sell  himself,  much  less  could  he  sell  an 
unborn  infant.  If  a  prisoner  of  war  is  not  to  be  reduced  to  slav- 
ery, much  less  are  his  children. 

The  lawfulness  of  putting  a  malefactor  to  death  arises  from 
this  circumstance, —  the  law  by  which  he  is  punished  was  made 
for  his  security.  A  murderer,  for  instance,  has  enjoyed  the  ben- 
efit of  the  very  law  which  condemns  him;  it  has  been  a  continued 
protection  to  him :  he  cannot  therefore  object  against  it.  But  it 
is  not  so  with  the  slave.  The  law  of  slavery  can  never  be  bene- 
ficial to  him;  it  is  in  all  cases  against  him,  without  ever  being 
for  his  advantage;  and  therefore  this  law  is  contrary  to  the 
fundamental  principle  of  all  societies. 

If  it  be  pretended  that  it  has  been  beneficial  to  him,  as  his 
master  has  provided  for  his  subsistence,  slavery  at  this  rate 
should  be  limited  to  those  who  are  incapable  of  earning  their 
livelihood.  But  who  will  take  up  with  such  slaves  ?  As  to  in- 
fants,—  nature,  which  has  supplied  their  mothers  with  milk,  has 
provided  for  their  sustenance;  and  the  remainder  of  their  child- 
hood approaches  so  near  the  age  in  which  they  are  most  capable 
of  being  of  service,  that  he  who  supports  them  cannot  be  said 
to  give  them  an  equivalent  which  can  entitle  him  to  be  their 
master. 

Nor  is  slavery  less  opposite  to  the  civil  law  than  to  that  of 
nature.  What  civil  law  can  restrain  a  slave  from  running  away, 
since  he  is  not  a  member  of  society,  and  consequently  has  no 
interest  in  any  civil  institutions  ?  He  can  be  retained  only  by  a 
family  law;   that  is,  by  the  master's  authority. 
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ON  THE   SPIRIT   OF  TRADE 
From  the  <  Spirit  of  Laws> 

COMMERCE  is  a  cure  for  the  most  destructive  prejudices:  for 
it  is  almost  a  general  rule,  that  wherever  we  find  agree- 
able manners,  there  commerce  flourishes;  and  that  wherever 
there  is  commerce,  there  we  meet  with  agreeable  manners. 

Let  us  not  be  astonished,  then,  if  our  manners  are  now  less 
savage  than  formerly.  Commerce  has  everywhere  diffused  a 
knowledge  of  the  manners  of  all  nations;  these  are  compared 
one  with  another;  and  from  this  comparison  arise  the  greatest 
advantages. 

Commercial  laws,  it  may  be  said,  improve  manners  for  the 
same  reason  as  they  destroy  them.  They  corrupt  the  purest 
morals;  this  was  the  subject  of  Plato's  complaints;  and  we  every 
day  see  that  they  polish  and  refine  the  most  barbarous. 

Peace  is  the  natural  effect  of  trade.  Two  nations  who  traffic 
with  each  other  become  reciprocally  dependent;  for  if  one  has  an 
interest  in  buying,  the  other  has  an  interest  in  selling;  and  thus 
their  union  is  founded  on  their  mutual  necessities. 

But  if  the  spirit  of  commerce  unites  nations,  it  does  not  in 
the  same  manner  unite  individuals.  We  see  that  in  countries 
where  the  people  are  moved  only  by  the  spirit  of  commerce, 
they  make  a  traffic  of  all  the  humane,  all  the  moral  virtues:  the 
most  trifling  things  —  those  which  humanity  itself  demands  —  are 
there  done  or  there  given  only  for  money. 

The  spirit  of  trade  produces  in  the  mind  of  man  a  certain 
sense  of  exact  justice;  opposite  on  the  one  hand  to  robbery, 
and  on  the  other  to  those  moral  virtues  which  forbid  our  always 
adhering  rigidly  to  the  rules  of  private  interest,  and  suffer  us  to 
neglect  this  for  the  advantage  of  others. 

The  total  privation  of  trade,  on  the  contrary,  produces  robbery; 
which  Aristotle  ranks  in  the  number  of  means  of  acquiring,  yet 
it  is  not  at  all  inconsistent  with  certain  moral  virtues.  Hospi- 
tality, for  instance,  is  most  rare  in  trading  countries,  while  it  is 
found  in  the  most  admirable  perfection  among  nations  of  vaga- 
bonds. 

It  is  a  sacrilege,  says  Tacitus,  for  a  German  to  shut  his  door 
against  any  man  whomsoever,  whether  known  or  unknown.  He 
who  has  behaved  with  hospitality  to  a  stranger  goes  to  show 
him  another  house   where   this   hospitality  is  also  practiced;   and 
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he  is  there  received  with  the  same  humanity.  But  when  the 
Germans  had  founded  kingdoms,  hospitality  was  become  bur- 
thensome.  This  appears  by  two  laws  of  the  code  of  the  Bur- 
gundians:  one  of  which  inflicted  a  penalty  on  every  barbarian 
who  presumed  to  show  a  stranger  the  house  of  a  Roman;  and 
the  other  decreed  that  whoever  received  a  stranger  should  be 
indemnified  by  the  inhabitants,  every  one  being  obliged  to  pay 
his  proper  proportion. 


ON   THE   TRUE   NATURE   OF   BENEVOLENCE 
From  the  <  Spirit  of  Laws> 

A  MAN  is  not  poor  because  he  has  nothing,  but  because  he  does 
not  work.  The  man  who  without  any  degree  of  wealth  has 
an  employment,  is  as  much  at  his  ease  as  he  who  without 
labor  has  an  income  of  a  hundred  crowns  a  year.  He  who  has 
no  substance,  and  yet  has  a  trade,  is  not  poorer  than  he  who, 
possessing  ten  acres  of  land,  is  obliged  to  cultivate  it  for  his  sub- 
sistence. The  mechanic  who  gives  his  art  as  an  inheritance  to 
his  children  has  left  them  a  fortune  which  is  multiplied  in  pro- 
portion to  their  number.  It  is  not  so  with  him  who,  having  ten 
acres  of  land,  divides  it  amongst  his  children. 

In  trading  countries,  where  many  men  have  no  other  subsist- 
ence but  from  the  arts,  the  State  is  frequently  obliged  to  sup- 
ply the  necessities  of  the  aged,  the  sick,  and  the  orphan,  A 
well-regulated  government  draws  this  support  from  the  arts  them- 
selves. It  gives  to  some,  such  employment  as  they  are  capable 
of  performing;  others  are  taught  to  work,  and  this  teaching 
becomes  of  itself  an  employment. 

The  alms  given  to  a  naked  man  in  the  street  do  not  fulfill  the 
obligations  of  the  State,  which  owes  to  every  citizen  a  certain 
subsistence,  a  proper  nourishment,  convenient  clothing,  and  a  kind 
of  life  not  incompatible  with  health. 

Aurengzebe  being  asked  why  he  did  not  build  hospitals,  said, 
**  I  will  make  my  empire  so  rich  that  there  shall  be  no  need  of 
hospitals.  '*  He  ought  to  have  said,  ^*  I  will  begin  by  rendering 
my  empire  rich,  and  then   I  will  build  hospitals." 

The  riches  of  the  State  suppose  great  industry.  Amidst  the 
numerous  branches  of  trade,  it  is  impossible  but  some  must  suffer; 
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and  consequently  the  mechanics  must  be  in  a  momentary  neces- 
sity. 

Whenever  this  happens,  the  State  is  obHged  to  lend  them  a 
ready  assistance;  whether  it  be  to  prevent  the  sufferings  of  the 
people,  or  to  avoid  a  rebellion.  In  this  case  hospitals,  or  some 
equivalent  regulations,  are  necessary  to  prevent  this  misery. 

But  when  the  nation  is  poor,  private  poverty  springs  from  the 
general  calamity;  and  is,  if  I  may  so  express  myself,  the  general 
calamity  itself.  All  the  hospitals  in  the  world  cannot  cure  this 
private  poverty;  on  the  contrary,  the  spirit  of  indolence  which  it 
constantly  inspires,  increases  the  general  and  consequently  the 
private   misery. 

Henry  VIII.,  resolving  to  reform  the  Church  of  England, 
ruined  the  monks,  of  themselves  a  lazy  set  of  people,  that  en- 
couraged laziness  in  others ;  because,  as  they  practiced  hospitality, 
an  infinite  number  of  idle  persons,  gentlemen  and  citizens,  spent 
their  lives  in  running  from  convent  to  convent.  He  demolished 
even  the  hospitals,  in  which  the  lower  people  found  subsistence, 
as  the  gentlemen  did  theirs  in  the  monasteries.  Since  these 
changes,  the  spirit  of  trade  and  industry  has  been  established  in 
England. 

At  Rome  the  hospitals  place  every  one  at  his  ease  except  those 
who  labor,  except  those  who  are  industrious,  except  those  who 
have  land,  except  those  who  are  engaged  in  trade. 

I  have  observed  that  wealthy  nations  have  need  of  hospitals, 
because  fortune  subjects  them  to  a  thousand  accidents;  but  it  is 
plain  that  transient  assistances  are  much  better  than  perpetual 
foundations.  The  evil  is  momentary;  it  is  necessary  therefore 
that  the  succor  should  be  of  the  same  nature,  and  that  it  be 
applied  to  particular  accidents. 


ON  RELIGION 
From  the  < Spirit  of  Laws* 

THE  different  religions  of  the  world  do  not  give  to  those  who 
profess    them    equal    motives    of    attachment:    this    depends 
greatly  on   the  manner  in  which  they  agree  with  the  turn 
of  thought  and  perceptions  of   mankind.     We  are  extremely  ad- 
dicted to  idolatry,  and  yet  have  no  great  inclination  for  the  reli- 
gion of  idolaters;    we  arc  not   very   fond   of   spiritual   ideas,  and 
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yet  are  most  attached  to  those  religions  which  teach  us  to  adore 
a  spiritual  being.  This  proceeds  from  the  satisfaction  we  find  in 
ourselves  at  having  been  so  intelligent  as  to  choose  a  religion 
which  raises  the  Deity  from  that  baseness  in  which  he  had  been 
placed  by  others.  We  look  upon  idolatry  as  the  religion  of  an 
ignorant  people;  and  the  religion  which  has  a  spiritual  being  for 
its  object  as  that  of  the  most  enlightened  nations. 

When  with  a  doctrine  that  gives  us  the  idea  of  a  spiritual 
supreme  being,  we  can  still  join  those  of  a  sensible  nature,  and 
admit  them  into  our  worship,  we  contract  a  greater  attachment 
to  religion;  because  those  motives  which  we  have  just  mentioned 
are  added  to  our  natural  inclinations  for  the  objects  of  sense. 
Thus  the  Catholics,  who  have  more  of  this  kind  of  worship  than 
the  Protestants,  are  more  attached  to  their  religion  than  the 
Protestants  are  to  theirs,  and  more  zealous  for  its  propagation. 

When  the  people  of  Ephesus  were  informed  that  the  fathers 
of  the  council  had  declared  they  might  call  the  Virgin  Mary  the 
Mother  of  God,  they  were  transported  with  joy;  they  kissed  the 
hands  of  the  bishops,  they  embraced  their  knees,  and  the  whole 
city  resounded  with  acclamations. 

When  an  intellectual  religion  superadds  a  choice  made  by 
the  Deity,  and  a  preference  of  those  who  profess  it  to  those 
who  do  not,  this  greatly  attaches  us  to  religion.  The  Mahometans 
would  not  be  such  good  Mussulmans,  if  on  the  one  hand  there 
were  not  idolatrous  nations  who  make  them  imagine  themselves 
the  champions  of  the  unity  of  God;  and  on  the  other,  Christians 
to  make  them  believe  that  they  are  the  objects  of  his  preference, 

A  religion  burthened  with  many  ceremonies  attaches  us  to 
it  more  strongly  than  that  which  has  a  fewer  number.  We  have 
an  extreme  propensity  to  things  in  which  we  are  continually 
employed:  witness  the  obstinate  prejudices  of  the  Mahometans 
and  the  Jews,  and  the  readiness  with  which  barbarous  and  sav- 
age nations  change  their  religion, —  who,  as  they  are  employed 
entirely  in  hunting  or  war,  have  but  few  religious  ceremonies. 

Men  are  extremely  inclined  to  the  passions  of  hope  and  fear: 
a  religion  therefore  that  had  neither  a  heaven  nor  a  hell  could 
hardly  please  them.  This  is  proved  by  the  ease  with  which 
foreign  religions  have  been  established  in  Japan,  and  the  zeal 
and  fondness  with  which  they  were  received. 

In  order  to  raise  an  attachment  to  religion,  it  is  necessary 
that  it  should  inculcate  pure  morals.  Men  who  are  knaves  by 
retail   are    extremely   honest   in   the   gross:    they   love   morality. 
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And  were  I  not  treating  of  so  grave  a  subject,  I  should  say  that 
this  appears  remarkably  evident  in  our  theatres:  we  are  sure  of 
pleasing  the  people  by  sentiments  avowed  by  morality;  we  are 
sure  of  shocking  them  by  those  it  disapproves. 

When  external  worship  is  attended  with  great  magnificence, 
it  flatters  our  minds,  and  strongly  attaches  us  to  religion.  The 
riches  of  temples,  and  those  of  the  clergy,  greatly  affect  us. 
Thus,  even  the  misery  of  the  people  is  a  motive  that  renders 
them  fond  of  a  religion  which  has  served  as  a  pretext  to  those 
who  were  the  cause  of  their  misery. 


ON   TWO   CAUSES   WHICH    DESTROYED   ROME 
From  the  < Grandeur  and  Decadence  of  the  Roman  Empire* 

WHILST  the  sovereignty  of  Rome  was  confined  to  Italy,  it  was 
easy  for  the  commonwealth  to  subsist:  every  soldier  was 
at  the  same  time  a  citizen;  every  consul  raised  an  army, 
and  other  citizens  marched  into  the  field  under  his  successor:  as 
their  forces  were  not  very  numerous,  such  persons  only  were 
received  among  the  troops  as  had  possessions  considerable  enough 
to  make  them  interested  in  the  preservation  of  the  city;  the 
Senate  kept  a  watchful  eye  over  the  conduct  of  the  generals,  and 
did  not  give  them  an  opportunity  of  machinating  anything  to  the 
prejudice  of  their  country. 

But  after  the  legions  had  passed  the  Alps  and  crossed  the  sea, 
the  soldiers  whom  the  Romans  had  been  obliged  to  leave  dur- 
ing several  campaigns  in  the  countries  they  were  subduing,  lost 
insensibly  that  genius  and  turn  of  mind  which  characterized  a 
Roman  citizen;  and  the  generals  having  armies  and  kingdoms  at 
their  disposal  were  sensible  of  their  own  strength,  and  would  no 
longer  obey. 

The  soldiers  therefore  began  to  acknowledge  no  superior  but 
their  general;  to  found  their  hopes  on  him  only,  and  to  view  the 
city  as  from  a  great  distance:  they  were  no  longer  the  soldiers 
of  the  republic,  but  of  Sylla,  of  Marius,  of  .Pompey,  and  of  Caesar. 
The  Romans  could  no  longer  tell  whether  the  person  who  headed 
an  army  in  a  province  was  their  general  or  their  enemy. 

So  long  as  the  people  of  Rome  were  corrupted  by  their  trib- 
unes only,  on  whom  they  could  bestow  nothing  but  their  power, 
the  vSenate  could  easily  defend  themselves,  because  they  acted 
consistently   and   with    one    regular   tenor,  whereas   the    common 
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people  were  continually  shifting  from  the  extremes  of  fury  to 
the  extremes  of  cowardice;  but  when  they  were  enabled  to  invest 
their  favorites  with  a  formidable  exterior  authority,  the  whole 
wisdom  of  the  Senate  was  baffled,  and  the  commonwealth  was 
undone. 

The  reason  why  free  States  are  not  so  permanent  as  other 
forms  of  government  is  because  the  misfortunes  and  successes 
which  happen  to  them  generally  occasion  the  loss  of  liberty; 
whereas  the  successes  and  misfortunes  of  an  arbitrary  government 
contribute  equally  to  the  enslaving  of  the  people.  A  wise  repub- 
lic ought  not  to  run  any  hazard  which  may  expose  it  to  good  or 
ill  fortune;  the  only  happiness  the  several  individuals  of  it  should 
aspire  after  is  to  give  perpetuity  to  their  State. 

If  the  unbounded  extent  of  the  Roman  empire  proved  the 
ruin  of  the  republic,  the  vast  compass  of  the  city  was  no  less 
fatal  to  it. 

The  Romans  had  subdued  the  whole  universe  by  the  assist- 
ance of  the  nations  of  Italy,  on  whom  they  had  bestowed  various 
privileges  at  different  times.  Most  of  those  nations  did  not  at 
first  set  any  great  value  on  the  freedom  of  the  city  of  Rome, 
and  some  chose  rather  to  preserve  their  ancient  usages;  but 
when  this  privilege  became  that  of  universal  sovereignty, —  when 
a  man  who  was  not  a  Roman  citizen  was  considered  as  nothing, 
and  with  this  title  was  everything, —  the  people  of  Italy  resolved 
either  to  be  Romans  or  die:  not  being  able  to  obtain  this  by 
cabals  and  entreaties,  they  had  recourse  to  arms;  and  rising  in 
all  that  part  of  Italy  opposite  to  the  Ionian  sea,  the  rest  of  the 
allies  were  going  to  follow  their  example.  Rome,  being  now 
forced  to  combat  against  those  who  were,  if  I  may  be  allowed 
the  figure,  the  hands  with  which  they  shackled  the  universe,  was 
upon  the  brink  of  ruin;  the  Romans  were  going  to  be  confined 
merely  to  their  walls:  they  therefore  granted  this  so  much  wished- 
for  privilege  to  the  allies  who  had  not  yet  been  wanting  in  fidel- 
ity; and  they  indulged  it,  by  insensible  degrees,  to  all  other 
nations. 

But  now  Rome  was  no  longer  that  city  the  inhabitants  of 
which  had  breathed  one  and  the  same  spirit,  the  same  love  for 
liberty,  the  same  hatred  of  tyranny;  a  city  in  which  a  jealousy 
of  the  power  of  the  Senate  and  of  the  prerogatives  of  the 
great  (ever  accompanied  with  respect)  was  only  a  love  of  equal- 
ity.    The   nations  of   Italy  being   made   citizens  of   Rome,  every 
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city  brought  thither  its  genius,  its  particular  interests,  and  its 
dependence  on  some  mighty  protector;  Rome,  being  now  rent 
and  divided,  no  longer  formed  one  entire  body,  and  men  were 
no  longer  citizens  of  it  but  in  a  kind  of  fictitious  way;  as  there 
were  no  longer  the  same  magistrates,  the  same  walls,  the  same 
gods,  the  same  temples,  the  same  burying-places,  Rome  was  no 
longer  beheld  with  the  same  eyes;  the  citizens  were  no  longer 
fired  with  the  same  love  for  their  country,  and  the  Roman  senti- 
ments were  obliterated. 

Cities  and  nations  were  now  invited  to  Rome  by  the  ambi- 
tious, to  disconcert  the  suffrages,  or  influence  them  in  their  own 
favor;  the  public  assemblies  were  so  many  conspiracies  against 
the  State,  and  a  tumultuous  crowd  of  seditious  wretches  was 
dignified  with  the  title  of  Comitia.  The  authority  of  the  people 
and  their  laws  —  nay,  that  people  themselves  —  were  no  more 
than  so  many  chimseras;  and  so  universal  was  the  anarchy  of 
those  times,  that  it  was  not  possible  to  determine  whether  the 
people  had  made  a  law  or  not. 

Authors  enlarge  very  copiously  on  the  divisions  which  proved 
the  destruction  of  Rome;  but  their  readers  seldom  discover  those 
divisions  to  have  been  always  necessary  and  inevitable.  The 
grandeur  of  the  republic  was  the  only  source  of  that  calamity, 
and  exasperated  popular  tumults  into  civil  wars.  Dissensions 
were  not  to  be  prevented;  and  those  martial  spirits  which  were 
so  fierce  and  formidable  abroad  could  not  be  habituated  to  any 
considerable  moderation  at  home.  Those  who  expect  in  a  free 
State  to  see  the  people  undaunted  in  war  and  pusillanimous  in 
peace,  are  certainly  desirous  of  impossibilities;  and  it  may  be 
advanced  as  a  general  rule  that  whenever  a  perfect  calm  is  visi- 
ble, in  a  State  that  calls  itself  a  republic,  the  spirit  of  liberty  no 
longer  subsists. 

Union,  in  a  body  politic,  is  a  very  equivocal  term:  true  imion 
is  such  a  harmony  as  makes  all  the  particular  parts,  as  oppo- 
site as  they  may  seem  to  us,  concur  to  the  general  welfare  of 
the  society,  in  the  same  manner  as  discords  in  music  contribute 
to  the  general  melody  of  sound.  Union  may  prevail  in  a  State 
full  of  seeming  commotions;  or  in  other  words,  there  may  be 
a  harmony  from  whence  results  prosperity,  which  alone  is  true 
peace;  and  may  be  considered  in  the  same  view  as  the  various 
parts  of  this  universe,  which  are  eternally  connected  by  the 
action  of  some  and  the  reaction  of  others. 
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In  a  despotic  State,  indeed,  which  is  every  government  where 
the  power  is  immoderately  exerted,  a  real  division  is  perpetually 
kindled.  The  peasant,  the  soldier,  the  merchant,  the  magistrate, 
and  the  grandee,  have  no  other  conjunction  than  what  arises  from 
the  ability  of  the  one  to  oppress  the  other  without  resistance; 
and  if  at  any  time  a  union  happens  to  be  introduced,  citizens 
are  not  then  united,  but  dead  bodies  are  laid  in  the  grave  con- 
tiguous to  each  other. 

It  must  be  acknowledged  that  the  Roman  laws  were  too 
weak  to  govern  the  republic;  but  experience  has  proved  it  to  be 
an  invariable  fact  that  good  laws,  which  raise  the  reputation  and 
power  of  a  small  republic,  become  incommodious  to  it  when  once 
its  grandeur  is  established,  because  it  was  their  natural  effect  to 
make  a  great  people  but  not  to  govern  them. 

The  difference  is  very  considerable  between  good  laws  and 
those  which  may  be  called  convenient;  between  such  laws  as 
give  a  people  dominion  over  others,  and  such  as  continue  them 
in  the  possession  of  power  when  they  have  once  acquired  it. 

There  is  at  this  time  a  republic  in  the  world  (the  Canton  of 
Berne),  of  which  few  persons  have  any  knowledge,  and  which,  by 
plans  accomplished  in  silence  and  secrecy,  is  daily  enlarging  its 
power.  And  certain  it  is  that  if  it  ever  rises  to  that  height  of 
grandeur  for  which  it  seems  preordained  by  its  wisdom,  it  must 
inevitably  change  its  laws;  and  the  necessary  innovations  will  not 
be  effected  by  any  legislator,  but  must  spring  from  corruption 
itself. 

Rome  was  founded  for  grandeur,  and  her  laws  had  an  ad- 
mirable tendency  to  bestow  it;  for  which  reason,  in  all  the 
variations  of  her  government,  whether  monarchy,  aristocracy,  or 
popular,  she  constantly  engaged  in  enterprises  which  required 
conduct  to  accomplish  them,  and  always  succeeded.  The  expe- 
rience of  a  day  did  not  furnish  her  with  more  wisdom  than  all 
other  nations,  but  she  obtained  it  by  a  long  succession  of  events. 
She  sustained  a  small,  a  moderate,  and  an  immense  fortune  with 
the  same  superiority,  derived  true  welfare  from  the  whole  train 
of  her  prosperities,  and  refined  every  instance  of  calamity  into 
beneficial  instructions. 

She  lost  her  liberty  because  she  completed  her  work  too 
soon. 
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USBEK  AT   PARIS,  TO   IBBEN  AT   SMYRNA 
From  the  <  Persian  Letters  > 

THE  women  of  Persia  are  finer  than  those  of  France,  but  those 
of  this  country  are  prettier.  It  is  difficult  not  to  love  the 
first,  and  not  to  be  pleased  with  the  latter;  the  one  are 
more  delicate  and  modest,  and  the  others  more  gay  and  airy. 
What  in  Persia  renders  the  blood  so  pure  is  the  regular  life  the 
women  observe:  they  neither  game  nor  sit  up  late,  they  drink  no 
wine,  and  do  not  expose  themselves  to  the  open  air.  It  must  be 
allowed  that  the  seraglio  is  better  adapted  for  health  than  for 
pleasure:  it  is  a  dull,  uniform  kind  of  life,  where  everything 
turns  upon  subjection  and  duty;  their  very  pleasures  are  grave, 
and  their  pastimes  solemn,  and  they  seldom  taste  them  but  as  so 
many  tokens  of  authority  and  dependence.  The  men  themselves 
in  Persia  are  not  so  gay  as  the  French;  there  is  not  that  free- 
dom of  mind,  and  that  appearance  of  content,  which  I  meet  with 
here  in  persons  of  all  estates  and  ranks.  It  is  still  worse  in 
Turkey,  where  there  are  families  in  which,  from,  father  to  son, 
not  one  of  them  ever  laughed  from  the  foundation  of  the 
monarchy.  The  gravity  of  the  Asiatics  arises  from  the  little 
conversation  there  is  among  them,  who  never  see  each  other 
but  when  obliged  by  ceremony.  Friendship,  that  sweet  engage- 
ment of  the  heart,  which  constitutes  here  the  pleasure  of  life, 
is  there  almost  unknown.  They  retire  within  their  own  house, 
where  they  constantly  find  the  same  company;  insomuch  that 
each  family  may  be  considered  as  living  in  an  island  detached 
from  all  others.  Discoursing  one  time  on  this  subject  with  a 
person  of  this  country,  he  said  to  me:  — 

« That  which  gives  me  most  offense  among  all  your  customs  iai 
the  necessity  you  are  under  of  living  with  slaves,  whose  minds  and 
inclinations  always  savor  of  the  meanness  of  their  condition.  Those 
sentiments  of  virtue  which  you  have  in  you  from  nature  are  enfee- 
bled and  destroyed  by  these  base  wretches  who  surround  you  from 
your  infancy.  For,  in  short,  divest  yourself  of  prejudice,  and  what 
can  you  expect  from  an  education  received  from  such  a  wretch, 
who  places  his  whole  merit  in  being  a  jailer  to  the  wives  of  another 
man,  and  takes  a  pride  in  the  vilest  employment  in  society  ?  who  is 
despicable  for  that  very  fidelity  which  is  his  only  virtue,  to  which 
he  is  prompted  by  envy,  jealousy,  and  despair;  who,  inflamed  with  a 
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desire  of  revenging  himself  on  both  sexes,  of  which  he  is  an  outcast, 
submits  to  the  tyranny  of  the  stronger  sex  provided  he  may  distress 
the  weaker;  a  wretch  who,  deriving  from  his  imperfection,  ugliness, 
and  deformity,  the  whole  lustre  of  his  condition,  is  valued  only 
because  he  is  unworthy  to  be  so;  who,  in  short,  riveted  forever  to 
the  gate  where  he  is  placed,  and  harder  than  the  hinges  and  bolts 
which  secure  it,  boasts  of  having  spent  a  life  of  fifty  years  in  so 
ignoble  a  station,  where,  commissioned  by  his  master's  jealousy,  he 
exercises  all  his  cruelties.*^ 


RICA  AT   PARIS,   TO   IBBEN  AT  SMYRNA 
From  the  <  Persian  Letters  > 

WHETHER  it  is  better  to  deprive  women  of  their  liberty  or  to 
permit  it  them,  is  a  great  question  among  men:  it  ap- 
pears to  me  that  there  are  good  reasons  for  and  against 
this  practice.  If  the  Europeans  urge  that  there  is  a  want  of 
generosity  in  rendering  those  persons  miserable  whom  we  love, 
our  Asiatics  answer  that  it  is  meanness  in  men  to  renounce  the 
empire  which  nature  has  given  them  over  women.  If  they  are 
told  that  a  great  number  of  women,  shut  up,  are  troublesome, 
they  reply  that  ten  women  in  subjection  are  less  troublesome 
than  one  who  is  refractory. 

Another    question    among   the   learned  is,  whether  the  law  of 
nature  subjects  the  women  to  the  men.      No,   said  a  gallant  phi- 
losopher to  me  the  other  day,   nature  never  dictated   such   a  law. 
The    empire    we    have    over    them    is    real    tyranny,    which    they 
only  suffer   us   to   assume   because    they   have    more    good-nature 
than  we,  and  in  consequence  more   humanity  and  reason.     These 
advantages,  which   ought  to  have  given  them  the  superiority  had 
we  acted   reasonably,   have    made  them   lose    it    because  we   have 
not    the    same    advantages.      But   if  it  is  true   that  the  power   we 
have    over   women    is    only  tyrannical,  it  is  no  less  so  that   they 
have  over  us  a  natural  empire  —  that  of  beauty  —  which  nothing 
can  resist.     Our  power  extends  not   to  all  countries;    but  that  of 
beauty  is  universal.    Wherefore  then  do  we  hear  of  this  privilege  ? 
Is  it  because  we  are  the   strongest  ?     But  this   is  really  injustice. 
We    employ  every  kind  of  means  to   reduce   their  spirits.     Their 
abilities   would   be    equal    with    ours,    if    their    education   was   the 
same.     Let  us  examine  them  in  those  talents  which  education  has 
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not  enfeebled,  and  we  shall  see  if  ours  are  as  great.  It  must  be 
acknowledged,  though  it  is  contrary  to  our  custom,  that  among 
the  most  polite  people  the  women  have  always  had  the  authority 
over  their  husbands;  it  was  established  among  the  Egyptians  in 
honor  of  Isis,  and  among  the  Babylonians  in  honor  of  Semiramis. 
It  is  said  of  the  Romans  that  they  commanded  all  nations,  but 
obeyed  their  wives.  I  say  nothing  of  the  Sauromates,  who  were 
in  perfect  slavery  to  the  sex:  they  were  too  barbarous  -to  be 
brought  for  an  example.  Thou  seest,  my  dear  Ibben,  that  I  have 
contracted  the  fashion  of  this  country,  where  they  are  fond  of 
defending  extraordinary  opinions,  and  reducing  everything  to  a 
paradox.  The  prophet  has  determined  the  question,  and  settled 
the  rights  of  each  sex:  the  women,  says  he,  must  honor  their 
husbands,  and  the  men  their  wives;  but  the  husbands  are  allowed 
one  degree  of  honor  more. 
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WILLIAM  VAUGHN  MOODY 

(1869-1910) 

BY    JOYCE    KILMER 

piLLiAM  Vaughn  Moody  was  throughout  his  life  regarded  as  the 
most  promising  of  the  younger  American  poets.  And  when 
he  died  in  19 10  most  critics  mourned  for  the  unwritten  lyrics 
and  poetic  dramas  of  which  American  literature  had  thus  been  robbed; 
they  mentioned  the  author  as  a  gifted  youth,  whom  fate  had  removed  at 
the  beginning  of  a  splendid  career. 

To  a  certain  extent  this  attitude  was  a  tribute  to  the  youthful  spirit 
of  William  Vaughn  Moody,  to  his  vivacity,  energy,  and  cheerfulness. 
But  it  was  chiefly  a  new  illustration  of  the  fact  that  nowadays  poets 
flower  late  in  the  season.  Moody  was  forty-one  years  old  when  he  died 
—  and  there  was  a  time  when  the  poet  of  forty  was  considered  well 
past  the  meridian  of  his  genius.  Most  of  the  great  poets  established 
their  fame  before  they  were  thirty  years  old  —  Keats  and  Shelley  died 
at  twenty-five  and  twenty-nine  respectively.  But  nowadays  the  poet 
of  forty-five  is  still  called  young  and  the  poet  of  thirty  our  kind  critics 
consider  a  precocious  infant. 

As  a  matter  of  stern  fact,  it  is  doubtful  that  American  literature  has 
really  lost  much  by  Moody's  death.  He  wrote  (Gloucester  Moors) 
and  the  (Ode  in  Time  of  Hesitation)  and  (The  Faith  Healer.)  The 
conscientious  student  of  his  work  cannot  escape  the  conviction  that  in 
these  he  gave  the  world  all  that  he  really  had  to  give.  Of  course  he 
would  have  written  more  —  nature  lyrics,  poems  on  political  and 
sociological  questions,  poetical  dramas  dealing  with  philosophical 
themes,  prose  plays  of  modern  American  life.  But  toward  the  end  of  his 
brief  life  his  work  was  not  gaining  in  force.  Readers  of  (The  Death  of 
Eve)  have  little  sorrow  over  the  poet's  failure  to  complete  this  play  — 
the  first  two  members  of  the  trilogy  which  it  was  to  conclude  are  nobly 
phrased,  but  they  are  so  cloudy  in  thought  and  weak  in  dramatic  con- 
struction that  they  do  their  author's  fame  little  service.  Prometheus, 
Pandora,  Deucalion,  Eve,  Cain,  Raphael,  and  Michael,  angels  and 
archangels,  thrones,  dominions,  and  powers  were  characters  too  mighty 
for  the  talent  of  this  poet,  who  could  handle  adequately  enough  a 
problem  of  contemporary  politics  or  draw  quaint  lessons  from  the  caged 
beasts  in  a  menagerie. 

Perhaps  the  coldness  which  annoys  some  readers  of  Moody's  poems, 
the  sense  of  aloofness  from  the  common  experience  of   mankind,  the 
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artificiality  which  mars  such  expressions  of  sympathy  for  humanity  as 
are  intended  in  (Gloucester  Moors,)  are  things  for  which  it  is  unjust 
to  blame  the  poet.  His  friend,  John  M.  Manly,  wrote  in  the  preface 
to  his  (Poems  and  Plays) :  ((He  was  an  epicure  of  life,  a  voluptuary  of 
the  whole  range  of  physical,  mental,  and  spiritual  perfections.))  But  in 
l^Ioody's  poetry  we  find  more  of  the  mind  than  of  the  heart;  we  feel  that 
we  are  in  the  presence  of  a  charming  and  cultured  personality,  but  we 
have  no  feeling  of  intimacy  with  the  writer. 

((Of  thine  own  tears  thy  song  must  tears  beget,))  wrote  Rossetti. 
((0  singer,  magic  mirror  hast  thou  none  save  thine  own  manifest  heart.)) 
And  a  greater  poet  than  Rossetti  exclaimed,  ((Ah,  must  (Designer  In- 
finite!) Thou  char  the  wood  ere  thou  canst  limn  with  it?))  A  similar 
thought  was  in  Horace's  mind  when  in  the  Ars  Poeiica  he  said,  ((if  you 
wish  me  to  weep  you  must  first  weep  yourself.)) 

Well,  few  tears  are  drawn  by  Moody's  poems,  nor  did  many  tears 
go  into  their  making.  His  wood  was  not  charred.  But  he  was  a 
conscientious  and  accomplished  artist,  doing  the  best  he  could  with  the 
powers  that  were  his.  His  work  is  thoughtful,  imaginative,  and  well- 
wrought,  his  (Great  Divide)  is  destined  to  periodic  revivals,  and  the 
best  of  his  lyrics  are  sure  of  a  place  in  the  anthologies. 

William  Vaughn  Moody  was  born  in  Spencer,  Indiana,  on  July  8th, 
1869.  He  was  the  son  of  a  prosperous  retired  steamboat  captain. 
In  187 1  the  family  moved  to  New  Albany,  on  the  Ohio  River.  The 
elder  Moody  died  in  1886.  William  Vaughn  Moody  went  to  Riverside 
Academy  and  entered  Harvard  in  1S89,  being  then  twenty  years  old. 
In  his  senior  year  he  went  abroad  with  a  wealthy  family  as  tutor  to  their 
son.  During  the  trip  he  made  a  walking  tour  of  the  Black  Forest  and 
Switzerland  with  a  party  of  friends,  including  Norman  Hapgood.  He 
also  spent  some  time  in  Greece  and  in  Italy. 

He  returned  to  Harvard  to  study  for  his  master's  degree  and  stayed 
on  as  instructor  in  English.  In  the  autumn  of  1895  he  went  to  the 
University  of  Chicago  as  instructor  in  English,  reaching  the  rank  of 
assistant  professor  before  his  departure  eight  years  later.  His  life  at 
the  University  of  Chicago  seems  to  have  been  rather  leisurely.  It  was 
varied  by  journeys  abroad  and  bicycle  tours  in  Illinois  and  Wisconsin. 
Swimming,  bicycling,  golf,  tennis,  walking,  and  mountain-climbing  are 
mentioned  by  Mr.  Manly  as  Moody's  favorite  sports,  and  it  is  not  to  be 
wondered  that  he  had  little  time  for  writing,  however  unexacting  his 
academic  duties  may  have  been. 

Although  his  connection  with  the  University  of  Chicago  did  not 
cease  until  later,  he  taught  no  classes  after  1902.  He  did,  however,  do 
a  certain  amount  of  work  academic  in  character,  editing  some  editions 
of  the  clas.sics  and  collaborating  with  his  friend  Robert  M.  Lovett  in  a 
(History  of  English  Literature.)  He  first  became  known  to  the  general 
public   by   the  successful  presentation  of  his  prose  play,    (The   Great 
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Divide.)  He  died  in  Colorado  Springs  on  the  seventeenth  of  Oc- 
tober, 1 910.  A  few  months  before  his  death  he  married  Miss  Harriet 
C.  Brainerd. 

It  is  interesting  to  trace  the  influences  in  Moody's  work.  He  was 
very  thoroughly  a  man  of  books,  and  some  critics  complain  that  there 
is  more  ink  than  blood  in  the  veins  of  the  people  of  whom  he  writes. 
Certainly  it  is  possible  to  find  traces  of  his  reading  on  nearly  every  page 
that  he  wrote.  The  lovely  fourth  stanza  of  (Gloucester  IMoors)  is 
Coleridge;  (Faded  Pictures)  is  Browning  at  his  worst;  and  (The  Da- 
guerreotype) is  a  deliberate  effort  to  imitate  the  irregular  ode-form  of 
Coventrj'-  Patmore.  And  of  course  (Heart's  Wildflower)  and  (A 
Dialogue  in  Purgatory,)  like  the  lyrics  in  (The  Masque  of  Judgment,) 
are  a  Chicago  version  of  Rossetti. 

In  his  prose  plays  we  find  Moody  writing  with  an  energy  which  he 
seldom  exhibited  in  his  poetry.  Not  in  Jerome  K.  Jerome's  (The 
Passing  of  the  Third  Floor  Back,)  not  in  Charles  Rann  Kennedy's  (The 
Servant  in  the  House, )  is  the  idea  of  the  beneiicent  effect  of  a  powerful 
and  virtuous  nature  more  plausibly  presented  than  in  (The  Faith 
Healer.)  And  Moody  obtained  his  effect  more  honestly  than  did 
Jerome  and  Kennedy;  his  faith-healer  is  merely  a  faith-healer  to  the 
end  of  the  play,  there  is  no  suggestion  that  he  is  more  than  human. 
In  many  respects  (The  Faith  Healer)  is  Moody's  most  important  work. 
There  is  more  poetry  in  its  prose  than  in  all  his  poetic  dramas  put 
together.  When  Alichaelis  makes  love  to  Rhoda  and  tells  the  story  of 
his  childhood  home,  when  Beeler  describes  the  picture  of  Pan  and  the 
Pilgrim,  and  when  Uncle  Abe  chants  his  prophecies  and  visions,  then 
there  is  real  poetry  —  poetry  not  unlike  some  of  the  best  passages  in 
Synge's  plays.  The  ((strange  mounting  sing-song))  of  Uncle  Abe's 
speech  evidently  was  the  inspiration  of  the  best  parts  of  ]\lr.  Ridgley 
Torrence's  (The  Rider  of  Dreams.) 

(The  Great  Divide)  has  been  magnificently  acted,  but  it  is  inferior 
in  every  respect  to  (The  Faith  Healer.)  Its  theme  —  the  contrast 
between  the  Puritan  spirit  which  Moody  considered  typical  of  the 
Eastern  States,  and  the  generous  paganism  which  he  thought  charac- 
teristically Western,  —  might  be,  and  probably  will  be,  the  basis  of  an 
important  play.  But  there  never  was  a  New  Englandcr  remotely 
resembling  Ruth  Jordan,  there  never  was  a  Westerner  remotely  re- 
sembling Stephen  Ghent.  Hero  and  heroine,  or  villain  and  villainess, 
or  whatever  they  are  supposed  to  be,  have  actuality,  it  is  true  —  the 
actuality  of  figures  seen  in  a  night-mare.  And  the  other  characters  in 
the  play  have  no  actuality  whatsoever.  And  the  author's  total  lack  of 
humor  never  injured  his  work  more  than  in  this  play.  It  is  painful  to 
see  situations  essentially  humorous  made  banal  and  dull  by  the  author's 
obtuseness.  If  only  the  idea  had  occurred  to  Bernard  Shaw  instead  of 
to  William  Vaughn  Moody! 
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Perhaps  one  reason  why  (The  Great  Divide,)  convincing  enough 
when  well  acted,  is  a  lamentable  thing  on  the  printed  page  is  because 
it  is  an  attempt  to  prove  a  theory.  Aloody  was  a  Puritan,  through  and 
through,  and  like  all  modern  literary  Puritans  he  was  desperately 
ashamed  of  his  Puritanism.  He  glorified  what  he  thought  to  be  the 
pagan  ideal,  and  in  (The  Great  Divide)  he  wanted  to  show  that  the 
large  acceptances  of  Ghent  were  nobler  than  the  austere  negations  of 
Ruth.  But  paganism  and  Puritanism  are  nothing  but  terms,  almost 
meaningless  from  much  repetition,  and  (The  Great  Divide)  is  a  play  of 
terms,  of  symbols,  of  lay  figures.  And  the  only  things  that  it  proves 
are  Moody's  total  inability  to  understand  paganism  and  his  reluctant 
but  inevitable  sympathy  with  Puritanism. 

It  was  his  Puritanism  that  made  Moody  try  to  stimulate  the  con- 
science of  his  land  by  means  of  (An  Ode  in  Time  of  Hesitation,)  his 
best  sustained  long  poem,  and  his  most  passionate  utterance.  It  was 
the  Puritan  who  wrote  (On  a  Soldier  Fallen  in  the  Philippines.)  It  was 
the  Puritan  who  wrote  (The  Brute.)  And  I  think  that  it  was  the 
Puritan  who  wrote  (Gloucester  Moors.)  A  pagan,  such  as  Moody 
desired  to  be,  would  not  have  worried  about  the  ((souls  distraught  in 
the  hold,))  nor  would  he  have  worried  over  the  fact  that  some  of  the 
crew  had  over-eaten.  Also,  a  pagan  would  have  enjoyed  the  loveliness 
of  the  wild  geranium  and  the  barberry  without  asking: 

((Who  has  given  to  me  this  sweet, 
And  given  my  brother  dust  to  eat? 
And  when  will  his  wage  come  in?)) 

These  things  are  manifestations  of  that  Puritan  characteristic 
known  as  ((the  New  England  conscience))  —  the  cause  in  recent  years  of 
many  rather  frantic  efforts  at  social  and  economic  and  philosophical 
readjustment.  Mr.  John  M.  Manly  says  that  (Gloucester  Moors)  is 
((a  favorite  poem  with  workers  in  the  slums,))  —  a  significant  and 
startling  observation. 

Moody's  Puritanism  gives  strength  to  many  of  his  poems,  but  in 
others  it  produces  strange  inconsistencies  and  evasions.  It  helped  him 
to  write  (The  Brute)  —  a  strong  and  sincere  poem.  But  it  caused  him 
to  fail  ridictilously  in  (A  Dialogue  in  Purgatory,)  in  (Good-Friday 
Night,)  and  in  (Song  Flower  and  Poppy.)  In  the  second  half  of  the 
last-named  poem  we  come  upon  the  root  of  the  matter  —  Moody's 
complete  failure  to  understand  any  religious  system,  any  philosophy  of 
life,  more  warm  and  comprehensive  than  his  own  Puritanism.  He 
rebelled  against  this  Puritanism,  yet  he  could  not  escape  it.  He  sought 
vaguely  after  paganism,  whereas  he  could  no  more  have  been  a  Bacchic 
reveller  than  he  could  have  been  a  Druid.  In  spite  of  his  reading  of 
early  French  and  Italian  romances,  he  failed  utterly  to  see  the  generous 
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glories  of  the  Middle  Ages,  when  all  that  was  noble  and  beautiful  in 
paganism  was  made  a  part  of  the  richest  civilization  the  world  has  yet 
known.  He  thought  of  intellectual  development  and  spiritual  freedom 
as  things  beginning  about  15 17  — and  naturally  this  hampered  him 
when  he  wrote  about  Michael,  Raphael,  Azaziel,  Eve,  Jubal,  and  Cain. 
A  longer  residence  in  Italy  might  have  given  him  a  more  liberal 
culture  and  a  spiritual  philosophy  generous  without  being  pagan,  pure 
without  being  Puritanical.  And  therefore  the  critics  who  said  that  a 
poet  of  promise  died  in  1910  may  have  told  the  truth.  A  broader 
culture  and  more  extensive  human  sympathies  would  have  enabled 
this  deft  artist  in  words  to  give  to  the  world  a  message  of  the  kind  it 
always  welcomes  —  to  express  beautifully  the  beauty  that  is  truth. 


The  Poems  which  follow  are  taken  from  the  volume  (The  Poems  and  Plays  of 
William  Vaughn  Moody.)     Copyright  by  Houghton  Miffin  Co.,  and  re- 
printed by  their  permission. 

GLOUCESTER  MOORS 

A  MILE  behind  is  Gloucester  town 
Where  the  fishing  fleets  put  in, 
A  mile  ahead  and  the  land  dips  down 
And  the  woods  and  farms  begin. 
Here,  where  the  moors  stretch  free 
In  the  high  blue  afternoon, 
Are  the  marching  sun  and  talking  sea 
And  the  racing  winds  that  wheel  and  flee 
On  the  flying  heels  of  June. 

Jill-o'er-the-ground  is  purple  blue, 

Blue  is  the  quaker-maid. 

The  wild  geranium  holds  its  dew 

Long  in  the  boulder's  shade. 

Wax-red  hangs  the  cup 

From  the  huckleberry  boughs, 

In  barberry  bells  the  gray  moths  sup, 

Or  where  the  choke-cherry  lifts  high  up 

Sweet  bowls  for  their  carouse. 

Over  the  shelf  of  the  sandy  cove 
Beach-peas  blossom  late. 
By  copse  and  cliff  the  swallows  rove 
Each  calling  to  his  mate. 
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Seaward  the  sea-gulls  go, 

And  the  land-birds  all  are  here; 

That  green-gold  flash  was  a  vireo, 

And  yonder  flame  where  the  marsh-flags  grow 

Was  a  scarlet  tanager. 

This  earth  is  not  the  steadfast  place 

We  landsmen  build  upon; 

From  deep  to  deep  she  varies  pace, 

And  while  she  comes  is  gone. 

Beneath  my  feet  I  feel 

Her  smooth  bulk  heave  and  dip; 

With  velvet  plunge  and  soft  upreel 

She  swings  and  steadies  to  her  keel 

Like  a  gallant,  gallant  ship. 

These  summer  clouds  she  sets  for  sail. 

The  sun  is  her  masthead  light, 

She  tows  the  moon  like  a  pinnace  frail 

Where  her  phosphor  wake  churns  bright. 

Now  hid,  now  looming  clear, 

On  the  face  of  the  dangerous  blue 

The  star  fleets  tack  and  wheel  and  veer, 

But  on,  but  on  does  the  old  earth  steer 

As  if  her  port  she  knew. 

God,  dear  God!     Does  she  know  her  port, 

Though  she  goes  so  far  about? 

Or  blind  astray,  docs  she  make  her  sport 

To  brazen  and  chance  it  out? 

I  watched  when  her  captains  passed: 

She  were  better  captainlcss. 

Men  in  the  cabin,  before  the  mast, 

But  some  were  reckless  and  some  aghast. 

And  come  sat  gorged  at  mess. 

By  her  battened  hatch  I  leaned  and  caught 

Sounds  from  the  noisome  hold, — 

Cursing  and  sighing  of  souls  distraught 

And  cries  too  sad  to  be  told. 

Then  I  strove  to  go  down  and  see; 

But  they  said,  «Thou  art  not  of  us!)) 

I  turned  to  those  on  the  deck  with  me 

And  cried,  ((Give  help!))     But  they  said,  ((Let  be: 

Our  ship  sails  faster  thus.)) 
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Jill-o'er-the-ground  is  purple  blue, 

Blue  is  the  quaker-maid, 

The  alder-clump  where  the  brook  comes  through 

Breeds  cresses  in  its  shade. 

To  be  out  of  the  mioiling  street 

With  its  swelter  and  its  sin! 

Who  has  given  to  me  this  sweet, 

And  given  my  brother  dust  to  eat? 

And  when  will  his  wage  come  in? 

Scattering  wide  or  blown  in  ranks, 

Yellow  and  white  and  brown. 

Boats  and  boats  from  the  fishing  banks 

Come  home  to  Gloucester  town. 

There  is  cash  to  purse  and  spend, 

There  are  wives  to  be  embraced, 

Hearts  to  borrow  and  hearts  to  lend. 

And  hearts  to  take  and  keep  to  the  end,  — 

0  little  sails,  make  haste! 

But  thou,  vast  outbound  ship  of  souls. 

What  harbor  town  for  thee? 

What  shapes,  when  thy  arriving  tolls, 

Shall  crowd  the  banks  to  see? 

Shall  all  the  happy  shipmates  then 

Stand  singing  brotherly? 

Or  shall  a  haggard  ruthless  few 

Warp  her  over  and  bring  her  to. 

While  the  many  broken  souls  of  men 

Fester  down  in  the  slaver's  pen. 

And  nothing  to  say  or  do? 


THE  BRUTE 

THROUGH  his  might  men  work  their  wills. 
They  have  bowled  out  the  hills 

For  food  to  keep  him  toiling  in  the  cages  they  have  wrought; 
And  they  fling  him,  hour  by  hour. 
Limbs  of  men  to  give  him  power; 

Brains  of  men  to  give  him  cunning;  and  for  dainties  to  devour 
Children's  souls,  the  little  worth;  hearts  of  women,  cheaply  bought: 
He  takes  them  and  he  breaks  them,  but  he  gives  them  scanty  thought. 
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For  about  the  noisy  land, 

Roaring,  quivering  'neath  his  hand 

His  thoughts  brood  fierce  and  sullen  or  laugh  in  lust  of  pride 

O'er  the  stubborn  things  that  he 

Breaks  to  dust  and  brings  to  be. 

Some  he  mightily  establishes,  some  flings  down  utterly. 

There  is  thunder  in  his  stride,  nothing  ancient  can  abide, 

When  he  hales  the  hills  together  and  bridles  up  the  tide. 

Quietude  and  loveliness, 

Holy  sights  that  heal  and  bless. 

They  are  scattered  and  abolished  where  his  iron  hoof  is  set; 

When  he  splashes  through  the  brae 

Silver  streams  are  choked  with  clay, 

When  he  snorts  the  bright  cliffs  crumble  and  the  woods  go  down  like  hay; 

He  lairs  in  pleasant  cities,  and  the  haggard  people  fret 

Squalid  'mid  their  new-got  riches,  soot-begrimed  and  desolate. 

They  who  caught  and  bound  him  tight 

Laughed  exultant  at  his  might, 

Saying,  ((Now  behold,  the  good  time  comes  for  the  weariest  and  the 

least! 
We  will  use  this  lusty  knave: 
No  more  need  for  men  to  slave; 

We  may  rise  and  look  about  us  and  have  knowledge  ere  the  grave.)) 
But  the  Brute  said  in  his  breast,  «Till  the  mills  I  grind  have  ceased, 
The  riches  shall  be  dust  of  dust,  dry  ashes  be  the  feast! 

((On  the  strong  and  cunning  few 

Cynic  favors  I  will  strew; 

I  will  stuff  their  maw  with  overplus  until  their  spirit  dies; 

From  the  patient  and  the  low 

I  will  take  the  joys  they  know; 

They  shall  hunger  after  vanities  and  still  an-hungered  go. 

Madness  shall  be  on  the  people,  ghastly  jealousies  arise; 

Brother's  blood  shall  cry  on  brother  up  the  dead  and  empty  skies. 

((I  will  burn  and  dig  and  hack 

Till  the  heavens  suffer  lack; 

God  shall  feel  a  pleasure  fail  Him,  crying  to  his  cherubim, 

(Who  hath  flung  yon  mud-ball  there 

Where  my  world  went  green  and  fair?) 

I  shall  laugh  and  hug  me,  hearing  how  his  sentinels  declare 

'Tis  the  Brute  they  chained  to  lal>or!     He  has  made  the  bright  earth  dim. 

Store  of  wares  and  pelf  a  plenty,  but  they  got  no  good  of  him.)) 
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So  he  plotted  in  his  rage: 

So  he  deals  it,  age  by  age. 

But  even  as  he  roared  his  curse  a  still  small  Voice  befell; 

Lo,  a  still  and  pleasant  voice  bade  them  none  the  less  rejoice, 

For  the  Brute  must  bring  the  good  time  on;  he  has  not  other  choice. 

He  may  struggle,  sweat,  and  yell,  but  he  knows  exceeding  well 

He  must  work  them  out  salvation  ere  they  send  him  back  to  hell. 

All  the  desert  that  he  made 

He  must  treble  bless  with  shade, 

In  primal  wastes  set  precious  seed  of  rapture  and  of  pain; 

All  the  strongholds  that  he  built 

For  the  powers  of  greed  and  guilt  — 

He  must  strew  their  bastions  down  the  sea  and  choke  their  towers  with 

silt; 
He  must  make  the  temples  clean  for  the  gods  to  come  again, 
And  lift  the  lordly  cities  under  skies  without  a  stain. 

In  a  very  cunning  tether 

He  must  lead  the  tyrant  weather; 

He  must  loose  the  curse  of  Adam  from  the  worn  neck  of  the  race; 

He  must  cast  out  hate  and  fear, 

Dry  away  each  fruitless  tear. 

And  make  the  fruitful  tears  to  gush  from  the  deep  heart  and  clear. 

He  must  give  each  man  his  portion,  each  his  pride  and  worthy  place; 

He  must  batter  down  the  arrogant  and  lift  the  weary  face, 

On  each  vile  mouth  set  purity,  on  each  low  forehead  grace. 

Then,  perhaps,  at  the  last  day, 
They  will  whistle  him  away. 

Lay  a  hand  upon  his  muzzle  in  the  face  of  God,  and  say, 
((Honor,  Lord,  the  Thing  we  tamed! 
Let  him  not  be  scourged  or  blamed. 

Even  through  his  wrath  and  fierceness  was  thy  fierce  wroth  world  re- 
claimed! 
Honor  Thou  thy  servants'  servant;  let  thy  justice  now  be  shown.)) 
Then  the  Lord  will  heed  their  saying,  and  the  Brute  come  to  his  own, 
'Twixt  the  Lion  and  the  Eagle,  by  the  armpost  of  the  Throne. 
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THE  DAGUERREOTYPE 

bod  o<? 

THIS,  then,  is  she, 
My  mother  as  she  looked  at  seventeen,  '    - '.  n  ,c- 

When  she  first  met  my  father.      Young  incredibly,  '""'   •• 
Younger  than  spring,  without  the  faintest  trace 
Of  disappointment,  weariness,  or  tean 
Upon  the  childUke  earnestness  and  grace 
Of  the  waiting  face. 
These  close-wound  ropes  of  pearl 
(Or  common  beads  made  precious  by  their  use) 
Seem  heavy  for  so  slight  a  throat  to  wear;  •      ' 

But  the  low  bodice  leaves  the  shoulders  bare 
And  half  the  glad  swell  of  the  breast,  for  news 
That  now  the  woman  stirs  within  the  girl. 
And  yet. 

Even  so,  the  loops  and  globes 
Of  beaten  gold 
And  jet 

Hung,  in  the  stately  way  of  old, 
.  From  the  ears'  drooping  lobes 
On  festivals  and  Lord's-day  of  the  week. 
Show  all  too  matron-sober  for  the  cheek,  — 
Which,  now  I  look  again,  is  perfect  child, 
Or  no  —  or  no  —  'Tis  girlhood's  very  self. 
Molded  by  some  deep,  mischief-ridden  elf 
So  meek,  so  maiden  mild. 
But  startling  the  close  gazer  with  the  sense 
Of  passions  forest-shy  and  forest-wild, 
And  delicate  delirious  merriments.  '  f 

As  a' moth  beats  sidewise 

And  up  and  over,  and  tries 

To  skirt  the  irresistible  lure 

Of  the  flame  that  has  him  sure, 

My  spirit,  that  is  none  too  strong  to-day, 

Flutters  and  makes  delay,  —  '   ■ 

Pausing  to  wonder  on  the  perfect  lips. 

Lifting  to  muse  upon  the  low-drawn  hair 

And  each  hid  radiance  there. 

But  powerless  to  stem  the  tide-race  bright. 

The  vehement  peace  which  drifts  it  toward  the  light 

Where  soon  —  ah,  now,  with  cri*cs 

Of  Ki"iff  «T-nd  giving-up  unto  its  gain 

It  shrinks  no  longer  nor  denies, 
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But  dips 

Hurriedly  home  to  the  exquisite  heart  of  pain,  — 
And  all  is  well,  for  I  have  seen  them  plain, 
The  unforgettable,  the  unforgotten  eyes! 
Across  the  blinding  gush  of  these  good  tears 
They  shine  as  in  the  sweet  and  heavy  years 
When  by  her  bed  and  chair 
We  children  gathered  jealously  to  share 
The  sunlit  aura  breathing  myrrh  and  thyme, 
Where  the  sore-stricken  body  made  a  clime 
Gentler  than  May  and  pleasanter  than  rhyme, 
Holier  and  more  mystical  than  prayer. 

God,  how  thy  ways  are  strange! 

That  this  should  be,  even  this, 

The  patient  head 

Which  suffered  years  ago  the  dreary  change! 

That  these  so  dewy  lips  should  be  the  same 

As  those  I  stooped  to  kiss 

And  heard  my  harrowing  half-spoken  name, 

A  little  ere  the  one  who  bowed  above  her. 

Our  father  and  her  very  constant  lover, 

Rose  stoical,  and  we  knew  that  she  was  dead. 

Then  I,  who  could  not  understand  or  share 

His  antique  nobleness, 

Being  unapt  to  bear 

The  insults  which  time  flings  us  for  our  proof. 

Fled  from  the  horrible  roof 

Into  the  alien  sunshine  merciless, 

The  shrill  satiric  fields  ghastly  with  day, 

Raging  to  front  God  in  his  pride  of  sway 

And  hurl  across  the  lifted  swords  of  fate 

That  ringed  him  where  he  sat 

My  puny  gage  of  scorn  and  desolate  hate 

Which  somehow  should  undo  Him,  after  all! 

That  this  girl  face,  expectant,  virginal, 

Which  gazes  out  at  me 

Boon  as  a  sweetheart,  as  if  nothing  loth 

(Save  for  the  eyes,  with  other  presage  stored) 

To  pledge  me  troth, 

And  in  the  kingdom  where  the  heart  is  lord 

Take  sail  on  the  terrible  gladness  of  the  deep" 

Whose  winds  the  gray  Norns  keep,  — 

That  this  should  be  indeed        w  o,>j...i.  ..:.. 

The  flesh  which  caught  my  soul,  a  flying  seed, 
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Out  of  the  to  and  fro 

Of  scattering  hands  where  the  seedsman  Mage, 

Stooping  from  star  to  star  and  age  to  age 

Sings  as  he  sows! 

That  underneath  this  breast 

Nine  moons  I  fed 

Deep  of  divine  unrest, 

While  over  and  over  in  the  dark  she  said, 

((Blessed!  but  not  as  happier  children  blessed))  — 

That  this  should  be 

Even  she  .  .  . 

God,  how  with  time  and  change 

Thou  makest  thy  footsteps  strange! 

Ah,  now  I  know 

They  play  upon  me,  and  it  is  not  so. 

Why,  'tis  a  girl  I  never  saw  before, 

A  little  thing  to  flatter  and  make  weep, 

To  tease  until  her  heart  is  sore, 

Then  kiss  and  clear  the  score; 

A  gypsy  run-the-fields, 

A  little  liberal  daughter  of  the  earth. 

Good  for  what  hour  of  truancy  and  mirth 

The  careless  season  yields 

Hither-side  the  flood  of  the  year  and  yonder  of  the  neap; 

Then  thank  you,  thanks  again,  and  twenty  light  good-byes. - 

O  shrined  above  the  skies, 

Frown  not,  clear  brow. 

Darken  not,  holy  eyes! 

Thou  knowest  well  I  know  that  it  is  thou! 

Only  to  save  me  from  such  memories 

As  would  unman  me  quite, 

Here  in  this  web  of  strangeness  caught 

And  prey  to  troubled  thought 

Do  I  devise 

These  foolish  shifts  and  slight; 

Only  to  shield  me  from  the  afflicting  sense 

Of  some  waste  influence 

Which  from  this  morning  face  and  lustrous  hair 

Breathes  on  me  sudden  ruin  and  despair. 

In  any  other  guise. 

With  any  but  this  girlish  depth  of  gaze. 

Your  coming  had  not  so  unsealed  and  poured 

The  dusty  amphoras  where  I  had  stored 

The  drippings  of  the  winepress  of  my  days. 
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I  think  these  eyes  foresee, 

Now  in  their  unawakened  virgin  time, 

Their  mother's  pride  in  me, 

And  dream  even  now,  unconsciously, 

Upon  each  soaring  peak  and  sky-hung  lea 

You  pictured  I  should  climb. 

Broken  premonitions  come, 

Shakes,  gestures  visionary, 

Not  as  once  to  maiden  Mary 

The  manifest  angel  with  fresh  lilies  came 

Intelligibly  calling  her  by  name; 

But  vanishingly,  dumb, 

Thwarted  and  bright  and  wild. 

As  heralding  a  sin-defiled. 

Earth-encumbered,  blood-begotten,  passionate  man-child, 

Who  yet  should  be  a  trump  of  mighty  call 

Blown  in  the  gates  of  evil  kings 

To  make  them  fall; 

Who  yet  should  be  a  sword  of  flame  before 

The  soul's  inviolate  door 

To  beat  away  the  clang  of  hellish  wings; 

Who  yet  should  be  a  lyre 

Of  high  unquenchable  desire 

In  the  day  of  little  things.  — 

Look  where  the  amphoras. 

The  yield  of  many  days. 

Trod  by  my  hot  soul  from  the  pulp  of  self 

And  set  upon  the  shelf 

In  sullen  pride 

The  Vineyard-master's  tasting  to  abide  — 

0  mother  mine! 

Are  these  the  bringings-in,  the  doings  fine. 

Of  him  you  used  to  praise? 

Emptied  and  overthrown 

The  jars  lie  strewn. 

These,  for  their  flavor  duly  nursed. 

Drip  from  the  stopples  vinegar  accursed; 

These,  I  thought  honeyed  to  the  very  seal, 

Dry,  dry,  —  a  little  acid  meal, 

A  pinch  of  moldy  dust. 

Sole  leavings  of  the  amber-mantling  must; 

These,  rude  to  look  upon, 

But  flasking  up  the  liquor  dearest  won. 

Through  sacred  hours  and  hard, 
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With  watching  and  with  wrestlings  and  with  grief, 

Even  of  these,  of  these  in  chief,  .'1 

The  stale  breath  sickens,  reeking  from  the  shard.  ;:.'J'T 

Nothing  is  left.     Ay,  how  much  less  than  aught!  --''^A 

What  shall  be  said  or  thought 

Of  the  slack  hours  and  waste  imaginings. 

The  cynic  rending  of  the  wings. 

Known  to  that  froward,  that  unreckoning  heart 

Whereof  this  brewage  was  the  precious  part, 

Treasured  and  set  away  with  furtive  boast? 

O  dear  and  cruel  ghost, 

Be  merciful,  be  just! 

See,  I  was  yours  and  I  am  in  the  dust. 

Then  look  not  so,  as  if  all  things  Were  well! 

Take  your  eyes  from  me,  leave  me  to  my  shame, 

Or  else,  if  gaze  they  must, 

Steel  them  with  judgment,  darken  them  with  blame'; 

But  by  the  ways  of  light  ineffable 

You  bade  me  go  and  I  have  faltered  from, 

By  the  low  waters  moaning  out  of  hell 

Whereto  my  feet  have  come 

Lay  not  on  me  these  intolerable 

Looks  of  rejoicing  love,  of  pride,  of  happy  trust! 

Nothing  dismayed? 

By  all  I  say  and  all  I  hint  not  made 

Afraid? 

O  then,  stay  by  me!     Let  .  ..' 

These  eyes  afflict  me,  cleanse  me,  keep  me  yet 

Brave  eyes  and  true! 

See  how  the  shriveled  heart,  that  long  has  lain 

Dead  to  delight  and  pain,  ^-^ 

Stirs,  and  begins  again 

To  utter  pleasant  life,  as  if  it  knew 

The  wintry  days  were  through; 

As  if  in  its  awakening  boughs  it  heard 

The  quick,  sweet-spoken  bird. 

Strong  eyes  and  brave, 

Inexorable  to  save! 
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ON  A  SOLDIER  FALLEN  IN  THE  PHILIPPINES 

STREETS  of  the  roaring  town, 
Hush  for  him,  hush,  be  still! 
He  comes,  who  was  stricken  down 
Doing  the  word  of  our  will. 
Hush!     Let  him  have  his  state, 
Give  him  his  soldier's  crown. 
The  grists  of  trade  can  wait 
Their  grinding  at  the  mill, 
But  he  cannot  wait  for  his   honor,   now  the  trumpet  has  been  blown; 
Wreathe  pride  now  for  his  granite  brow,  lay  love  on  his  breast  of  stone. 

Toll!     Let  the  great  bells  toll 

Till  the  clashing  air  is  dim. 

Did  we  wrong  this  parted  soul? 

We  will  make  it  up  to  him. 

Toll!      Let  him  never  guess 

What  work  we  set  him  to. 

Laurel,  Laurel,  yes; 

He  did  what  we  bade  him  do. 
Praise,  and  never  a  whispered  hint  but  the  fight  he  fought  was  good; 
Never  a  word  that  the  blood  on  his  sword  was  his  country's  own  heart's 

blood. 

A  flag  for  the  soldier's  bier 

Who  dies  that  his  land  may  live; 

O,  banners,  banners  here. 

That  he  doubt  not  nor  misgive! 

That  he  heed  not  from  the  tomb 

The  evil  days  draw  near 

When  the  nation,  robed  in  gloom, 

With  its  faithless  past  shall  strive. 
Let  him  never  dream  that  his  bullet's  scream  went  wide  of  its  island  mark, 
Home  to  the  heart  of  his  darling  land  where  she  stumbled  and  sinned 

in  the  dark. 
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RAPHAEL'S  SONG 
From  Scene  I,  Act  I,  of  (The  Masque  of  Judgment.) 

THE  late  moon  would  not  stay, 
The  stars  grow  far  and  few; 
Into  her  house  of  day 
Hung  with  Sidonian  blue 
Stealeth  the  earth,  as  a  maenad  girl 
Steals  to  her  home  when  the  orgies  are  o'er 
That  startled  the  glens  and  the  sleeping  shore, 
And  up  from  the  passionate  deeps  of  night 
Into  the  shallows  and  straits  of  light 
Softly  the  forests  whirl. 

Laugh,  earth!     For  thy  feigning-face  is  wise; 
There  is  naught  so  clear  as  thy  morning  eyes; 
And  the  sun  thy  lord  is  an  easy  lord! 
What  should  they  be  to  him, — 
Thine  hours  of  dance  in  the  woodland  dim. 
The  brandished  torch  and  the  shouted  word, 
The  flight,  the  struggle,  the  honeyed-swoon 
'Neath  the  wild,  wild  lips  of  the  moon? 
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GEORGE  MOORE 

(1853-) 

BY   HARRY    MORGAN   AYRES 

|i;hen  George  Moore  was  a  little  boy  in  Dublin  he  one  day  broke 
away  from  his  nurse,  stripped  off  his  clothes,  and  ran  naked 
about  Stephen's  Green,  with  the  object,  as  he  explained,  of 
enjoying  the  helpless  consternation  of  the  nurse.  It  is  tempting  to  see  in 
this  episode  a  symbol  and  a  portent  of  the  later  Moore.  But  it  would  pro- 
bably be  wrong  to  do  so,  unless  it  could  be  made  to  appear  that  he  was 
only  very  secondarily  interested  in  the  sensations  of  the  nurse,  represent- 
ing for  the  moment  the  public,  and  wholly  and  delightfully  concerned 
with  the  sensations  of  his  own  slender  body  cleaving  the  cool  air,  and  the 
picture  of  his  gleaming  little  self  against  a  vaguely  agitated  but  attentive 
background.  His  whole  concern  in  the  incident,  if  on  this  occasion  the 
child  really  was  father  of  the  later  man,  was  artistic;  the  nurse  was 
necessary  to  him  in  contriving  an  effect,  but  she  and  her  emotions  were 
no  ends  in  themselves.  There  have  been  few  men  who  have  so  wholly 
identified  themselves  with  art,  without  any  of  the  reserves  or  the  re- 
straints which  a  lesser,  or  a  greater,  man  would  insist  upon.  In  his 
life,  he  is  not,  like  a  lesser  man,  posing;  he  is  composing;  but  he  is  not, 
like  a  greater  man,  transmuting  crude  experience  into  a  new  and  higher 
reality;  he  is,  for  the  most  part,  merely  improvising.  Few  men  have 
tasked  themselves  more  severely  than  he  to  perfect  their  gift  for  writing. 
Whistler,  he  says,  once  remarked  to  him,  ((Nothing,  I  suppose,  matters 
to  you  except  your  writing.))  It  frightened  him  a  little  to  think  it  quite 
possibly  true  that  family,  friends,  painting,  music,  convictions,  and  the 
precious  privacies  of  life  existed  for  him  as  only  so  much  copy.  But 
what  is  a  man  to  do  in  whom,  as  he  says,  writing  is  inveterate?  He  must 
have  something  on  which  to  spend  his  prodigious  talent.  Writing  is  his 
business;  he  has  authority  to  be  about  it.  If  he  breaks  into  your  house 
it  is  not  the  random  personal  enterprise  of  a  burglar;  it  is  a  domiciliary 
visitation  for  which  he  has  a  duly  executed  search-warrant.  Je  prens 
mon  bien  oil  je  le  trouve,  he  says,  and  he  takes  it  because  in  spite  of  every- 
thing it  really  is  his,  or  what  amounts  to  the  same  thing,  art's. 

IMoore  was  born  an  Irishman,  but  his  father's  political  career  trans- 
ferred the  family  from  the  feudal  life  of  !Moore  Hall  in  County  Mayo 
to  London,  and  Moo^e  grew  up  an  Englishman.  In  the  late  seventies, 
a  young  man  with  yellow  hair,  champagne-bottle  shoulders,  and  female 
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hands,  together  with  a  competence  left  hitn  at  the  death  of  his  father, 
he  betook  himself  to  Paris  to  study  painting.  The  story  of  these  years 
may  be  read  in  (Confessions  of  a  Young  Alan)  (1888)  and  more  retro- 
spectively in  the  opening  pages  of  (Vale)  (1914).  In  the  end  it  became 
plain  that  though  he  might  find  a  great  deal  to  say  about  painting  — 
his  volume  of  papers  called  ( IModern  Painting)  (1893)  gives  the  measure 
of  that  —  a  painter  he  was  not  to  be.  Two  volumes  of  poems,  written 
with  the  best  will  in  the  world  to  be  devilish,  (Flowers  of  Passion) 
(1878)  and  (Pagan  Poems)  (1881),  represent  the  first  attempts  of  the 
young  artist  to  find  a  new  medium  for  the  expression  of  those  sensations 
with  which  the  act  of  living  so  violently  affected  him. 

Poetry,  however,  was  not  the  destined  means.  His  long  career  as  a 
writer  of  prose,  in  the  course  of  which  he  has  grown  so  enamored  of  the 
texture  and  rustle  of  his  style  that  he  is  now  ready  to  take  the  trouble 
of  rewriting  them  in  order  to  reclothe  his  early  works  in  the  latest  fashion, 
began  with  (A  Modern  Lover)  (1883)  3.nd  (A  IMummer's  Wife)  (1884). 
The  latter  is  the  story  of  the  sentimental  wife  of  a  shopkeeper,  who 
drifts  from  her  slender  moorings  in  the  wake  of  the  good-natured,  sensual, 
and  efficient  actor-manager,  follows  his  fortunes  as  his  wife,  herself  a 
player  in  a  small  way,  and  finally,  for  no  reason  but  a  vague  boredom 
and  to  the  complete  puzzlement  of  her  kindly  intentioned  husband, 
drinks  herself  to  death.  This  novel  looks  definitely  forward  to  the 
larger  measure  of  success  which  he  attained,  after  (A  Drama  in  Muslin) 
(1886)  and  (Spring  Days)  (1888),  in  (Esther  Waters)  (1894).  Here, 
against  a  background  of  racing  (his  father  had  kept  a  stable),  he  succeeds 
in  making  of  absorbing  interest  the  simple  annals  of  a  servant-girl.  It 
was  the  Englishman  in  him,  as  he  says,  that  wrote  this  book.  Beyond 
question  it  is  among  all  his  books  the  one  that  most  people  will  longest 
care  to  read.  In  it  he  sets  himself  no  problem  to  work  out,  as  in  imitation 
of  his  continental  masters  he  had  done  in  certain  of  his  earlier  works; 
he  is  not  furnishing  a  portrait  gallery,  as  in  (Celibates)  (1895);  he 
confuses  his  story  with  no  flummery  of  a^stheticism,  which  quite  destroys 
the  outlines  of  (Evelyn  Innes)  (1898)  and  its  languid  sequel,  (Sister 
Theresa)  (1901);  he  is  not  yet  obsessed  with  Ireland  and  the  incom- 
patability,  since  the  Reformation,  of  Catholicism  and  art,  though  he  had 
vented  a  little  spleen  in  (Parnell  and  his  Island)  (1887);  and  for  the 
moment  he  forgets  himself,  while  he  tells  a  sound  story  in  the  best  tradi- 
tion of  the  English  novel. 

Aloore,  however,  was  not  content  to  remain  an  Englishman.  Art 
seemed  to  have  in  the  Empire  no  place,  the  mintage  of  the  language  was 
worn  by  much  handling;  art,  which  never  revisits  last  year's  nests,  was 
to  V^e  found  in  small  countries  and  in  uncheapencd  languages.  The  out- 
break of  the  Boer  War  alienated  him  still  more  from  England,  and 
Ireland  seemed  to  offer  the  untilled  field  which  would  yield  the  artistic 
harvest.      Dublin,  the  Gaelic  League,  the  National  theatre,  his  cousin 
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Edward  Martyn,  Yeats,  Lady  Gregory,  ((^,)>  and  John  Eglinton  offered  a 
splendid  background;  and  not  naked  this  time  but  with  all  his  household 
goods  —  including  his  modern  paintings  —  he  rushed  among  them. 
Nakedness  is,  however,  characteristic  of  the  remarkable  trilogy  ( Hail 
and  Farewell)  —  (Ave)  (1911),  (Salve)  (1912),  and  (Vale)  (1914)  — 
which  tells  the  story  of  his  ten-year  Irish  Odyssey.  It  is  a  story  of  the 
disillusioned  messiah,  a  theme  to  which  he  returns  in  what  he  announces 
as  his  last  book,  (The  Brook  Kerith)  (1916).  In  the  interests  of  the 
Irish  dramatic  revival  he  labored,  collaborating  with  Yeats  in  ( Dermuid 
and  Grania, )  and  shamelessly  remaking  Edward  Martyn's  play,  which 
appeared  as  (The  Bending  of  the  Bough)  (1900),  into  the  likeness  of  his 
own  earlier  play,  (The  Strike  at  Arlingford)  (1893).  In  the  interests  of 
the  Gaelic  League  he  labored,  writing  the  stories  published  as  ( The 
Untilled  Field)  (1903)  that  they  might  be  turned  into  Irish  and  form 
the  nucleus  of  a  native  literature  which  should  induce  folk  to  undergo 
the  rigors  of  learning  the  language.  In  the  end,  however,  he  reached  the 
conviction — it  is  all  told  in  (Salve)  — that  it  was  futile  to  attempt 
the  artistic  regeneration  of  Ireland  so  long  as  the  Catholic  church  was 
there  to  make  art  an  impossibility. 

Such,  at  any  rate,  is  his  version,  though  perhaps  the  whole  story 
has  not  yet  been  told;  in  any  case,  he  abjured  a  Catholicism  which  he 
never  professed  and,  publicly  announcing  himself  a  Protestant,  departed 
by  way  of  England  on  a  pilgrimage  to  the  Holy  Land.  Such  a  summary, 
however,  gives  no  notion  of  this  amazing  trilogy.  The  exhaustless 
and  delighted  malice  with  which  he  holds  up  to  us  the  actors  in  the 
literary  movement  whose  historian  he  is  must  be  somewhat  sourly 
relished,  if  they  allow  therrfselves  to  read  the  books,  by  his  ((dear  Ed- 
ward,)) his  Gill  with  Henri  qiiatre  beard,  and  his  Douglas  Hyde.  His 
hero-worship  can  be  hardly  more  palatable  to  the  reluctant  (C/E.))  But 
Moore  makes  literary  history  more  interesting  than  fiction;  and  as  an 
experiment  in  its  kind,  unique  at  any  rate  in  England,  his  trilogy  will 
in  no  future,  however  distant,  be  wholly  neglected. 

No  amount  of  mere  reading  in  his  books  will  qualify  one  to  predict 
what  Mr.  IMoore  will  do  next.  But  on  that  basis  alone  one  may  easily 
imagine  what  it  will  be.  When  he  has  done  with  the  task  of  revising 
the  novels  of  his  youth,  when  he  has  surveyed  the  world  afresh  and 
concluded  that  there  is  no  cause  in  which  as  a  messiah  he  is  at  all  likely 
to  succeed,  he  will  dedicate,  with  beautifully  appropriate  ritual,  an  altar 
((to  the  Unknown  Cause,))  and,  appointing  himself  perpetual  high- 
priest  thereof,  proceed  to  write  a  most  entertaining  book  about  it. 
And  when  the  account  is  made  up  and  there  are  no  more  books  to  write, 
he  can  close  his  eyes  and  with  perfect  truth  murmur  in  the  French  he 
loves,  ((/e  nc  me  suis  pas  trompe  de  mon  metier.)) 
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FROM  (ESTHER  WATERS.) 
ESTHER   AT   SERVICE 

A  SLOPING  roof  formed  one  end  of  the  room,  and  through  a  broad, 
single  pane  the  early  sunlight  fell  across  a  wall  papered  with 
blue  and  white  flowers.  Print  dresses  hung  over  the  door. 
On  the  wall  were  two  pictures  —  a  girl  with  a  basket  of  flowers,  the 
colored  supplement  of  an  illustrated  newspaper,  and  an  old  and  di- 
lapidated last-century  print.  On  the  chimney-piece  there  were 
photographs  of  the  Gale  family  in  Sunday  clothes,  and  the  green 
vases  that  Sarah  had  given  Margaret  on  her  birthday. 

In  a  low,  narrow  iron  bed,  pushed  close  against  the  wall  in  the  full 
glare  of  the  sunlight,  Esther  lay  staring  half  awake,  her  eyes  open 
but  still  dim  with  dreams.  She  looked  at  the  clock.  It  was  not 
yet  time  to  get  up,  and  she  raised  her  arms  as  if  to  cross  them  behind 
her  head,  but  a  sudden  remembrance  of  yesterday  arrested  the  move- 
ment, and  a  sudden  shadow  settled  on  her  face.  She  had  refused  to 
prepare  the  vegetables.  She  hadn't  answered,  and  the  cook  had 
turned  her  out  of  the  kitchen.  She  had  rushed  from  the  house  under 
the  momentary  sway  of  hope  that  she  might  succeed  in  walking  back 
to  London.  But  William  had  overtaken  her  in  the  avenue,  he  had 
expostulated  with  her,  he  had  refused  to  allow  her  to  pass.  She  had 
striven  to  tear  herself  from  him,  and,  failing,  had  burst  into  tears. 
William  had  been  very  kind,  and  at  last  she  had  allowed  him  to  lead 
her  back,  and  all  the  time  h^  had  filled  her  ears  with  assurances  that 
he  would  make  it  right  with  his  mother.  But  Mrs.  Latch  had  closed 
her  kitchen  against  her,  and  she  had  had  to  go  to  her  room.  Even 
if  they  paid  her  fare  back  to  London,  how  was  she  to  face  her  mother? 
What  would  father  say?  He  would  drive  her  from  the  house.  But 
she  had  done  nothing  wrong.  .  .  .     Why  did  cook  insult  her? 

As  she  pulled  on  her  stockings  she  stopped  and  wondered  if  she 
should  awake  Margaret  Gale.  Margaret's  bed  stood  in  the  blonde 
shadow  of  the  obliquely  falling  wall.  She  lay  in  a  heavy  attitude, 
one  arm  thrown  forward,  her  short,  square  face  raised  to  the  light. 
Margaret  slept  so  deeply  that  for  a  moment  Esther  felt  afraid.  Sud- 
denly the  eyes  opened,  and  Margaret  looked  at  her  vaguely,  as  if 
out  of  eternity.     Raising  her  hands  to  her  eyes,  she  said: 

((What  time  is  it.'')) 

((It  has  just  gone  six.)) 

((Then  there's  plenty  of  time,  we  needn't  be  down  before  seven. 
You  get  on  with  your  dressing,  there's  no  use  my  getting  up  till  you 
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are  done  —  we'd  be  tumbling  over  each  other.  This  is  no  room  to 
put  two  girls  to  sleep  in  —  one  glass  not  much  bigger  than  your 
hand.  You'll  have  to  get  your  box  under  your  bed.  ...  In  my 
last  place  I  had  a  beautiful  room  with  a  Brussels  carpet  and  a  marble 
wash-handstand.  I  wouldn't  stay  here  three  days  if  it  weren't  —  » 
The  girl  laughed  and  turned  lazily  over. 

Esther  did  not  answer. 

((Now,  isn't  it  a  grubby  little  room  to  put  two  girls  to  sleep  in? 
What  was  your  last  place  like  ? » 

Esther  answered  that  she  had  hardly  been  in  service  before. 
Margaret  was  too  much  engrossed  in  her  own  thoughts  to  notice  the 
curtness  of  the  answer. 

((There's  only  one  thing  to  be  said  for  Woodview,  and  that  is  the 
eating;  we  have  everything  we  want,  and  we'd  have  more  than  we 
want  if  it  weren't  for  the  old  cook,  she  must  have  her  little  bit  out 
of  everything,  and  she  cuts  us  short  in  our  bacon  in  the  morning. 
But  that  reminds  me!  You  have  set  the  cook  against  you;  you'll 
have  to  bring  her  over  to  your  side  if  you  want  to  remain  here.)) 

((Why  should  I  be  asked  to  wash  up  the  moment  I  came  in  the 
house,  before  even  I  had  time  to  change  my  dress?)) 

((It  was  rather  hard  on  you.  She  always  gets  as  much  as  she  can 
out  of  her  kitchen-maid.  But  last  night  she  was  pressed,  there  was 
company  to  dinner.  I'd  have  lent  you  an  apron,  and  the  dress  you 
had  on  wasn't  of  much  account.)) 

((It  isn't  because  a  girl  is  poor )> 

((Oh,  I  didn't  mean  that;  I  know  well  enough  what  it  is  to  be  hard 
up.))  Margaret  clasped  her  stays  across  her  plump  figure  and  walked 
to  the  door  for  her  dress.  She  was  a  pretty  girl,  with  a  snub  nose 
and  large,  clear  eyes.  Her  hair  was  lighter  in  tone  than  Esther's, 
and  she  had  brushed  it  from  her  forehead  so  as  to  obviate  the  defect 
of  her  face,  which  was  too  short. 

Esther  was  on  her  knees,  saying  her  prayers,  when  Margaret 
turned  to  the  light  to  button  her  boots. 

((Well  I  never ! ))  she  exclaimed,    a  Do  you  think  prayers  do  any  good  ? » 

Esther  looked  up  angrily. 

((I  don't  want  to  say  anything  against  sajdng  prayers,  but  I  wouldn't 
before  the  others  if  I  was  you  —  they'll  chaff  dreadful,  and  call  you 
Creeping  J )) 

((Oh,  Margaret,  I  hope  they  won't  do  anything  so  wicked.  But 
I'm  afraid  I  shall  not  be  long  here,  so  it  doesn't  matter  what  they 
think  of  me.y> 
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When  they  got  down-stairs  they  opened  the  windows  and  doors, 
and  Margaret  took  Esther  round,  showing  her  where  the  things  were 
kept,  and  telHng  her  for  how  many  she  must  lay  the  table.  The 
rashers  were  frying  when  a  number  of  boys  and  men  came  clattering 
up  the  passage.  They  cried  to  Esther  to  hurry  up,  declaring  that 
they  were  late.  Esther  did  not  know  who  they  were,  but  she  served 
them  as  best  she  might.  They  breakfasted  hastily  and  rushed  away 
to  the  stables.  They  had  not  been  long  gone  when  the  squire  and 
his  son  Arthur  appeared  in  the  yard.  The  Gaffer,  as  he  was  called, 
was  a  man  of  abolit  medium  height.  He  wore  breeches  and  gaiters, 
and  in  them  his  legs  seemed  grotesquely  thick.  His  son  was  a  narrow- 
chested,  under-sized  young  man,  absurdly  thin  and  hatchet-faced. 
He  was  also  in  breeches  and  gaiters,  and  to  his  boots  were  attached 
long-necked  spurs.  His  pale  yellow  hair  gave  him  a  somewhat  ludi- 
crous appearance.  But  he  seemed  quite  different  the  moment  he 
was  in  the  saddle.  He  rode  a  beautiful  chestnut  horse,  a  little  too 
thin,  so  Esther  thought.  The  ugly  little  boys  were  mounted  on 
horses  equally  thin.  The  squire  rode  a  strout  gray  cob,  and  he 
watched  the  chestnut,  and  was  also  interested  in  the  brown  horse  that 
walked  with  its  head  in  the  air,  pulling  at  the  smallest  of  all  the  boj's, 
a  little,  freckled,  red-headed  fellow. 

((That's  Silver  Braid,  the  brown  horse,  the  one  that  the  Demon 
is  riding;  the  chestnut  is  Bayleaf,  Ginger  is  riding  him;  he  won  the 
City  and  Suburban.  Oh,  we  did  have  a  fine  time  then,  for  we  all 
had  a  bit  on.  The  betting  was  twenty  to  one,  and  I  won  twelve  and 
sixpence.  Grover  won  thirty  shillings.  They  say  that  John  — 
that's  the  butler  —  won  a  little  fortune,  but  he  is  so  close  no  one 
knows  what  he  does.  .  .  ,  Cook  wouldn't  have  anything  on;  she 
says  that  betting  is  the  curse  of  servants  —  you  know  what  is  said, 
that  it  was  through  betting  that  Airs.  Latch's  husband  got  into  trouble. 
He  was  steward  here,  you  know,  in  the  late  squire's  time.)) 

Then  Margaret  told  all  she  had  heard  on  the  subject.  The  late 
Mr.  Latch  had  been  a  confidential  steward,  and  large  sums  of  money 
were  constantly  passing  through  his  hands  for  which  he  was  never 
asked  for  any  exact  account.  Contrary  to  all  expectation.  Marks- 
man was  beaten  for  the  Chester  Cup,  and  the  squire's  property  was 
placed  under  the  charge  of  a  receiver.  Under  the  new  management 
things  were  gone  into  more  closely,  and  it  was  then  discovered  that 
Mr.  Latch's  accounts  were  incapable  of  satisfactory  explanation. 
The  defeat  of  Marksman  had  hit  Mr.  Latch  as  hard  as  it  had  hit  the 
squire,  and  to  pay  his  debts  of  honor  he  had  to  take  from  the  money 
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placed  in  his  charge,  confidently  hoping  to  return  it  in  a  few  months. 
The  squire's  misfortunes  anticipated  the  realization  of  his  intentions, 
proceedings  were  threatened,  but  were  withdrawn  on  IMrs.  Latch 
coming  forward  with  all  her  savings  and  volunteering  to  forego  her 
wages  for  a  term  of  years.  Old  Latch  died  soon  after;  some  lucky 
bets  set  the  squire  on  his  legs  again,  the  matter  was  half  forgotten, 
and  in  the  next  generation  it  became  the  legend  of  the  Latch  family. 
So  it  was  to  others,  but  to  Mrs.  Latch  it  became  an  incurable  grief, 
and  to  remove  her  son  from  influences,  which,  in  her  opinion,  had 
caused  his  father's  death.  Airs.  Latch  had  alwa3-s  refused  Air.  Barfield's 
offers  to  do  something  for  "William.  Against  her  will  he  had  been 
taught  to  ride,  in  the  hope  of  his  becoming  a  jockey,  but  to  her  great 
joy  he  soon  grew  out  of  all  such  possibility.  She  had  then  placed  him 
in  an  office  in  Brighton.  But  the  young  man's  height  and  shape 
marked  him  out  for  livery,  and  Airs.  Latch  was  pained  when  Air. 
Barfield  proposed  it.  ((Why  cannot  they  leave  me  my  son?))  she 
cried,  for  it  seemed  to  her  that  in  that  hateful  cloth,  buttons,  and 
cockade,  he  would  be  no  more  her  son,  nor  could  she  entirely  forget 
what  the  Latches  had  been  long  ago. 

((I  believe  there's  going  to  be  a  trial  this  morning,))  said  Alargaret; 
((Silver  Braid  was  stripped  —  you  noticed  that  —  and  Ginger  always 
rides  in  the  trials.)) 

((I  don't  know  what  a  trial  is,))  said  Esther.  ((They  are  not  carriage- 
horses,  are  they?     They  look  too  slight.)) 

((Carriage-horses,  you  ninn}*!  Where  have  you  been  to  all  this 
while  —  can't  you  see  that  they  are  race-horses? )) 

Esther  hung  down  her  head  and  murmured  something  which 
Alargaret  didn't  catch. 

((To  tell  the  truth,  I  didn't  know  much  about  them  when  I  came, 
but  then  one  never  hears  anything  else  here.  And  that  reminds  me 
—  it  is  as  much  as  your  place  is  worth  to  breathe  one  syllable  about 
them  horses;  }-ou  must  know  nothing  when  you  are  asked.  That's 
what  Jim  Story  got  sacked  for  —  saying  in  the  Red  Lion  that  Valen- 
tine pulled  up  lame.  We  don't  know  how  it  came  to  the  Gaffer's 
ears.  I  believe  that  it  was  Air.  Leopold  that  told,  he  finds  out  every- 
thing. But  I  was  telling  you  how  I  learned  about  the  race-horses. 
It  was  from  Jim  Story  —  Jim  was  my  pal  —  Sarah  is  after  William, 
you  know,  the  fellow  who  brought  you  into  the  kitchen  last  night. 
Jim  could  never  talk  about  anything  but  the  'osses.  We'd  go  every 
night  and  sit  in  the  woodshed  —  that's  to  say  if  it  was  wet,  if  it  was 
fine,  we'd  walk  in  the  drive-way.     I'd  have  married  Jim,  I  know  I 
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should,  if  he  hadn't  been  sent  away.  That's  the  worst  of  being  a 
servant.  They  sent  Jim  away  just  as  if  he  was  a  dog.  It  was  wrong 
of  him  to  say  the  horse  pulled  up  lame,  I  admit  that,  but  they  needn't 
have  sent  him  away  as  they  did.)) 

Esther  did  not  listen  to  Margaret's  discursive  chatter.  She  was 
absorbed  in  the  consideration  of  her  own  perilous  position.  Would 
they  send  her  away  at  the  end  of  the  week,  or  that  very  afternoon? 
Would  they  give  her  a  week's  wages,  or  would  they  turn  her  out 
destitute  to  find  her  way  back  to  London  as  best  she  might?  What 
should  she  do  if  they  turned  her  out-of-doors  that  very  afternoon? 
Walk  back  to  London?  She  did  not  know  if  that  was  possible.  She 
did  not  know  how  far  she  had  come  —  a  long  distance,  no  doubt. 
She  had  seen  woods,  hills,  rivers,  and  towns  flying  past.  Never 
would  she  be  able  to  find  her  way  back  through  that  endless  country; 
besides,  she  could  not  carry  her  box  on  her  back.  .  .  .  What  was 
she  to  do?  Not  a  friend,  not  a  penny  in  the  world.  Oh,  why  did 
such  misfortune  fall  on  a  poor  little  girl  who  had  never  harmed  any- 
one in  the  world !  And  if  they  did  give  her  her  fare  back  —  what  then  ? 
Should  she  go  home  ?  ...  To  whom  ?  ...  To  her  mother  —  to 
her  poor  mother,  who  would  burst  into  tears,  who  would  say,  «0h, 
my  poor  darling,  I  don't  know  what  we  shall  do,  3'our  father  will 
never  consent  to  your  remaining  here.)) 

Mrs.  Latch  had  not  spoken  to  her  since  she  had  come  into  the 
kitchen.  It  seemed  to  Esther  that  she  had  looked  round  with  the 
air  of  one  anxious  to  discover  something  that  might  serve  as  a  pre- 
text for  blame.  She  had  told  Esther  to  make  haste  and  lay  the  table 
afresh.  Those  who  had  gone  were  the  stable  folk,  and  breakfast  had 
now  to  be  prepared  for  the  other  servants.  The  person  in  the  dark- 
green  dress  who  spoke  with  her  chin  in  the  air,  whose  nose  had  been 
pinched  to  purple  just  above  the  nostrils,  was  Miss  Grover,  the 
lady's-maid.  Grover  addressed  an  occasional  remark  to  Sarah 
Tucker,  a  tall  girl  with  a  thin,  freckled  face,  and  dark-red  hair.  The 
butler,  who  was  not  feeling  well,  did  not  appear  at  breakfast,  and 
Esther  was  sent  to  him  with  a  cup  of  tea. 

There  were  the  plates  to  wash  and  the  knives  to  clean,  and  wnen 
they  were  done  there  was  cabbage,  potatoes,  onions  to  prepare,  sauce- 
pans to  fill  with  water,  coal  to  fetch  for  the  fire.  She  worked 
steadily  without  flagging,  absorbed  in  her  work,  and  in  anticipation 
of  Mrs.  Barfield  who  would  come  down,  no  doubt,  about  ten  o'clock 
to  order  dinner.  It  was  now  past  nine.  The  race-horses  were 
coming    through    the    paddock    gate;     Margaret    called     to     Mr. 


GEORGE   MOORE  102701 

Randal,  a  little  man,  wizen,  with  a  face  sallow  with  frequent 
indigestions. 

((Well,  do  you  think  the  Gaffer's  satisfied?))  said  Margaret. 

John  made  no  articulate  reply,  but  he  muttered  something,  and 
his  manner  showed  that  he  strongly  deprecated  all  female  interest 
in  racing,  and  when  Sarah  and  Grover  came  running  down  the  pas- 
sage and  overwhelmed  him  with  questions,  crowding  round  him, 
asking  both  together  if  Silver  Braid  had  won  his  trial,  he  testily 
pushed  them  aside,  declaring  that  if  he  had  a  race-horse  he  would 
not  have  a  woman-servant  in  the  place.  ...  ((A  positive  curse, 
this  chatter,  chatter.  .  .  .  Won  his  trial,  indeed!  What  business 
had  a  lot  of  female  folk.  .  .  .))  The  rest  of  John's  sarcasm  was  lost 
in  his  shirt  collar  as  he  hurried  away  to  his  pantry,  closing  the  door 
after  him. 

((What  a  testy  little  man  he  is ! ))  said  Sarah ;  ((he  might  have  told 
us  which  won.  He  has  known  the  Gaffer  so  long  that  he  knows  the 
moment  he  looks  at  him  whether  the  gees  are  all  right.)) 

((One  can't  speak  to  a  chap  in  the  lane  that  he  doesn't  know  all 
about  it  next  day,))  said  Margaret.  «Peggy  hates  him;  you  know 
the  way  she  skulks  about  the  back  garden  and  up  the  'ill  so  that  she 
may  meet  young  Johnson  as  he  is  ridin'  home.)) 

((I'll  have  none  of  this  scandal-mongering  going  on  in  my  kitchen,)) 
said  Mrs.  Latch.  ((Do  you  see  that  girl  there?  She  can't  get  past 
to  her  scullery.)) 

Esther  would  have  managed  pretty  well  if  it  had  not  been  for 
the  dining-room  lunch.  Miss  Mary  was  expecting  some  friends  to 
play  tennis  with  her,  and,  besides  the  roast  chicken,  there  were  cote- 
lettes  a  la  Saubise  and  a  curry.  There  was  for  desert  a  jelly  and  a 
blanc-mange,  and  Esther  did  not  know  where  any  of  the  things  were, 
and  a  great  deal  of  time  was  wasted.  ((Don't  you  move;  I  might 
as  well  get  it  myself,))  said  the  old  woman.  Mr.  Randal,  too,  lost  his 
temper,  for  she  had  no  hot  plates  ready,  nor  could  she  distinguish 
between  those  that  were  to  go  to  the  dining-room  and  those  that 
were  to  go  to  the  servants'  hall.  She  understood,  however,  that  it 
would  not  be  wise  to  give  way  to  her  feeling,  and  that  the  only  way 
she  could  hope  to  retain  her  situation  was  by  doing  nothing  to  attract 
attention.  She  must  learn  to  control  that  temper  of  hers  —  she 
must  and  would.  And  it  was  in  this  frame  of  mind  and  this  determina- 
tion that  she  entered  the  servants'  hall. 

There  were  not  more  than  ten  or  eleven  at  dinner,  but  sitting  close 
together  they  seemed  more  ntmierous,  and  qtiite  half  the  number 
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of  faces  that  looked  up,  as  she  took  her  place  next  to  Margaret  Gale, 
were  unknown  to  her.  There  were  the  four  ugly  little  boys  whom 
she  had  seen  on  the  race-horses,  but  she  did  not  recognize  them  at 
tirst,  and  nearly  opposite,  sitting  next  to  the  lady's-maid,  was  a 
small,  sandy-haired  man  about  forty;  he  was  beginning  to  show 
signs  of  stoutness,  and  two  little  round  whiskers  grew  on  his  pallid 
cheeks.  Mr.  Randal  sat  at  the  end  of  the  table,  helping  the  pudding. 
He  addressed  the  sandy-haired  man  as  Mr.  Swindles,  but  Esther 
learned  afterward  his  real  name  was  Ward,  and  that  he  was  Mr. 
Barfield's  head-groom.  She  likewise  discovered  that  «the  Demon)) 
was  not  the  real  name  of  the  carroty-haired  little  boy,  and  she  looked 
at  him  in  amazement  when  he  whispered  in  her  ear  that  he  would 
dearly  love  a  real  go-in  at  that  pudding,  but  it  was  so  fattening  that 
he  didn't  even  dare  to  venture  on  more  than  a  couple  of  sniffs.  Seeing 
th£,t  the  girl  did  not  follow  him,  he  added,  by  way  of  explanation, 
((You  know  that  I  must  keep  under  the  six  stone,  and  at  times  it 
becomes  awful  'ard.)) 

Esther  thought  him  a  nice  little  fellow,  and  tried  to  persuade  him 
to  forego  his  resolution  not  to  touch  pudding,  until  Mr.  Swindles 
told  her  to  desist.  The  attention  of  the  whole  table  being  thus  drawn 
toward  the  boy,  Esther  was  still  further  surprised  at  the  admira- 
tion he  seemed  so  easily  to  command  and  the  important  position  he 
seemed  to  occupy,  notwithstanding  his  diminutive  stature,  whereas 
the  bigger  boys  were  treated  with  very  little  consideration.  The 
long-nosed  lad,  with  weak  eyes  and  sloping  shoulders,  who  sat  on 
the  other  side  of  the  table  on  Mr.  Swindles'  left,  was  everybody's 
laughing-stock,  especially  Air.  Swindles',  who  did  not  cease  to  poke 
fun  at  him.  Mr.  Swindles  was  now  telling  poor  Jim's  misadventures 
with  the  Gaffer. 

«But  why  do  you  call  him  Mr.  Leopold  when  his  name  is  Mr. 
Randal?))  Esther  ventured  to  inquire  of  the  Demon. 

((On  account  of  Leopold  Rothschild,))  said  the  Demon;  ((he's 
pretty  near  as  rich,  if  the  truth  was  known ;  .  .  .  won  a  pile  over  the 
City  and  Sub.     Pity  you  weren't  there;  might  have  had  a  bit  on.)) 

(d  have  never  seen  the  city,))  Esther  replied,  innocently. 

((Never  seen  the  City  and  Sub !  .  .  .  I  was  up,  had  a  lot  in  hand, 
so  I  came  away  from  my  'orses  the  moment  I  got  into  the  dip.  The 
Tinman  nearly  caught  me  on  the  post  —  came  with  a  terrific  rush ; 
he  is  just  hawful,  that  Tinman  is.  I  did  catch  it  from  the  Gaffer, 
...  he  did  give  it  me.)) 

The  plates  of  all  the  boys  except  the  Demon's  were  now  filled  with 
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beefsteak-pudding,  potatoes,  and  greens,  likewise  Esther's.  Mr. 
Leopold,  Mr.  Swindles,  the  house-maid,  and  the  cook  dined  off  the 
leg  of  mutton,  a  small  slice  of  which  was  sent  to  the  Demon.  «That 
for  a  dinner!))  and  as  he  took  up  his  knife  and  fork  and  cut  a  small 
piece  of  his  one  slice,  he  said,  «I  suppose  3-ou  never  had  to  reduce 
yourself  three  pounds;  girls  never  have.  I  do  run  to  flesh  so,  you 
wouldn't  believe  it.  If  I  don't  walk  to  Portslade  and  back  every 
second  day,  I  go  up  three  or  four  pounds.  Then  there  is  nothing  for 
it  but  the  physic,  and  that's  what  settles  me.     Can  you  take  physic?" 

«I  took  three  Beecham's  pills  once.)) 

«0h,  that's  nothing.     Can  you  take  castor-oil?)) ' 

Esther  looked  in  amazement  at  the  little  boy  at  her  side.  Swindles 
had  overheard  the  question  and  burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter.  Every- 
one wanted  to  know  what  the  joke  was,  and,  feeling  they  were  poking 
fun  at  her,  Esther  refused  to  answer. 

The  first  helpings  of  pudding  or  mutton  had  taken  the  edge  off 
their  appetites,  and  before  sending  their  plates  for  more  they  leaned 
over  the  table,  listening  and  laughing  open-mouthed.  It  was  a 
bare  room,  lighted  with  one  window,  against  which  Mrs.  Latch's 
austere  figure  appeared  in  the  dark-gray  silhouette.  The  window 
looked  on  one  of  the  little  back  courtg  and  tiled  ways  which  had  been 
built  at  the  back  of  the  house;  and  the  shadowed  northern  light 
softened  the  listening  faces  with  gray  tints. 

((You  know,))  said  Mr.  Swindles,  glancing  at  Jim  as  if  to  assure 
himself  that  the  boy  was  there  and  unable  to  escape  from  the  hooks 
of  his  sarcasm,  «how  fast  the  Gaffer  talks,  and  how  he  hates  to  be 
asked  to  repeat  his  words?  Knowing  this,  Jim  always  says,  (Yes, 
sir;  yes,  sir.)  (Now  do  you  quite  understand?)  says  the  Gaffer. 
(Yes,  sir;  yes,  sir,)  replies  Jim,  not  having  understood  one  word 
of  what  was  said;  but  relying  on  us  to  put  him  right.  (Now  what 
did  he  say  I  was  to  do?)  says  Jim,  the  moment  the  Gaffer  is  out  of 
hearing.  But  this  morning  we  were  on  ahead  and  the  Gaffer  had 
Jim  all  to  himself.  As  usual  he  says,  ( Now  do  you  quite  understand  ? ) 
and  as  usual  Jim  says,  (Yes  sir;  yes  sir.)  Suspecting  that  Jim  had 
not  understood,  I  said  when  he  joined  us,  (Now  if  ^'ou  are  not  sure 
what  he  said  you  had  better  go  back  and  ask  him, )  but  Jim  declared 
that  he  had  perfectly  understood.  (And  what  did  he  tell  you  to  do?) 
said  I.  (He  told  me,)  says  Jim,  (to  bring  the  colt  along  and  finish 
up  close  by  where  he  would  be  standing  at  the  end  of  the  track.) 
I  thought  it  rather  odd  to  send  Firefly  such  a  stiff  gallop  as  all  that, 
but  Jim  was  certain  that  he  had  heard  right.     And  off  they  went, 
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beginning  the  other  side  of  South  wick  Hill.  I  saw  the  Gaffer  with 
his  arms  in  the  air,  and  don't  know  now  what  he  said.  Jim  will  tell 
you.  He  did  give  it  you,  didn't  he,  you  old  Wool-gatherer?))  said 
Mr.  Swindles,  slapping  the  boy  on  the  shoulder. 

((You  may  laugh  as  much  as  you  please,  but  I'm  sure  he  did  tell 
me  to  come  along  three-quarter  speed  after  passing  the  barn,))  replied 
Jim;  and  to  change  the  conversation  he  asked  Air.  Leopold  for  some 
more  pudding,  and  the  Demon's  hungry  eyes  watched  the  last  portion 
being  placed  on  the  Wool-gatherer's  plate.  Noticing  that  Esther 
drank  no  beer,  he  exclaimed: 

((Well,  I  never!  to  see  yer  eat  and  drink  one  would  think  that  it 
was  you  who  was  a- wasting  to  ride  the  crack  at  Goodwood.)) 

The  remark  was  received  with  laughter,  and,  excited  by  his  success, 
the  Demon  threw  his  arms  round  Esther,  and  seizing  her  hands,  said, 
((Now  yer  a  jest  beginning  to  get  through  yer  'osses,  and  when  you 
get  on  a  level  — ))  But  the  Demon,  in  his  hungry  merriment,  had 
bestowed  no  thought  of  finding  a  temper  in  such  a  staid  little  girl, 
and  a  sound  box  on  the  ear  threw  him  backward  into  his  seat,  sur- 
prised and  howling.  ((Yer  nasty  thing !»  he  blubbered  out.  ((Couldn't 
you  see  it  was  only  a  joke?))  But  passion  was  hot  in  Esther.  She 
had  understood  no  word  that  had  been  said  since  she  had  sat  down 
to  dinner,  and,  conscious  of  her  poverty  and  her  ignorance,  imagined 
easily  that  a  great  deal  of  the  Demon's  conversation  had  been  directed 
against  her ;  and,  choking  with  indignation,  she  only  heard  indistinctly 
the  reproaches  with  which  the  other  little  boys  covered  her,  ((nasty, 
dirty,  ill-tempered  thing,  scullery -maid,))  etc.;  nor  did  she  under- 
stand their  whispered  plans  to  duck  her  when  she  passed  the  stables. 
All  looked  a  little  askance,  especially  Grover  and  Mr.  Leopold. 
Margaret  said: 

((That  will  teach  these  impertinent  little  jockey-bo3's  that  the 
servants'  hall  is  not  the  harness-room;  they  oughtn't  to  be  admitted 
here  at  all.)) 

Mr.  Leopold  nodded,  and  told  the  Demon  to  leave  off  blubbering. 
((You  can't  be  so  much  hurt  as  all  that.  Come,  wipe  your  eyes  and 
have  a  piece  of  currant  tart,  or  leave  the  room.  I  want  to  hear 
from  Mr.  Swindles  an  account  of  the  trial.  We  know  tliat  Silver 
Braid  won,  but  we  haven't  heard  how  he  won  nor  yet  what  the  weights 
were.)) 

((Well,))  said  Mr.  Swindles,  ((what  I  makes  out  is  this:  I  was  rid- 
ing within  a  pound  or  two  of  eight  stone  seven,  and  The  Rake  is, 
as  you  know,  seven  pounds,  no  more,  worse  than  Bayleaf.     Ginger 
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rides  usually  as  near  as  possible  my  weight  —  we'll  say  he  was  riding 
eight  stone  seven,  I  think  he  could  manage  that  —  and  the  Demon 
we  know,  he  is  now  riding  over  the  six  stone,  in  his  ordinary  clothes 
he  rides  six  seven.)) 

((Yes,  3'es;  but  how  do  we  know  that  there  wasn't  seven,  perhaps 
ten,  pounds  of  lead  in  the  saddle-cloth  ?)) 

((The  Demon  says  there  wasn't.     Don't  you  Demon?)) 

((I  don't  know  nothing;  I'm  not  going  to  stand  being  clouted  by 
the  kitchen-maid.)) 

((Oh,  shut  up,  or  leave  the  room,))  said  Mr.  Leopold;  ((we  don't 
want  to  hear  any  more  about  that.)) 

((I  started  making  the  running,  according  to  orders.  Ginger  was 
within  three  quarters  of  a  length  of  me,  being  pulled  out  of  the  saddle. 
The  Gaffer  was  standing  at  the  three  quarters  of  the  mile,  and  there 
Ginger  won  fairly  easily,  but  they  went  on  to  the  mile,  them  were 
the  orders,  and  there  the  Demon  won  by  half  a  length;  that  is  to 
say  if  Ginger  wasn't  a-kidding  of  him.)) 

((A-kidding  of  me!))  said  the  Demon.  ((When  we  was  a  quarter  of  a 
mile  from  'ome  I  took  a  pull  without  his  noticing  me,  and  then  I 
landed  in  last  fifty  yards  b}'  half  a  length.  Ginger  can't  ride  much 
better  than  any  other  gentleman.)) 

((Yer  see,))  said  Mr.  Swindles,  ((he'd  sooner  have  a  box  on  the  ear 
from  the  kitchen-maid  than  be  told  a  gentleman  could  kid  him  at  a 
finish.     He  wouldn't  mind  if  it  was  the  Tinman,  eh.  Demon?)) 

((We  know,))  said  Mr.  Leopold,  ((that  Bayleaf  can  get  the  mile; 
there  must  have  been  a  lot  of  weight  between  them.  Besides,  I 
should  think  that  the  trial  was  at  the  three  quarters  of  the  mile. 
The  mile  was  so  much  kid.)) 

((I  should  say,))  replied  Air.  Swindles,  ((that  the  'orses  were  tried 
at  a  stone,  and  if  Silver  Braid  can  beat  Bajdeaf  at  that  weight,  he'll 
take  a  deal  of  beating  at  Goodwood.)) 

And  leaning  forward,  their  arms  on  the  table,  with  large  pieces 
of  cheese  at  the  end  of  their  knives,  the  maid-servants  and  the  jockeys 
listened  to  Mr.  Leopold  and  Mr.  Swindles  discussing  the  chances 
the  stable  had  of  pulling  off  the  Stewards'  Cup  with  Silver  Braid. 

((But  he  will  always,  keep  on  trying  them,))  said  Mr.  Swindles, 
((and  what's  the  use,  says  I,  of  trying  'orses  that  are  no  more  than 
'alf  fit,  and  them  downs  is  just  rotten  with  'orse  watchers;  it  has 
just  come  to  this,  that  you  can't  comb  out  an  'orse's  mane  without 
seeing  it  in  the  papers  the  day  after.  If  I  had  my  way  with  them 
gentry  —  ))     Mr.  Swindles  finished  his  beer  at  a  gulp,  and  he  put 
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down  his  glass  as  firmly  as  he  desired  to  put  down  the  horse  watchers. 
At  the  end  of  a  long  silence,  Mr.  Leopold  said: 

((Come  into  my  pantry  and  smoke  a  pipe.  Mr.  Arthur  will  be 
down  presently.  Perhaps  he'll  tell  us  what  weight  he  was  riding 
this  morning.)) 

((Cunning  old  bird,))  said  Mr.  Swindles,  as  he  rose  from  the  table 
and  wiped  his  shaven  lips  with  the  back  of  his  hand;  ((and  you'd 
have  us  believe  that  you  didn't  know,  would  you?  You'd  have  us 
believe,  would  you,  that  the  Gaffer  don't  tell  you  everything  when 
you  bring  up  his  hot  water  in  the  morning,  would  you?)) 

Mr.  Leopold  laughed  under  his  breath,  and  looking  mysterious 
and  very  rat-like,  he  led  the  way  to  his  pantry.  Esther  watched 
them  in  strange  trouble  of  soul. 

She  had  heard  of  races-courses  as  shameful  places  where  men 
were  led  to  their  ruin,  and  betting  she  had  always  understood  to  be 
sinful,  but  in  this  house  no  one  seemed  to  think  of  anything  else.  It 
was  no  place  for  a  Christian  girl. 

((Let's  have  some  more  of  the  story,))  Margaret  said.  ((You've 
got  the  new  number.  The  last  piece  was  where  he  is  going  to  ask  the 
opera-singer  to  run  away  with  him.)) 

Sarah  took  an  illustrated  journal  out  of  her  pocket  and  began  to 
read  aloud. 

Derby  Day 

The  crowd  shouted.  She  looked  where  the  others  looked,  but 
saw  only  the  burning  blue  with  the  white  stand  marked  upon  it.  It 
was  crowded  like  the  deck  of  a  sinking  vessel,  and  Esther  wondered 
at  the  excitement,  the  cause  of  which  was  hidden  from  her.  She 
wandered  to  the  edge  of  the  crowd  until  she  came  to  a  chalk  road 
where  horses  and  mules  were  tethered.  A  little  higher  up  she  entered 
the  crowd  again,  and  came  suddenly  upon  a  switchback  railway. 
Full  of  laughing  and.  screaming  girls,  it  bumped  ovx^r  a  middle  hill, 
and  rose  slowly  till  it  reached  the  last  summit.  It  was  shot  back 
again  into  the  midst  of  its  fictitious  perils;  and  this  mock  voyaging 
was  accomplished  to  the  sound  of  music  from  a  puppet  orchestra. 
Bells  and  drums,  a  fife  and  a  triangle,  cymbals  clashed  mechanically, 
and  a  little  soldier  beat  the  time.  Further  on,  under  a  striped  awn- 
ing, were  the  wooden  horses.  They  were  arranged  so  well  that  they 
rocked  to  and  fro,  imitating  as  n'^arly  as  possible  the  action  of  real 
horses.  Esther  watched  the  riders.  A  blue  skirt  looked  like  a  riding- 
habit,  and  a  girl  in  a  salmon  pink  leaned  back  in  her  saddle  just  as 
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if  she  had  been  taught  how  to  ride.  A  girl  in  a  gray  jacket  encouraged 
a  girl  in  white  who  rode  a  gray  horse.  But  before  Esther  could  make 
out  for  certain  that  the  man  in  the  blue  Melton  jacket  was  Bill  Evans, 
he  had  passed  out  of  sight,  and  she  had  to  wait  until  his  horse  came 
round  the  second  time.  At  that  moment  she  caught  sight  of  the  red 
poppies  in  Sarah's  hat. 

The  horses  began  to  slacken  speed.  They  went  slower  and  slower, 
then  stopped  altogether.  The  riders  began  to  dismount,  and  Esther 
pressed  through  the  bystanders,  fearing  she  would  not  be  able  to 
overtake  her  friends. 

((Oh,  here  you  are!))  said  Sarah,  (d  thought  I  never  should  find 
you  again.     How  hot  it  is ! )) 

((Were  you  on  in  that  ride.?  Let's  have  another,  all  three  of  us. 
These  three  horses.)) 

Round  and  round  they  went,  their  steeds  bobbing  nobly  up  and 
down  to  the  sound  of  fifes,  drums,  and  cymbals.  They  passed  the  win- 
ning-post many  times;  they  had  to  pass  it  five  times,  and  the  horse 
that  stopped  nearest  it  won  the  prize.  A  long-drawn-out  murmur 
continuous  as  the  sea  swelled  up  from  the  course,  a  murmur  which 
at  last  passed  into  the  words:  ((Here  they  come!  blue  wins!  the  favor- 
ite's beat!))  Esther  paid  little  attention  to  these  cries;  she  did  not 
understand  them;  they  reached  her  indistinctly,  and  soon  died 
away,  absorbed  in  the  strident  music  that  accompanied  the  circling 
horses.  These  had  now  begun  to  slacken  speed.  .  .  .  They  went 
slower  and  slower.  Sarah  and  Bill,  who  rode  side  by  side,  seemed 
like  winning,  but  at  the  last  moment  they  glided  by  the  winning-post. 
Esther's  steed  stopped  in  time,  and  she  was  told  to  choose  a  china 
mug  from  a  great  heap. 

((You've  all  the  luck  to-day,))  said  Bill.  ((Hayfield,  who  was 
backed  all  the  winter,  broke  down  a  month  ago.  .  .  .  Two  to  one 
against  Fly-leaf;  four  to  one  against  Signet-Ring;  four  to  one  against 
Dewberry;  ten  to  one  against  Vanguard,  the  winner  at  fifty  to  one 
offered.  Your  husband  must  have  won  a  little  fortune.  Never  was 
there  such  a  day  for  the  bookies.)) 

Esther  said  she  was  very  glad,  and  was  undecided  which  mug 
she  should  choose.  At  last  she  saw  one  on  which  ((Jack))  was  written 
in  gold  letters.  They  then  visited  the  peep-shows,  and  especially 
liked  St.  James's  Park  with  the  Horse  Guards  out  on  parade;  the 
Spanish  bull-fight  did  not  stir  them,  and  Sarah  couldn't  find  a  single 
3^oung  man  to  her  taste  in  the  House  of  Commons.  Among  the 
performing  birds  they  liked  best  a  canary  that  climbed  a  ladder. 
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Bill  was  attracted  oy  the  American  strength-testers,  and  he  gave  an 
exhibition  of  his  muscle,  to  Sarah's  very  great  admiration.  They 
all  had  some  shies  at  cocoanuts,  and  passed  by  J.  Bilton's  great 
bowling  saloon  without  visiting  it.  Once  more  the  air  was  rent  with 
cries  of  ((Here  they  come !  Here  they  come ! »  Even  the  'commodation 
men  left  their  canvas  shelters  and  pressed  forward,  inquiring  which 
had  won.  A  moment  after  a  score  of  pigeons  floated  and  flew  through 
the  blue  air  and  then  departed  in  different  directions,  some  making 
straight  for  London,  others  for  the  blue,  mysterious  evening  that 
had  risen  about  the  downs  —  the  sun-baked  downs  strewed  with 
waste  paper  and  covered  with  tipsy  men  and  women  —  a  screaming 
and  disordered  animality. 

((Well,  so  you've  come  back  at  last,))  said  William.  ((The  favorite 
was  beaten.  I  suppose  you  know  that  a  rank  outsider  won.  But 
what  about  this  gentleman  ? )) 

((Alet  these  'ere  ladies  on  the  'ill  an'  been  showing  them  over  the 
course.     No  offense,  I  hope,  guv'nor?)) 

W^illiam  did  not  answer,  and  Bill  took  leave  of  Sarah  in  a  manner 
that  told  Esther  that  they  had  arranged  to  meet  again. 

((Where  did  you  pick  up  that  bloke? )) 

((He  came  up  and  spoke  to  us,  and  Esther  stopped  to  speak  to  the 
parson.)) 

((To  the  parson.     What  do  you  mean?)) 

The  circumstance  was  explained,  and  William  asked  them  what 
they  thought  of  the  racing. 

((We  didn't  see  no  racing,))  said  Sarah;  ((we  was  on  the  'ill  on  the 
wooden  'orses.  Esther's  'orse  won.  She  got  a  mug;  show  the  mug, 
Esther.)) 

((So  you  saw  no  Derby  after  all  ? ))  said  William. 

((Saw  no  racin',))  said  his  neighbor;  ((ain't  she  won  the  cup?)) 

The  joke  was  lost  on  the  women,  who  only  perceived  that  they 
were  being  laughed  at. 

((Come  up  here,  Esther,))  said  William;  ((stand  on  my  box.  The 
'orses  are  just  going  up  the  course  for  the  preliminary  canter  —  and 
you,  Sarah,  take  Teddy's  place.  Teddy,  get  down,  and  let  the  lady 
up.)) 

((Yes,  guv'nor.     Come  up  'ere,  ma'am.)) 

((And  is  those  the  'orses?))  said  Sarah.     ((They  do  seem  small.)) 

The  ringmen  roared.  ((Not  up  to  those  on  the  'ill,  ma'am,))  said 
one.     ((Not  such  beautiful  goers,))  said  another. 

There  were  two  or  three  false  starts,  and  then  looking  through  a 
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multitude  of  hats,  Esther  saw  five  or  six  thin,  greyhound-looking 
horses.  They  passed  like  shadows,  flitted  by;  and  she  was  sorry  for 
the  poor  chestnut  that  trotted  in  among  the  crowd. 

This  was  the  last  race.  Once  more  the  favorite  had  been  beaten; 
there  were  no  bets  to  pay,  and  the  bookmakers  began  to  prepare  for 
departure.  It  was  the  poor  little  clerks  who  were  charged  with  the 
luggage.  Teddy  did  not  seem  as  if.  he  would  ever  reach  the  top  of 
the  hill.  With  Esther  and  Sarah  on  either  arm,  William  struggled 
with  the  crowd.  It  was  hard  to  get  through  the  block  of  carriages. 
Everywhere  horses  waited  with  their  harness  on,  and  Sarah  was 
afraid  of  being  bitten  or  kicked.  A  young  aristocrat  cursed  them 
from  the  box-seat,  and  the  groom  blew  a  blast  as  the  drag  rolled  away. 
It  was  like  the  instinct  of  departure  which  takes  a  vast  herd  at  a 
certain  moment.  The  great  landscape,  half  country,  ■  half  suburb, 
glinted  beneath  the  rays  of  a  setting  sun,  and  through  the  white  dust 
and  the  draught  of  the  warm  roads  the  brakes,  and  carriages,  and 
every  crazy  vehicle  rolled  toward  London:  orange-sellers,  tract- 
sellers,  thieves,  vagrants,  gypsies,  made  for  their  various  quarters 
—  road-side  inns,  out-houses,  hayricks,  hedges,  or  the  railway  station. 
Down  the  long  hill  the  vast  crowd  made  its  way,  humble  pedestrians 
and  carriage  folk,  altogether,  as  far  as  the  cross-roads. 

Conclusion 

Days,  weeks,  and  months  passed  away,  and  the  two  women 
came  to  live  more  and  more  like  friends  and  less  like  mistress  and 
maid.  Not  that  Esther  ever  failed  to  use  the  respectful  ((ma'am)) 
when  she  addressed  her  mistress,  nor  did  they  ever  sit  down  to  a  meal 
at  the  same  table.  But  these  slight  social  distinctions,  which  habit 
naturally  preserved,  and  which  it  would  have  been  disagreeable  to 
both  to  forego,  were  no  check  on  the  intimacy  of  their  companionship. 
In  the  evening  they  sat  in  the  library  sewing,  or  Airs.  Barfield  read 
aloud,  or  they  talked  of  their  sons.  On  Sundaj's  they  had  their 
meetings.  The  folk  came  from  quite  a  distance,  and  sometimes 
as  many  as  five-and-twenty  knelt  round  the  deal  table  in  the  drawing- 
room,  and  Esther  felt  that  these  days  were  the  happiest  of  her  life. 
She  was  content  in  the  peaceful  present,  and  she  knew  that  Mrs. 
Barfield  would  not  leave  her  unprovided  for.  But  she  was  not  yet 
free  from  anxiety.  Jack  did  not  seem  to  be  able  to  obtain  regular 
employment  in  London,  and  her  wages  were  so  small  that  she  could 
not  help  him  much.     So  the  sight  of  his  handwriting  made  her  tremble, 
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and  she  sometimes  did  not  show  the  letter  to  Mrs.  Barfield  for  some 
hours  after. 

One  Sunday  morning,  after  meeting,  as  the  two  women  were  going 
for  their  walk  up  the  hill,  Esther  said; 

((I've  a  letter  from  my  boy,  ma'am.  I  hope  it  is  to  tell  me  that 
he's  got  back  to  work.)) 

((I'm  afraid  I  sha'n't  be  able  to  read  it,  Esther.  I  haven't  my 
glasses  with  me.)) 

((It  don't  matter,  ma'am  —  it'll  keep.)) 

((Give  it  to  me  —  his  writing  is  large  and  legible.  I  think"  I  can 
read  it.  (My  dear  mother,  the  place  I  told  you  of  in  my  last  letter 
was  given  away,  so  I  must  go  in  the  toy-shop  till  something  better 
turns  up.  I  only  get  six  shillings  a  week  and  my  tea,  and  I  can't 
quite  manage  on  that. )  Then  something  —  something  —  (pay  three 
and  sixpence  a  week) — something — (bed)  — something  —  some- 
thing.)) 

((I  know,  ma'am;  he  shares  a  bed  with  the  eldest  boy.)) 
((Yes,  that's  it;  and  he  wants  to  know  if  you  can  help  him.      (I 
don't  like  to  trouble  you,  mother;  but  it  is  hard  for  a  boy  to  get  his 
living  in  London.))) 

((But  I've  sent  him  all  my  money.  I  sha'n't  have  any  till  next 
quarter.)) 

((I'll  lend  you  some,  Esther.     We  can't  leave  the  boy  to  starve.. 
He  can't  live  on  two  and  sixpence  a  week.)) 

((You're  very  good,  ma'am;  but  I  don't  like  to  take  your  money. 
We  sha'n't  be  able  to  get  the  garden  cleared  this  winter.)) 

((We  shall  manage  somehow,  Esther.  The  garden  must  wait. 
The  first  thing  to  do  is  to  see  that  your  boy  doesn't  want  for  food.)) 

The  women  resumed  their  walk  up  the  hill.  When  they  reached 
the  top,  Mrs.  Barfield  said: 

((I  haven't  heard  from  Mr.  Arthur  for  months.  I  envy  you, 
Esther,  those  letters  asking  for  a  little  money.  What's  the  use  of 
money  to  us  except  to  give  it  to  our  children.  Helping  others,  that 
is  the  only  happiness.)) 

At  the  end  of  the  coombe,  under  the  shaws,  stood  the  old  red-tiled 
farm-house  in  which  Mrs.  Barfield  had  been  born.  Beyond  it,  down- 
lands  rolled  on  and  on,  reaching  half-way  up  the  northern  sky.  Mrs. 
Barfield  was  thinking  of  the  days  when  her  husband  used  to  jump 
off  his  cob  and  walk  beside  her  through  those  gorse  patches  on  his 
way  to  the  farm-house.  She  had  come  from  the  farm-house  beneath 
the  shaws  to  go  to  live  in  an  Italian  house  sheltered  by  a  fringe  of 
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trees.  That  was  her  adventure.  She  turned  from  the  view  of  the 
downs  to  the  view  of  the  sea.  The  plantations  of  Woodview  touched 
the  horizon,  then  the  line  dipped,  and  between  the  top  branches  of 
a  row  of  elms  appeared  the  roofs  of  the  town.  Over  a  long,  spider- 
legged  bridge  a  train  wriggled  like  a  snake,  the  bleak  river  flowed 
into  the  harbor,  and  the  shingle  banks  saved  the  low  land  from  inun- 
dation. Then  the  train  passed  behind  the  square,  dogmatic  tower 
of  the  village  church.  Her  husband  lay  beneath  the  chancel;  her 
father,  mother,  all  her  relations,  lay  in  the  church-yard.  She  would 
go  there  in  a  few  years. 

Her  daughter  lay  far  away,  far  away  in  Egypt.  Upon  this  down- 
land  all  her  life  had  been  passed,  all  her  life  except  the  few  months 
she  had  spent  by  her  daughter's  bedside  in  Egypt.  She  had  come 
from  that  coombe,  from  that  farm-house  beneath  the  shaws,  and  had 
only  crossed  the  down. 

And  this  barren  landscape  meant  as  much  to  Esther  as  to  her 
mistress.  It  was  on  these  downs  that  she  had  walked  with  William. 
He  had  been  born  and  bred  on  these  downs;  now  he  lay  far  away  in 
Brompton  Cemetery;  she  had  come  back!  and  in  her  simple  way 
she  too  wondered  at  the  mystery  of  destiny. 

As  they  descended  the  hill  Mrs.  Barfield  asked  Esther  if  she  ever 
heard  of  Fred  Parsons. 

((No,  ma'am;  I  don't  know  what's  become  of  him.)) 

((And  if  you  were  to  meet  him  again,  would  you  care  to  marry 
him?)) 

((To  marry  and  begin  life  over  again!  All  the  worry  and  bother 
over  again !  Why  should  I  marry  ?  —  all  I  live  for  now  is  to  see  my 
boy  settled  in  life.)) 

The  women  walked  on  in  silence,  passing  by  long  ruins  of  stables, 
coach-houses,  granaries,  rick-yards,  all  in  ruin  and  decay.  The 
women  paused  and  went  toward  the  garden;  and  removing  some 
pieces  of  the  broken  gate,  they  entered  a  miniature  wilderness.  The 
espalier  apple-trees  had  disappeared  beneath  climbing  weeds,  and 
long  briers  had  shot  out  from  the  bushes,  leaving  few  traces  of  the 
former  walks  —  a  damp,  dismal  place  that  the  birds  seemed  to  have 
abandoned.  Of  the  green-house  only  some  broken  glass  and  a  black, 
broken  chimney  remained.  A  great  elm  had  carried  away  a  large 
portion  of  the  southern  wall,  and  under  the  dripping  trees  an  aged 
peacock  screamed  for  his  lost  mate. 

((I  don't  suppose  that  Jack  will  be  able  to  find  any  more  paying 
employment  this  winter.     We  must  send  him  six  shillings  a  week; 
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that,  with  what  he  is  earning,  will  make  twelve;  he'll  be  able  to  live 
nicely  on  that.)) 

((I  should  think  he  would  indeed.  But  then,  what  about  the  wages 
of  them  who  was  to  have  cleared  the  garden  for  us  ?)) 

((We  sha'n't  be  able  to  get  the  whole  garden  cleared,  but  Jim  will 
be  able  to  get  a  piece  ready  for  us  to  sow  some  spring  vegetables  — 
not  a  large  piece  —  but  enough  for  us.  The  first  thing  to  do  will  be 
to  cut  down  those  apple-trees.  .  .  .  I'm  afraid  we  shall  have  to 
cut  down  that  walnut.  Nothing  could  grow  underneath  it.  .  .  . 
Did  anyone  ever  see  such  a  mass  of  weed  and  brier?  Yet  it  is  only 
about  ten  years  since  we  left  Woodview,  and  the  garden  was  let  run 
to  waste.     Nature  does  not  take  long  —  a  few  j-ears,  a  very  few  years.)) 

All  the  winter  the  north  wind  was  bitter  on  the  hills;  many  trees 
fell  in  the  park,  and  at  the  end  of  February,  Woodview  seemed  barer 
and  more  desolate  than  ever,  broken  branches  littered  the  road-way, 
and  the  tall  trunks  showed  their  wounds.  The  women  sat  over  their 
fire  in  the  evening  listening  to  the  blast,  cogitating  the  work  that 
awaited  them  as  soon  as  the  weather  showed  signs  of  breaking. 

Mrs.  Barfield  had  laid  by  a  few  pounds  during  the  winter;  and 
the  day  that  Jim  cleared  out  the  first  piece  of  espalier-trees  she  spent 
entirely  in  the  garden,  hardly  able  to  take  her  eyes  off  him.  But 
the  pleasure  of  the  day  was  in  a  measure  spoiled  for  her  by  the  knowl- 
edge that  on  that  day  her  son  was  riding  in  the  great  steeple-chase. 
She  was  full  of  fear  for  his  safety;  she  did  not  sleep  that  night,  and 
hurried  down  at  an  early  hour  to  the  garden  to  ask  Jim  for  the  news- 
paper which  she  had  told  him  to  bring  her.  He  took  some  time  to 
extract  the  paper  from  his  torn  pocket. 

((He  isn't  in  the  first  three,))  said  Mrs.  Barfield.  ((I  always  know 
that  he's  safe  if  he's  in  the  first  three.  We  must  turn  to  the  account 
of  the  race  to  see  if  there  were  any  accidents.)) 

She  turned  over  the  paper. 

((Thank  God,  he's  safe!))  she  said;  ((his  horse  ran  fourth.)) 

((You  worry  yourself  without  cause,  ma'am.  A  good  rider  like 
him  don't  meet  with  accidents.)) 

((The  best  riders  are  often  killed,  Esther.  I  never  have  an  easy 
moment  when  I  hear  he's  going  to  ride  in  these  races.  Supposing 
one  day  I  were  to  read  that  he  was  carried  back  on  a  shutter.)) 

((We  mustn't  let  our  thoughts  run  on  such  things,  ma'am.  If  a 
war  was  to  break  out  to-morrow,  what  should  I  do?  And  after  all 
my  trouble  rearing  him,  after  having  worked  for  him  all  these  years. 
But  I  dfjn't  let  my  thoughts  dwell  on  such  things;  we  must  keep  on 
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working,  doing  the  best  we  can  for  them.  There  are  all  sorts  of 
chances,  and  we  can  only  pray  that  God  may  spare  them.)) 

((Yes,  Esther,  that's  all  we  can  do.  Work  on,  work  on  to  the  end. 
.  .  .  Your  boy  is  coming  to  see  you  to-day.)) 

((Yes,  ma'am;  he'll  be  here  by  twelve  o'clock.)) 

((You're  luckier  than  I  am.  I  wonder  if  I  shall  ever  see  my  boy 
again.)) 

((Yes,  ma'am,  of  course  you  will.  He'll  come  back  to  you  right 
enough  one  of  these  days.  There's  a  good  time  coming;  that's  what 
I  always  says.  .  .  .  And  now  I've  got  work  to  do  in  the  house. 
Are  3^ou  going  to  stop  here,  or  are  you  coming  in  with  me?)) 

((I  think  I'll  remain  here.     I  like  to  watch  the  work.)) 

((It'll  do  you  no  good  standing  about  in  the  wet  clay.)) 

Mrs.  Barfield  smiled  and  nodded,  and  Esther  paused  at  the  broken 
gate  to  watch  her  mistress,  who  stood  superintending  the  clearing 
away  of  ten  years',  growth  of  weeds,  as  much  interested  in  the  pros- 
pect of  a  few  peas  and  cabbages  as  in  former  days  she  had  been  in 
the  culture  of  expensive  flowers.  She  stood  on  what  remained  of  a 
gravel  walk,  the  heavy  clay  clinging  to  her  boots,  watching  Jim  piling 
weeds  upon  his  barrow.  Would  he  be  able  to  finish  the  plot  of  ground 
by  the  end  of  the  week?  What  should  they  do  with  that  great  walnut 
tree?  Nothing  would  grow  underneath  it.  Jim  was  afraid  that  he 
would  not  be  able  to  cut  it  down  and  remove  it  without  help.  ]\Irs. 
Barfield  suggested  sawing  away  some  of  the  branches,  but  Jim  w^as 
not  sure  that  the  expedient  would  prove  of  much  avail.  In  his 
opinion  the  tree  took  all  the  goodness  out  of  the  soil,  and  that  while 
it  stood  they  could  not  expect  a  very  great  show  of  vegetables.  Mrs. 
Barfield  asked  if  the  sale  of  the  tree  trunk  would  indemnify  her  for  the 
cost  of  cutting  it  down.  Jim  paused  in  his  work,  and  leaning  on  his 
spade,  considered  if  there  was  anyone  in  the  town  who,  for  the  sake 
of  the  timber,  would  cut  the  tree  down  and  take  it  away  for  nothing. 
There  ought  to  be  some  such  person  in  town ;  if  it  came  to  that,  Mrs. 
Barfield  ought  to  receive  something  for  the  tree.  Walnut  was  a 
valuable  w^ood,  was  extensively  used  by  cabinet-makers,  and  so  on, 
until  Mrs.  Barfield  begged  of  him  to  get  on  with  his  digging. 

At  twelve  o'clock  Esther  and  Mrs.  Barfield  walked  out  on  the 
lawn.  A  loud  wind  came  up  from  the  sea,  and  it  shook  the  evergreens 
as  if  it  were  angry  with  them.  A  rook  carried  a  stick  to  the  tops  of 
the  tall  trees,  and  the  women  drew  their  cloaks  about  them.  The 
train  passed  across  the  vista,  and  the  women  wondered  how  long  it 
would  take  Jack  to  walk  from  the  station.     Then  another  rook  stooped 
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to  the  edge  of  the  plantation,  gathered  a  twig,  and  carried  it  away. 
The  wind  was  rough;  it  caught  the  evergreens  underneath  and  blew 
them  out  like  umbrellas;  the  grass  had  not  yet  begun  to  grow,  and 
the  gray  sea  harmonized  with  the  gray-green  land.  The  women 
waited  on  the  windy  lawn,  their  skirts  blown  against  their  legs,  keep- 
ing their  hats  on  with  difficulty.  It  was  too  cold  for  standing  still. 
They  turned  and  walked  a  few  steps  toward  the  house,  and  then 
looked  round. 

A  tall  soldier  came  through  the  gate.  He  wore  a  long  red  cloak, 
and  a  small  cap  jauntily  set  on  the  side  of  his  close-clipped  head. 
Esther  uttered  a  little  exclamation  and  ran  to  meet  him.  He  took 
his  mother  in  his  arms,  kissed  her,  and  they  walked  toward  Mrs. 
Barfield  together.  All  was  forgotten  in  the  happiness  of  the  moment 
—  the  long  fight  for  his  life,  and  the  possibility  that  any  moment 
might  declare  him  to  be  mere  food  for  powder  and  shot.  She  was 
only  conscious  that  she  had  accomplished  her  woman's  work  —  she 
had  brought  him  up  to  man's  estate,  and  that  was  sufficient  reward. 
What  a  fine  fellow  he  was!  She  did  not  know  he  was  so  handsome, 
and  blushing  with  pleasure  and  pride,  she  glanced  shyly  at  him  out 
of  the  corners  of  her  eyes  as  she  introduced  him  to  her  mistress. 
((This  is  my  son,  ma'am.)) 

Mrs.  Barfield  held  out  her  hand  to  the  young  soldier.    ■ 
((I  have  heard  a  great  deal  about  you  from  your  mother.)) 
((And  I  of  you,  ma'am.     You've  been  very  kind  to  my  mother. 
I  don't  know  how  to  thank  you.   .   .   .)> 

And  in  silence  they  walked  toward  the  house. 
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THOMAS  MOORE 

(1779-1852) 

BY  THOMAS  WALSH 

iLTHOUGH  of  late  years,  through  the  gradual  change  of  taste, 
the  importance  of  Thomas  Moore  to  the  critical  reader  has 
grown  to  be  more  that  of  a  personality  than  that  of  a  poet, 
yet,  in  large  and  steady  demand  at  the  libraries,  his  works  outrank 
those  of  Byron,   Scott,   and  all  other  popular  poets. 

Whether  this  be  a  tribute  to  his  sentimentality  or  his  music,  there 
can  be  no  doubt  that  Moore,  who  came  of  the  people, —  his  father  a 
small  grocer  and  liquor-dealer  of  Dublin, — understood  their  feelings 
better  than  he  is  generally  supposed  to  have  done;  and  while  he 
was  singing  to  the  languishing  ladies  of  London,  never  forgot  the 
less  fashionable  though   no  less  sentimental  audience  beyond. 

For  it  is  by  his  songs  that  his  name  has  made  its  place  in  the 
poet's  corner  of  the  heart:  not  by  his  elaborated  pictures  of  an  Orient 
that  he  never  beheld;  his  loves  of  angelic  (and  too  earthly)  spirits; 
nor  his  high-flown  and  modish  ^Evenings  in  Greece.'  Fate  has  its 
ironies,  and  this  is  one  of  them :  Tom  Moore,  the  darling  of  English 
aristocracy,  the  wit  of  fashionable  Bohemia,  lives  for  us  principally 
as  the  pretty  Irish  lad  from  Dublin;  his  boyish  fad  of  Anacreon  and 
Thomas  Little  forgotten,  and  only  the  songs  that  came  from  his 
heart  remembered. 

Born  in  a  humble  though  decent  quarter  of  Dublin,  on  the  28th  of 
May,  1779,  he  inherited  that  love  of  country  which  is  so  characteris- 
tic of  his  race.  Ireland  has  cause  indeed  to  be  grateful  to  Moore.  It 
is  true  that  his  tastes  and  his  friendships  were  placed  far  from  her 
unfortunate  shores.  But  in  those  days  she  offered  no  future  to  a  lit- 
erary man;  and  it  required  more  than  ordinary  courage  to  espouse 
her  cause  when  even  sympathy  with  her  was  considered  treasonable 
to  England.  Among  his  English  friends,  who  thought  Ireland  synony- 
mous with  barbarity  and  ignorance,  he  moved  about  amiably  patri- 
otic, striking  down  the  barriers  of  intolerance  with  the  shafts  of  his 
conciliating  wit.  Sunday  after  Sunday,  though  his  controversial  works 
in  favor  of  Catholicism  would  fill  many  volumes,  he  was  to  be  found 
in  an  Anglican  chapel. 

While  Moore  never  deserted  or  neglected  his  humble  parents,  of 
whom    he    was   justifiably    proud,    nor    forgot   his    early    friends    and 
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helpers,  yet  as  he  rose  in  life,  his  diaries  contain  few  names  but  those 
of  the  great.  With  his  gifts  of  social  wit  and  gayety  he  was  more 
courted  than  courting,  however;  and  in  this  light  should  be  received 
the  saying  that  « Tommy  dearly  loved  a  lord.'^  Few  men  ever  sur- 
passed him  in  that  art  of  brilliant  conversation  that  contributed  so 
largely  to  his  successful  career.  He  is  the  past-master  in  that  art 
among  the  moderns;  and  Golzan,  when  he  asserted  that  the  footmen 
in  the  old  French  salons  were  more  distinguished  in  their  conversa- 
tion than  the  great  writers  since  their  day,  should  have  excepted  the 
Irish  poet. 

While  not  a  great  linguist,  he  was  certainly  endowed  with  the  gift 
of  tongues;  so  that  when  he  left  the  University  in  Dublin  in  1799, 
with  his  classical  studies  completed,  he  was  proficient  in  both  French 
and  Italian.  His  name  was  now  entered  at  the  Middle  Temple,  Lon- 
don. His  youth, — he  was  only  twenty, — 'his  humble  parents  and 
meagre  fortunes,  had  not  prevented  him  from  gaining  some  foothold 
in  Dublin  society.  For  besides  his  personal  gifts,  he  was  already 
known  as  a  poet,  from  some  published  effusions;  and  it  was  whis- 
pered that  the  pretty  youth  who  had  dabbled  in  the  plot  that  sent 
his  college-mate,  Robert  Emmet,  to  the  gallows,  had  under  his  arm  the 
manuscript  of  the  ^  Odes  of  Anacreon,'  which,  to  the  unsophisticated 
aristocrats  of  Dublin,  must  have  given  the  young  bard  an  air  of  fas- 
cinating worldliness. 

His  first  business  in  London  was  to  obtain  a  patron;  and  we 
soon  hear  of  him  as  supping,  through  Lord  Moira's  influence,  with  the 
Prince  Regent,  at  the  table  of  Mrs.  Fitzherbert.  A  subscription  for 
the  publication  of  the  <Odes,*  headed  by  the  name  of  his  Royal 
Highness,  soon  enabled  Moore  to  produce  his  dainty  translations  of 
the  Teian  bard,  with  all  the  conventional  foot-notes  and  pretty  pieces 
of  learning  that  the  time  so  much  admired;  with  every  nymph  and 
cup-bearer  pictured  in  corkscrew  curls  and  voluminous  draperies.  It 
is  an  epitome  of  the  spirit  of  its  time, — this  little  volume, — so  bland 
in  its  pretensions  to  learning,  at  the  same  time  so  fashionable  and  so 
seemingly  erudite.  Quotations  in  Greek,  Latin,  French,  and  Italian 
meet  the  eye  on  almost  every  page ;  and  pretty  conceits  from  outside 
sources,  that  can  be  brought  by  any  straining  of  means  into  some  con- 
nection with  the  main  work,  are  scattered  with  a  lavish  hand. 

The  success  of  this  volume  was  so  great  that  we  hear  no  more  of 
Moore  in  the  Middle  Temple.  In  the  years  of  prosperity  and  gayety 
that  followed, —  years  of  bewildering  successes  for  so  young  a  man, — 
a  laureateship  is  offered  and  declined.  The  great  men  of  the  day 
stood  anxious  to  be  of  use  to  the  youth  whom  fashion  had  taken  by 
the  hand;  and,  again  through  the  influence  of  Lord  Moira.  Moore  was 
made  Registrar  of  the  Admiralty  Court  of  Bermuda.     But  the  island 
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of  ^*  the  still-vext  Bermoothes  >*  was  not  to  the  taste  of  the  gay  little 
dancer  in  the  sun;  and  tarrying  there  only  long  enough  to  appoint 
a  deputy,  he  proceeded  on  the  American  tour  that  resulted  in  his 
^Epistles,  Odes,  and  Other  Poems.'  In  America  Moore  naturally  found 
little  to  admire.  He  was  shocked  at  "  the  rude  familiarity  of  the 
lower  orders  ^^;  and  on  his  an-ival  in  Washington,  took  sides  with  the 
British  minister  and  his  wife  in  that  historic  quarrel  with  the  Presi- 
dent on  the  subject  of  social  precedence,  that  mystified  the  magnates 
of  the  republican  court. 

He  shared,  indeed,  the  national  aptitude  for  quarreling;  on  one 
occasion  challenging  Jeffrey  to  a  duel,  because  of  a  critique  in  the 
Edinburgh,  —  a  duel  which  the  police  interrupted  at  the  crucial  moment, 
and  which  resulted  in  the  lifelong  friendship  of  the  combatants.  It 
happened,  however,  that  when  the  pistols  were  seized,  one  of  them 
was  discovered  to  be  without  a  bullet ;  whereupon  Byron  in  his  ^  Eng- 
lish Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers'  so  ridiculed  the  affair  that  Moore 
challenged  him  in  turn.  Friends  however  interfered,  and  a  friendship 
was  founded  between  the  combatants  that  has  for  its  memorial  the 
*Life  and  Journals  of  Lord  Byron'  by  Thomas  Moore. 

In  181 1  the  poet  married  Miss  Bessie  Dyke,  an  Irish  actress  of 
some  note,  whose  beauty  had  gained  her  from  the  fastidious  Rogers 
the  names  of  «  Madonna  della  Sedia  "  and  «  Psyche. "  She  had  all  the 
womanly  qualities  of  self-control,  patience,  and  economy,  that  were 
needed  by  the  wife  of  the  spoiled  little  bard,  who  gave  her  until  his 
death  all  the  devotion  of  a  lover. 

His  life  after  his  marriage  was  to  be  one  series  of  social  and  liter- 
ary triumphs,  shadowed  only  by  the  money  difficulties  by  which  his 
own  carelessness  and  his  Bermudan  deputy's  dishonesty  threatened  at 
one  time  to  overwhelm  him.  He  paid  his  debts,  however,  by  means 
of  the  success  of  his  satires,  the  generous  terms  of  the  Longmans  in 
ordering  <  Lalla  Rookh,'  and  the  pension  of  ^300  given  him  by  the 
government  through  the  grace  of  Lord  John  Russell,  who  was  one 
day  to  be  his  biographer.  Fond  as  he  was  of  dancing  and  dining, 
however,  he  was  both  industrious  and  persevering  at  his  work-bench. 
where  he  turned  out  not  less  than  thirty  volumes,  among  the  best 
known  of  which  are  — <  The  Odes  of  Anacreon,'  <  The  Fudge  Family 
in  Paris,'  <  Epistles,  Odes,  and  Other  Poems,'  <  The  Two-penny  Post 
Bag,'  <Lalla  Rookh,'  <  Rhymes  on  the  Road,'  <  The  Epicurean,  a  Prose 
Story,'  <The  Loves  of  the  Angels,'  <The  Life  of  Sheridan,'  <The  Life 
of  Lord  Byron,'  and  <  The  Life  of  Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald.' 

During  his  sojourns  in  France,  while  his  friends  compromised  the 
Bermudan  suits.  Continental  society  united  to  do  him  honor.  Royalty 
listened  to  his  charming  drolleries,  and  languished  over  the  songs 
which  he  sang  and  accompanied  on  the  piano  with  an  elegance  that 


I0274  THOMAS  MOORE 

great  musicians  envied  for  its  effect.  *  Lalla  Rookh  *  was  presented 
by  the  Imperial  personages  on  the  court  stage  of  St.  Petersburg. 
The  Duchess  of  Kent  and  the  little  Princess  Victoria  sang  his  own 
songs  to  him.  For  <<  Moore,**  says  Lady  Morgan, — a  very  capable 
judge, — "now  belongs  to  gilded  saloons  and  grand  pianofortes. >> 

When  he  goes  to  Ireland,  he  must  kiss  every  woman  on  board  the , 
Dublin  packet;  and  the  galleries  of  the  theatres  ring  with  "Come, 
show  your  Irish  face,  Tom ! »  That  he  had  the  tastes  of  a  dandy, 
we  learn  from  a  letter  of  the  time  describing  his  "  smart  white  hat, 
kid  gloves,  brown  frock  coat,  yellow  cassimere  waistcoat,  gray  duck 
trousers,  and  blue  silk  handkerchief  carelessly  secured  in  front  by  a 
silver  pin.**  At  another  time  he  orders  a  coat  of  "blue  with  yellow 
buttons**;  but  meanwhile  he  complains  that  he  has  been  obliged  to 
wear  his  white  hat  in  the  winter  rains  for  want  of  a  better.  In  spite 
of  his  toilets,  however,  the  good-natured  crowd  that  followed  the 
"  Great  Poet  **  in  his  Irish  wanderings  were  so  disappointed  that  there 
were  frequent  outcries  of  "  Well,  'tis  a  darling  little  pet,  at  any  rate :  *> 
<<Be  dad,  isn't  he  a  dawny  creature,  and  doesn't  he  just  look  like  one 
of  the  good  people!**  (fairies).  But  there  was  never  any  lack  of 
enthusiasm  and  cheering. 

At  length  the  shadows  began  to  darken  on  the  spirit  of  Moore, 
.as  one  by  one  his  five  children  died,  and  he  was  left  at  last  alone 
with  his  devoted  Bessy.  His  wit  and  brilliancy  began  to  fade;  and 
though,  as  Willis  relates,  he  continued  to  stumble  in  his  short-sighted 
way  into  the  salons  of  the  great  houses  where  he  was  worshiped,  and 
though  he  still  sat  among  the  wits  and  peers  at  table, —  the  light 
fancy,  the  store  of  anecdote  and  droll  allusion,  diminished  until  all  that 
made  his  greatness  became  mere  tradition.  It  was  too  late  to  hope 
that  he  would  change  his  life, —  retire  to  the  privacy  of  his  home, 
hiding  the  eclipse  of  mind  that  has  1.0  often  darkened  the  last  years 
of  men  of  genius.  It  was  in  the  midst  of  the  gay  and  worldly  throng 
in  which  he  had  passed  his  golden  days  that  he  lapsed  into  silence, 
and  became  the  spectre  of  the  feasts  to  which,  above  all,  he  was  once 
welcome. 

The  end  came  in  February  1852,  when  he  had  reached  his  seventy- 
third  year.  Of  all  his  family,  he  was  survived  only  by  the  noble 
woman  who  saw  him  laid  beside  their  five  children  in  the  church- 
yard of  Bromham  in  Wiltshire. 
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PARADISE  AND  THE  PERI 
From  <Lalla  Rookh  > 

ONE  morn  a  Peri  at  the  gate 
Of  Eden  stood  disconsolate; 
And  as  she  listened  to  the  springs 
Of  life  within,  like  music  flowing, 
And  caught  the  light  upon  her  wings 

Through  the  half-open  portal  glowing. 
She  wept  to  think  her  recreant  race 
Should  e'er  have  lost  that  glorious  place! 

«How  happy, ^'  exclaimed  this  child  of  air, 
«Are  the  holy  spirits  who  wander  there 

'Mid  flowers  that  never  shall  fade  or  fall: 
Though  mine  are  the  gardens  of  earth  and  sea. 
And  the  stars  themselves  have  flowers  for  me, 

One  blossom  of  heaven  outblooms  them  all! 

« Though  sunny  the  lake  of  cool  Cashmere, 
With  its  plane-tree  Isle  reflected  clear. 

And  sweetly  the  founts  of  that  valley  fall; 
Though  bright  are  the  waters  of  Sing-su-hay 
And  the  golden  floods  that  thitherward  stray. 
Yet  —  oh,  'tis  only  the  blest  can  say 

How  the  waters  of  heaven  outshine  them  all! 

«Go,  wing  thy  flight  from  star  to  star, 
From  world  to  luminous  world,  as  far 

As  the  universe  spreads  its  flaming  wall; 
Take  all  the  pleasures  of  all  the  spheres. 
And  multiply  each  through  endless  years  — 

One  minute  of  heaven  is  worth  them  all!" 

The  glorious  angel  who  was  keeping 
The  gates  of  light  beheld  her  weeping; 
And  as  he  nearer  drew,  and  listened 
To  her  sad  song,  a  tear-drop  glistened 
Within  his  eyelids,  like  the  spray 

From  Eden's  fountain  when  it  lies 
On  the  blue  flower  which  —  Bramins  say  — 

Blooms  nowhere  but  in  Paradise. 

*  Nymph  of  a  fair  but  erring  line!^' 
Gently  he  said  —  <<  one  hope  is  thine. 
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'Tis  written  in  the  Book  of  Fate, 

The  Peri  yet  ??iay  be  forgiven 
Who  brings  to  this  eter?ial  gate 

The  gift  that  is  most  dear  to  heaven  t 
Go  seek  it,  and  redeem  thy  sin, — 
'Tis  sweet  to  let  the  pardoned  in.>^ 

Rapidly  as  comets  run 

To  the  embraces  of  the  sun ; 

Fleeter  than  the  starry  brands 

Flung  at  night  from  angel  hands 

At  those  dark  and  daring  sprites 

Who  would  climb  the  empyreal  heights, — 

Down  the  blue  vault  the  Peri  flies, 

And,  lighted  earthward  by  a  glance 
That  just  then  broke  from  morning's  eyes. 

Hung  hovering  o'er  our  world's  expanse. 

But  whither  shall  the  spirit  go 

To  find  this  gift  for  heaven? — <<  I  know 

The  wealth, '^  she  cries,  "of  every  urn 

In  which  unnumbered  rubies  burn 

Beneath  the  pillars  of  Chilminar; 

I  know  where  the  Isles  of  Perfume  are, 

Many  a  fathom  down  in  the  sea. 

To  the  south  of  sun-bright  Araby; 

I  know  too  where  the  Genii  hid 

The  jeweled  cup  of  their  King  Jamshid, 

With  life's  elixir  sparkling  high, — 

But  gifts  like  these  are  not  for  the  sky. 

Where  was  there  ever  a  gem  that  shone 

Like  the  steps  of  Alla's  wonderful  throne  ? 

And  the  drops  of  life  —  oh!   what  would  they  be 

In  the  boundless  deep  of  eternity  ?  '* 

While  thus  she  mused,  her  pinions  fanned 
The  air  of  that  sweet  Indian  land 
Whose  air  is  balm;  whose  ocean  spreads 
O'er  coral  rocks  and  amber  beds; 
Whose  mountains,  pregnant  by  the  beam 
Of  the  warm  sun,  with  diamonds  teem; 
Whose  rivulets  are  like  rich  brides. 
Lovely,  with  gold  beneath  their  tides; 
Whose  sandal  groves  and  bowers  of  spice 
Might  be  a  Peri's  Paradise! 
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But  crimson  now  her  rivers  ran 

With  human  blood;   the  smell  of  death 
Came  reeking  from  those  spicy  bowers, 

And  man  the  sacrifice  of  man 

Mingled  his  taint  with  every  breath 
Upwafted  from  the  innocent  flowers. 

Land  of  the  sun!  what  foot  invades 

Thy  Pagods  and  thy  pillared  shades, 

Thy  cavern  shrines  and  idol  stones, 

Thy  monarchs  and  their  thousand  thrones  ? 

'Tis  he  of  Gazna:    fierce  in  wrath 

He  comes,  and  India's  diadems 
Lie  scattered  in  his  ruinous  path. 

His  bloodhounds  he  adorns  with  gems 
Torn  from  the  violated  necks 

Of  many  a  young  and  loved  sultana; 

Maidens  within  their  pure  zenana, 

Priests  in  the  very  fane  he  slaughters, 
And  chokes  up  with  the  glittering  wrecks 

Of  golden  shrines  the  sacred  waters! 

Downward  the  Peri  turns  her  gaze. 
And  through  the  war-field's  bloody  haze 
Beholds  a  youthful  warrior  stand 

Alone  beside  his  native  river, 
The  red  blade  broken  in  his  hand 

And  the  last  arrow  in  his  quiver. 
<<Live,'^  said  the  conqueror,  <<  live  to  share 
The  trophies  and  the  crowns  I  bear!" 
Silent  that  youthful  warrior  stood; 
Silent  he  pointed  to  the  flood 
All  crimson  with  his  country's  blood: 
Then  sent  his  last  remaining  dart, 
For  answer,  to  the  invader's  heart. 

False  flew  the  shaft,  though  pointed  well; 
The  tyrant  lived,  the  hero  fell!  — 
Yet  marked  the  Peri  where  he  lay, 

And  when  the  rush  of  war  was  past. 
Swiftly  descending  on  a  ray 

Of  morning  light,  she  caught  the  last, 
Last  glorious  drop  his  heart  had  shed 
Before  its  free-born  spirit  fled! 
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<<  Be  this,*  she  cried,  as  she  winged  her  flight, 
"My  welcome  gift  at  the.  gates  of  light. 
Though  foul  are  the  drops  that  oft  distill 

On  the  field  of  warfare,  blood  like  this 

For  liberty  shed  so  holy  is, 
It  would  not  stain  the  purest  rill 

That  sparkles  among  the  bowers  of  bliss  I 
Oh,  if  there  be  on  this  earthly  sphere 
A  boon,  an  offering  heaven  holds  dear, 
'Tis  the  last  libation  Liberty  draws 
From  the  heart   that  bleeds  and  breaks  in  her  cause!** 

"Sweet, '*  said  the  angel,  as  she  gave 

The  gift  into  his  radiant  hand, 
"  Sweet  is  our  welcome  of  the  brave 

Who  die  thus  for  their  native  land; 
But  see  —  alas!  —  the  crystal  bar 
Of  Eden  moves  not:  holier  far 
Than  even  this  drop  the  boon  must  be  ' 
That  opes  the  gates  of  heaven  for  thee !  * 

Her  first  fond  hope  of  Eden  blighted. 

Now  among  Afric's  lunar  mountains 
Far  to  the  south  the  Peri  lighted, 

And  sleeked  her  plumage  at  the  fountains 
Of  that  Egyptian  tide,  whose  birth 
Is  hidden  from  the  sons  of  earth. 
Deep  in  those  solitary  woods 
Where  oft  the  Genii  of  the  floods 
Dance  round  the  cradle  of  their  Nile 
And  hail  the  new-born  giant's  smile. 
Thence  over  Egypt's  palmy  groves, 

Her  grots,   and  sepulchres  of  kings, 
The  exiled  spirit  sighing  roves,    . 
And  now  hangs  listening  to  the  doves 
In  warm  Rosetta's  vale ;  now  loves 

To  watch  the  moonlight  on  the  wings 
Of  the  white  pelicans  that  break 
The  azure  calm  of  Mceris's  lake. 

'Twas  a  fair  scene :  a  land  more  bright 

Never  did  mortal  eye  behold! 
Who  could  have  thought,  that  saw  this  night 

Those  valleys  and  their  fruits  of  gold 
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Basking  in  heaven's  serenest  light; 
Those  groups  of  lovely  date-trees  bending 

Languidly  their  leaf-crowned  heads. 
Like  youthful  maids,  when  sleep  descending 

Warns  them  to  their  silken  beds; 
Those  virgin  lilies  all  the  night 

Bathing  their  beauties  in  the  lake, 
That  they  may  rise  more  fresh  and  bright 

When  their  beloved  sun's  awake; 
Those  ruined  shrines  and  towers  that  seem 
The  relics  of  a  splendid  dream, 

Amid  whose  fairy  loneliness 
Naught  but  the  lapwing's  cry  is  heard. 

Naught  seen  but  (when  the  shadows  flitting 
Fast  from  the  moon  unsheath  its  gleam) 

Some  purple-winged  sultana  sitting 
Upon  a  column  motionless. 
And  glittering  like  an  idol  bird!  — 
Who  could  have  thought  that  there,  even  there. 
Amid  those  scenes  so  still  and  fair. 

The  demon  of  the  plague  hath  cast 

From  his  hot  wing  a  deadlier  blast, 
More  mortal  far  than  ever  came 
From  the  red  desert's  sands  of  flame! 
So  quick  that  every  living  thing 
Of  human  shape  touched  by  his  wing. 

Like  plants  where  the  simoom  hath  past. 
At  once  falls  black  and  withering! 
The  sun  went  down  on  many  a  brow 

Which,  full  of  bloom  and  freshness  then, 
Is  rankling  in  the  pest-house  now. 

And  ne'er  will  feel  that  sun  again. 
And  oh!  to  see  the  unburied  heaps 
On  which  the  lonely  moonlight  sleeps  — 
The  very  vultures  turn  away. 
And  sicken  at  so  foul  a  prey! 
Only  the  fierce  hyena  stalks 
Throughout  the  city's  desolate  walks 
At  midnight,  and  his  carnage  plies;  — 

Woe  to  the  half-dead  wretch  who  meets 
The  glaring  of  those  large  blue  eyes 
Amid  the  darkness  of  the  streets! 

*Poor  race  of  men!*'   said  the  pitying  Spirit, 
"  Dearly  ye  pay  for  your  primal  fall : 


I028o  THOMAS  MOORE 

Some  flowerets  of  Eden  ye  still  inherit, 

But  the  trail  of  the  Serpent  is  over  them  all!'* 

She  wept:  the  air  grew  pure  and  clear 
Around  her  as  the  bright  drops  ran; 

For  there's  a  magic  in  each  tear 

Such  kindly  spirits  weep  for  man ! 

Just  then  beneath  some  orange-trees, 
Whose  fruit  and  blossoms  in  the  breeze 
Were  wantoning  together,  free, 
Like  age  at  play  with  infancy, — 
Beneath  that  fresh  and  springing  bower, 

Close  by  the  lake,  she  heard  the  moan 
Of  one  who  at  this  silent  hour 

Had  thither  stolen  to  die  alone : 
One  who  in  life,  where'er  he  moved, 

Drew  after  him  the  hearts  of  many; 
Yet  now,  as  though  he  ne'er  were  loved, 

Dies  here  unseen,  unwept  by  any! 
None  to  watch  near  him ;  none  to  slake 

The  fire  that  in  his  bosom  lies 
With  even  a  sprinkle  from  that  lake 

Which  shines  so  cool  before  his  eyes; 
No  voice  well  known  through  many  a  day 

To  speak  the  last,  the  parting  word, 
Which  when  all  other  sounds  decay 

Is  still  like  distant  music  heard, — 
That  tender  farewell  on  the  shore 
Of  this  rude  world  when  all  is  o'er, 
Which  cheers  the  spirit  ere  its  bark 
Puts  off  into  the  unknown  dark. 

Deserted  youth !   one  thought  alone 

Shed  joy  around  his  soul  in  death: 
That  she  whom  he  for  years  had  known, 
And  loved,  and  might  have  called  his  own, 

Was  safe  from  this  foul  midnight's  breatn. 
Safe  in  her  father's  princely  halls. 
Where  the  cool  airs  from  fountain  falls. 
Freshly  perfumed  by  many  a  brand 
Of  the  sweet  wood  from  India's  land, 
Were  pure  as  she  whose  brow  they  fanned. 

But  see  —  who  yonder  comes  by  stealth 
This  melancholy  bower  to  seek, 
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Like  a  young  envoy  sent  by  Health 
With  rosy  gifts  upon  her  cheek? 
'Tis  she:  far  off,  through  moonlight  dim 
He  knew  his  own  betrothed  bride, — 
She  who  would  rather  die  with  him 

Than  live  to  gain  the  world  beside! 
Her  arms  are  round  her  lover  now, 

His  livid  cheek  to  hers  she  presses, 
And  dips,  to  bind  his  burning  brow, 

In  the  cool  lake  her  loosened  tresses. 
Ah!   once,  how  little  did  he  think 
An  hour  would  come  when  he  should  shrink 
With  horror  from  that  dear  embrace, 

Those  gentle  arms  that  were  to  him 
Holy  as  is  the  cradling-place 

Of  Eden's  infant  cherubim! 
And  now  he  yields  —  now  turns  away, 
Shuddering  as  if  the  venom  lay 
All  in  those  proffered  lips  alone; 
Those  lips  that  then  so  fearless  grown, 
Never  until  that  instant  came 
Near  his  unasked  or  without  shame. 
«0h!   let  me  only  breathe  the  air, 

The  blessed  air,  that's  breathed  by  thee, 
And  whether  on  its  wings  it  bear 

Healing  or  death,  'tis  sweet  to  me! 
There  —  drink  my  tears  while  yet  they  fall; 
Would  that  my  bosom's  blood  were  balm, 
And  well  thou  knowest  I'd  shed  it  all 

To  give  thy  brow  one  minute's  calm. 
Nay,  turn  not  from  me  that  dear  face: 

Am  I  not  thine  —  thy  own  loved  bride  — 
The  one,  the  chosen  one,  whose  place 

In  life  or  death  is  by  thy  side  ? 
Think'st  thou  that  she  whose  only  light 

In  this  dim  world  from  thee  hath  shone, 
Could  bear  the  long,  the  cheerless  night 

That  must  be  hers  when  thou  art  gone  ? 
That  I  can  live  and  let  thee  go, 
Who  art  my  life  itself?    No,  no  — 
When  the  stem  dies,  the  leaf  that  grew 
Out  of  its  heart  must  perish  too! 
Then  turn  to  me,  my  own  love,  turn. 
Before,  like  thee,  I  fade  and  burn; 
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Cling  to  these  yet  cool  lips,  and  share 
The  last  pure  life  that  lingers  there !  '* 
She  fails  —  she  sinks;  as  dies  the  lamp 
In  charnel  airs  or  cavern  damp, 
So  quickly  do  his  baleful  sighs 
Quench  all  the  sweet  light  of  her  eyes. 
One  struggle;   and  his  pain  is  past  — 

Her  lover  is  no  longer  living! 
One  kiss  the  maiden  gives,  one  last 

Long  kiss,  which  she  expires  in  giving! 

*  Sleep, '^  said  the  Peri,  as  softly  she  stole 
The  farewell  sigh  of  that  vanishing  soul. 
As  true  as  e'er  warmed  a  woman's  breast, — 
^^  Sleep  on;  in  visions  of  odor  rest; 
In  balmier  airs  than  ever  yet  stirred 
The  enchanted  pile  of  that  lonely  bird, 
Who  sings  at  the  last  his  own  death-lay 
And  in  music  and  perfume  dies  away!^* 
Thus  saying,  from  her  lips  she  spread 

Unearthly  breathings  through  the  place, 
And  shook  her  sparkling  wreath,  and  shed 

Such  lustre  o'er  each  paly  face. 
That  like  two  lovely  saints  they  seemed. 

Upon  the  eve  of  Doomsday  taken 
From  their  dim  graves  in  odor  sleeping; 

While  that  benevolent  Peri  beamed 
Like  their  good  angel  calmly  keeping 

Watch  o'er  them  till  their  souls  would  waken. 

But  morn  is  blushing  in  the  sky; 

Again  the  Peri  soars  above. 
Bearing  to  heaven  that  precious  sigh 

Of  pure  self-sacrificing  love. 
High  throbbed  her  heart,  with  hope  elate: 

The  Elysian  palm  she  soon  shall  win, 
For  the  bright  spirit  at  the  gate 

Smiled  as  she  gave  that  offering  in; 
And  she  already  hears  the  trees 

Of  Eden  with  their  crystal  bells 
Ringing  in  that  ambrosial  breeze 

That  from  the  throne  of  Alia  swells; 
And  she  can  see  the  starry  bowls 

That  lie  around  that  lucid  lake 
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Upon  whose  banks  admitted  souls 

Their  first  sweet  draught  of  glory  takel 

But  ah!   even  Peris*  hopes  are  vain: 

Again  the  fates  forbade,  again 

The  immortal  barrier  closed.     « Not  yet,'* 

The  angel  said,  as  with  regret 

He  shut  from  her  that  glimpse  of  glory: 

*  True  was  the  maiden,  and  her  story, 

Written  in  light  o'er  Alla's  head. 

By  seraph  eyes  shall  long  be  read. 

But,  Peri,  see  —  the  crystal  bar 

Of  Eden  moves  not:  holier  far 

Than  even  this  sigh  the  boon  must  be 

That  opes  the  gates  of  heaven  for  thee.'* 

Now  upon  Syria's  land  of  roses 
Softly  the  light  of  eve  reposes, 
And  like  a  glory  the  broad  sun 
Hangs  over  sainted  Lebanon, 
Whose  head  in  wintry  grandeur  towers 

And  whitens  with  eternal  sleet. 
While  summer  in  a  vale  of  flowers 

Is  sleeping  rosy  at  his  feet. 

To  one  who  looked  from  upper  air 

O'er  all  the  enchanted  regions  there. 

How  beauteous  must  have  been  the  glow. 

The  life,  the  sparkling  from  below! 

Fair  gardens,  shining  streams,  with  ranks 

Of  golden  melons  on  their  banks. 

More  golden  where  the  sunlight  falls; 

Gay  lizards,  glittering  on  the  walls 

Of  ruined  shrines,  busy  and  bright 

As  they  were  all  alive  with  light; 

And  yet  more  splendid,  numerous  flocks 

Of  pigeons  settling  on  the  rocks, 

With  their  rich  restless  wings  that  gleam 

Variously  in  the  crimson  beam 

Of  the  warm  west, —  as  if  inlaid 

With  brilliants  from  the  mine,  or  made 

Of  tearless  rainbows  such  as  span 

The  unclouded  skies  of  Peristan. 

And  then  the  mingling  sounds  that  come, 

Of  shepherd's  ancient  reed,  with  hum 
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Of  the  wild  bees  of  Palestine, 

Banqueting  through  the  flowery  vales; 
And,  Jordan,  those  sweet  banks  of  thine, 

And  woods  so  full  of  nightingales. 
But  naught  can  charm  the  luckless  Peri: 
Her  soul  is  sad,  her  wings  are  weary; 
Joyless  she  sees  the  sun  look  down 
On  that  great  temple  once  his  own, 
Whose  lonely  columns  stand  sublime, 

Flinging  their  shadows  from  on  high 
Like  dials  which  the  wizard  Time 

Had  raised  to  count  his  ages  by! 

Yet  haply  there  may  lie  concealed 
Beneath  those  chambers  of  the  sun 

Some  amulet  of  gems,  annealed 

In  upper  fires,  some  tablet  sealed 
With  the  great  name  of  Solomon, 

Which,  spelled  by  her  illumined  eyes, 

May  teach  her  where  beneath  the  moon. 
In  earth  or  ocean,  lies  the  boon, 
The  charm,  that  can  restore  so  soon 

An  erring  spirit  to  the  skies. 

Cheered  by  this  hope,  she  bends  her  thither;- 

Still  laughs  the  radiant  eye  of  heaven, 

Nor  have  the  golden  bowers  of  even 
In  the  rich  west  begun  to  wither;  — 
When,  o'er  the  vale  of  Balbec  winging, 

Slowly,  she  sees  a  child  at  play, 
Among  the  rosy  wild  flowers  singing. 

As  rosy  and  as  wild  as  they; 
Chasing  with  eager  hands  and  eyes 
The  beautiful  blue  damsel-flies. 
That  fluttered  round  the  jasmine  stems 
Like  winged  flowers  or  flying  gems: 
And  near  the  boy,  who,  tired  with  play, 
Now  nestling  'mid  the  roses  lay, 
She  saw  a  wearied  man  dismount 

From  his  hot  steed,  and  on  the  brink 
Of  a  small  imaret's  rustic  fount, 

Impatient  fling  him  down  to  drink. 
Then  swift  his  haggard  brow  he  turned 

To  the  fair  child,  who  fearless  sat, 
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Though  never  yet  hath  day-beam  burned 

Upon  a  brow  more  fierce  than  that: 
Sullenly  fierce — a  mixture  dire, 
Like  thunder-clouds,  of  gloom  and  fire; 
In  which  the  Peri's  eye  could  read 
Dark  tales  of  many  a  ruthless  deed, —   • 
The  ruined  maid,  the  shrine  profaned. 
Oaths  broken,  and  the  threshold  stained 
With  blood  of  guests!  —  there  written,  all. 
Black  as  the  damning  drops  that  fall 
From  the  denouncing  angel's  pen, 
Ere  mercy  weeps  them  out  again. 

Yet  tranquil  now  that  man  of  crime 
(As  if  the  balmy  evening-time 
Softened  his  spirit)  looked  and  lay, 
"Watching  the  rosy  infant's  play; 
Though  still,  whene'er  his  eye  by  chance 
Fell  on  the  boy's,  its  lurid  glance 

Met  that  unclouded,  joyous  gaze 
As  torches  that  have  burnt  all  night. 
Through  some  impure  and  godless  rite, 

Encounter  morning's  glorious  rays. 

But  hark!  the  vesper  call  to  prayer, 

As  slow  the  orb  of  daylight  sets, 
Is  rising  sweetly  on  the  air 

From  Syria's  thousand  minarets! 
The  boy  has  started  from  the  bed 
Of  flowers  where  he  had  laid  his  head. 
And  down  upon  the  fragrant  sod 

•  Kneels  with  his  forehead  to  the  south, 
Lisping  the  eternal  nam^  of  God 

From  purity's  owr>  <jherub  mouth; 
And  looking,  while  his  hands  and  eyes 
Are  lifted  to  j;he  glowing  skies. 
Like  a  stray  babe  of  Paradise 
Just  lighted  on  that  flowery  plain, 
And  seeking  for  its  home  again. 
Oh!  'twas  a  sight, — that  heaven,  that  child, — 
A  scene,  which  might  have  well  beguiled 
Even  haughty  Eblis  of  a  sigh 
For  glories  lost  and  peace  gone  by! 

And  how  felt  he,  the  wretched  man 
Reclining  there,  while  memory  ran 
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O'er  -many  a  year  of  guilt  and  strife, — 

Flew  o'er  the  dark  flood  of  his  life, 

Nor  found  one  sunny  resting-place, 

Nor  brought  him  back  one  branch  of  g^ace. 

*< There  was  a  time,'*  he  said,  in  mild, 

Heart-humbled  tones,  *thou  blessed  child! 

When,  young  and  haply  pure  as  thou, 

I  looked  and  prayed  like  thee;  but  now  —  * 

He  hung  his  head;  each  nobler  aim 

And  hope  and  feeling,  which  had  slept 
From  boyhood's  hour,  that  instant  came 

Fresh  o'er  him,  and  he  wept  —  he  wept! 

Blest  tears  of  soul-felt  penitence; 

In  whose  benign,  redeeming  flow 
Is  felt  the  first,  the  only  sense 

Of  guiltless  joy  that  guilt  can  know. 
*  There's  a  drop,"  said  the  Peri,  <*  that  down  from  the  moon 
Falls  through  the  withering  airs  of  June 
Upon  Egypt's  land,  of  so  healing  a  power, 
So  balmy  a  virtue,  that  even  in  the  hour 
That  drop  descends,  contagion  dies 
And  health  reanimates  earth  and  skies! 
Oh,  is  it  not  thus,  thou  man  of  sin. 

The  precious  tears  of  repentance  fall  ? 
Though  foul  thy  fiery  plagues  within. 

One  heavenly  drop  hath  dispelled  them  all!>* 

And  now  —  behold  him  kneeling  there 
By  the  child's  side,  in  humble  prayer. 
While  the  same  sunbeam  shines  upon 
The  guilty  and  the  guiltless  one. 
And  hymns  of  joy  proclaim  through  heaven 
The  triumph  of  a  soul  forgiven ! 

*Twas  when  the  golden  orb  had  set. 
While  on  their  knees  they  lingered  yet. 
There  fell  a  light  more  lovely  far 
Than  ever  came  from  sun  or  star. 
Upon  the  tear  that,  warm  and  meek, 
Dewed  that  repentant  sinner's  cheek. 
To  mortal  eye  this  light  might  seem 
A  northern  flash  or  meteor  beam; 
But  well  the  enraptured  Peri  knew 
'Twas  a  brijrht  smile  the  anc^el  threw 
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From  heaven's  gate,  to  hail  that  tear 
Her  harbinger  of  glory  near! 

«Joy,  joy  forever!   my  task  is  done  — 
The  gates  are  passed,  and  heaven  is  won! 
Oh!  am  I  not  happy?    I  am,  I  am  — 

To  thee,  sweet  Eden!  how  dark  and  sad 
Are  the  diamond  turrets  of  Shadukiam, 

And  the  fragrant  bowers  of  Amberabad! 

« Farewell,  ye  odors  of  earth,  that  die 
Passing  away  like  a  lover's  sigh : 
My  feast  is  now  of  the  Tooba  Tree, 
Whose  scent  is  the  breath  of  Eternity! 

*<  Farewell,  ye  vanishing  flowers  that  shone 
In  my  fairy  wreath  so  bright  and  brief: 
Oh!  what  are  the  brightest  that  e'er  have  blown 
To  the  lote-tree  springing  by  Alla's  throne. 
Whose  flowers  have  a  soul  in  every  leaf. 
Joy,  joy  forever!   my  task  is  done  — 
The  gates  are  passed,  and  heaven  is  won!* 


o 


LOVE'S  YOUNG   DREAM 

h!  the  days  are  gone,  when  beauty  bright 
My  heart's  chain  wove; 
When  my  dream  of  life,  from  morn  till  night, 
Was  love,  still  love. 
New  hope  may  bloom, 
And  days  may  come 
Of  milder,  calmer  beam, 
But  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life 

As  love's  young  dream; 

No,  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life 

As  love's  young  dream. 

Though  the  bard  to  purer  fame  may  soar, 

When  wild  youth's  past; 
Though  he  win  the  wise,  who  frowned  before, 

To  smile  at  last: 

He'll  never  meet 

A  joy  so  sweet. 
In  all  his  noon  of  fame. 
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As  when  first  he  sung  to  woman's  ear 

His  soul-felt  flame, 
And  at  every  close  she  blushed  to  hear 

The  one  loved  name. 

No,  that  hallowed  form  is  ne'er  forgot 

Which  first  love  traced; 
Still  it  lingering  haunts  the  greenest  spot 
On  memory's  waste. 
'Twas  odor  fled 
As  soon  as  shed; 
'Twas  morning's  winged  dream: 
*Twas  a  light  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 

On  life's  dull  stream ; 
Oh!   'twas  light  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 
On  life's  dull  stream. 


THE  TIME   I'VE   LOST   IN  WOOING 

THE  time  I've  lost  in  wooing, 
In  watching  and  pursuing 

The  light  that  lies 

In  woman's  eyes, 
Has  been  my  heart's  undoing. 
Though  Wisdom  oft  has  sought  me, 
1  scorned  the  lore  she  brought  me: 

My  only  books 

Were  woman's  looks, 
And  folly's  all  they've  taught  me. 

Her  smile  when  Beauty  granted, 
I  hung  with  gaze  enchanted. 

Like  him,  the  sprite 

Whom  maids  by  night 
Oft  meet  in  glen  that's  haunted. 
Like  him,  too.  Beauty  won  me ; 
But  while  her  eyes  were  on  me. 

If  once  their  ray 

Was  turned  away, 
Oh!  winds  could  not  outrun  me. 

And  are  those  follies  going  ? 
And  is  my  proud  heart  growing 

Too  cold  or  wise 

For  brilliant  eyes 
Again  to  set  it  glowing  ? 
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No  —  vain,  alas!  the  endeavor 
From  bonds  so  sweet  to  sever: 

Poor  Wisdom's  chance 

Against  a  glance 
Is  now  as  weak  as  ever. 


BELIEVE  ME,   IF  ALL  THOSE  ENDEARING  YOUNG  CHARMS 

BELIEVE  me,  if  all  those  endearing  young  charms, 
Which  I  gaze  on  so  fondly  to-day. 
Were  to  change  by  to-morrow,  and  fleet  in  my  arms, 
Like  fairy  gifts  fading  away: 
Thou  wouldst  still  be  adored,  as  this  moment  thou  art. 

Let  thy  loveliness  fade  as  it  will; 
And  around  the  dear  ruin  each  wish  of  my  heart 
Would  entwine  itself  verdantly  still. 

It  is  not  while  beauty  and  youth  are  thine  own. 

And  thy  cheeks  unprofaned  by  a  tear. 
That  the  fervor  and  faith  of  a  soul  can  be  known. 

To  which  time  will  but  make  thee  more  dear: 
No,  the  heart  that  has  truly  loved  never  forgets. 

But  as  truly  loves  on  to  the  close; 
As  the  sunflower  turns  on  her  god,  when  he  sets. 

The  same  look  which  she  turned  when  he  rose. 


COME,   REST   IN   THIS   BOSOM 

COME,  rest  in  this  bosom,  my  own  stricken  deer: 
Though  the  herd  have  fled  from  thee,  thy  home  is  still 
here; 
Here  still  is  the  smile  that  no  cloud  can  o'ercast, 
And  a  heart  and  a  hand  all  thy  own  to  the  last. 

Oh,  what  was  love  made  for,  if  'tis  not  the  same 
Through  joy  and  through  torment,  through  glory  and  shame? 
I  know  not,  I  ask  not,  if  guilt's  in  that  heart, — 
I  but  know  that  I  love  thee,  whatever  thou  art. 

Thou  hast  called  me  thy  angel  in  moments  of  bliss, 
And  thy  angel  I'll  be  through  the  horrors  of  this: 
Through  the  furnace,  unshrinking,  thy  steps  to  pursue. 
And  shield  thee,  and  save  thee,  or  perish  there  too! 
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NORA   CREINA 

LESBIA  hath  a  beaming  eye, 
But  no  one  knows  for  whom  it  beameth; 
Right  and  left  its  arrows  fly. 
But  what  they  aim  at  no  one  dreameth. 

Sweeter  'tis  to  gaze  upon 
My  Nora's  lid  that  seldom  rises; 

Few  its  looks,  but  every  one 
Like  unexpected  light  surprises! 
O  my  Nora  Creina,  dear. 
My  gentle,  bashful  Nora  Creina, 
Beauty  lies 
In  many  eyes. 
But  Love  in  yours,  my  Nora  Creina. 

Lesbia  wears  a  robe  of  gold. 
But  all  so  close  the  nymph  hath  laced  it. 

Not  a  charm  of  beauty's  mold 
Presumes  to  stay  where  nature  placed  it. 

Oh!  my  Nora's  gown  for  me. 
That  floats  as  wild  as  mountain  breezes. 

Leaving  every  beauty  free 
To  sink  or  swell  as  Heaven  pleases. 
Yes,  my  Nora  Creina,  dear, 
My  simple,  graceful  Nora  Creina, 
Nature's  dress 
Is  loveliness  — 
The  dress  you  wear,  my  Nora  Creina. 

Lesbia  hath  a  wit  refined. 
But  when  its  points  are  gleaming  round  us, 

Who  can  tell  if  they're  designed 
To  dazzle  merely,  or  to  wound  us  } 
Pillowed  on  my  Nora's  heart. 
In  safer  slumber  Love  reposes  — 

Bed  of  peace!  whose  roughest   part 
Is  but  the  crumpling  of  the  roses. 
O  my  Nora  Creina  dear. 
My  mild,  my  artless  Nora  Creina! 
Wit,  though  bright, 
Hath  no  such  light 
As  warms  your  eyes,  mv  Nora  Creina. 
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OFT,   IN   THE   STILLY  NIGHT 

I 

OFT,   in  the  stilly  night. 
Ere  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me, 
Fond  memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me ; 
The  smiles,  the  tears. 
Of  boyhood's  years, 
The  words  of  love  then  spoken; 
The  eyes  that  shone. 
Now  dimmed  and  gone. 
The  cheerful  hearts  now  broken! 
Thus,  in  the  stilly  night, 

Ere  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me, 
Sad  memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 

When  I  remember  all 

The  friends,  so  linked  together, 
I've  seen  around  me  fall 

Like  leaves  in  wintry  weather, 
I  feel  like  one 
Who  treads  alone 
Some  banquet-hall  deserted. 
Whose  lights  are  fled, 
Whose  garlands  dead, 
And  all  but  him  departed! 
Thus,  in  the  stilly  night. 

Ere  slumber's  chain  has  bound  me. 
Fond  memory  brings  the  light 
Of  other  days  around  me. 


OHl    BREATHE   NOT   HIS   NAME 

Oh!   breathe  not  his  name, — let  it  sleep  in  the  shade. 
Where  cold  and  unhonored  his  relics  are  laid; 
Sad,  silent,  and  dark,  be  the  tears  that  we  shed, 
As  the  night-dew  that  falls  on  the  grass  o'er  his  head. 

But  the  night-dew  that  falls,  though  in  silence  it  weeps, 
Shall  brighten  with  verdure  the  grave  where  he  sleeps; 
And  the  tear  that  we  shed,  though  in  secret  it  rolls, 
Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  in  our  souls. 
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'TIS  THE   LAST   ROSE   OF   SUMMER 

'npis  the  last  rose  of  summer, 
I         Left  blooming  alone; 
All  her  lovely  companions 
Are  faded  and  gone; 
No  flower  of  her  kindred, 

No  rose-bud  is  nigh, 
To  reflect  back  her  blushes 
Or  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

I'll  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one! 

To  pine  on  the  stem; 
Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping. 

Go,   sleep  thou  with  them. 
Thus  kindly  I  scatter 

Thy  leaves  o'er  the  bed, 
Where  thy  mates  of  the  garden 

Lie  scentless  and  dead. 

So  soon  may  /  follow. 

When  friendships  decay, 

And  from  Love's  shining  circle 
The  gems  drop  away. 

When  true  hearts  lie  withered, 
And  fond  ones  are  flown, 

Oh!   who  would  inhabit 
.  This  bleak  world  alone  ? 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE  THROUGH  TARA'S  HALLS 

THE  harp  that  once  through  Tara's  halls 
The  soul  of  music  shed, 
Now  hangs  as  mute  on  Tara's  walls 
As  if  that  soul  were  fled. 
So  sleeps  the  pride  of  former  days, 
!  So  glory's  thrill  is  o'er; 

And  hearts  that  once  beat  high  for  praise 
Now  feel  that  pulse  no  more. 

No  more  to  chiefs  and  ladies  bright 

The  harp  of  Tara  swells; 
The  chord  alone  that  breaks  at  night 

Its  tale  of  ruin  tells. 
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Thus  Freedom  now  so  seldom  wakes 

The  only  throb  she  gives 
Is  when  some  heart  indignant  breaks, 

To  show  that  still  she  lives. 


SOUND  THE   LOUD   TIMBREL 
Miriam's  Song 

«And  Miriam,  the  Prophetess,  the  sister    of  Aaron,  took    a  timbrel  in  her 
nand;  and   all  the  women  went  out  after  her  with  timbrels  and  with  dances.  ^> 

—  ExoD.  XV.   20. 

SOUND  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea: 
Jehovah  has  triumphed  —  his  people  are  free! 
Sing  —  for  the  pride  of  the  tyrant  is  broken: 
His  chariots,  his  horsemen,  all  splendid  and  brave  — 
How  vain  was  their  boast;  for  the  Lord  hath  but  spoken, 

And  chariots  and  horsemen  are  sunk  in  the  wave. 
Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea: 
Jehovah  has  triumphed  —  his  people  are  free! 
Praise  to  the  Conqueror,  praise  to  the  Lord ! 
His  word  was  our  arrow,  his  breath  was  our  sword. 
Who  shall  return  to  tell  Egypt  the  story 

Of  those  she  sent  forth  in  the  hour  of  her  pride  ? 
For  the  Lord  hath  looked  out  from  his  pillar  of  glory. 
And  all  her  brave  thousands  are  dashed  in  the  tide. 
Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea: 
Jehovah  has  triumphed — his  people  are  free! 


«THOU  ART,   O  GOD  » 

«  The  day  is  thine,  the  night  is  also  thine ;  thou  hast  prepared  the  light  and 
the  sun. 

**  Thou  hast  set  all  the  borders  of  the  earth:  thou  hast  made  summer  and 
winter."  —  Psalm  Ixxiv.   16,  17. 

THOU  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 
Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  see; 
Its  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night, 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  thee; 
Where'er  we  turn,  thy  glories  shine, 
And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  thine! 
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When  day,  with  farewell  beam,  delays 

Among  the  opening  clouds  of  even, 
And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 

Through  golden  vistas  into  heaven. 
Those  hues,  that  make  the  sun's  decline 
So  soft,  so  radiant.  Lord!  are  thine. 

"When  night,   with  wings  of  starry  gloom, 
O'ershadows  all  the  earth  and  skies. 

Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bird,  whose  plume 
Is  sparkling  with  unnumbered  eyes. 

That  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  divine. 

So  grand,  so  countless.  Lord!  are  thine. 

When  youthful  spring  around  us  breathes, 
Thy  spirit  warms  her  fragrant  sigh; 

And  every  flower  the  summer  wreathes 
Is  born  beneath  that  kindling  eye. 

Where'er  we  turn,  thy  glories  shine. 

And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  thine. 


THE   BIRD    LET   LOOSE 

THE  bird  let  loose  in  eastern  skies. 
When  hastening  fondly  home. 
Ne'er  stoops  to  earth  her  wing,  nor  flies 
Where  idle  warblers  roam ; 
But  high  she  shoots  through  air  and  light. 

Above  all  low  delay. 
Where  nothing  earthly  bounds  her  flight, 
Nor  shadows  dim  her  way. 

So  grant  me,  God,  from  every  care 

And  stain  of  passion  free. 
Aloft,  through  virtue's  purer  air, 

To  hold  my  course  to  thee! 
No  sin  to  cloud,  no  lure  to  stay 

My  soul,  as  home  she  springs: 
Thy  sunshine  on  her  joyful  way, 

Thy  freedom  in  her  wings! 


SIR   THOMAS    MORE 
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SIR   THOMAS   MORE 

(1478-1535) 

BY  ANNA  MCCLURE   SHOLL 

'iR  Thomas  More  is  conspicuous  among  English  men  of  letters, 
not  solely  because  of  the  quality  of  his  English  and  Latin 
prose;  but  in  the  main  for  the  humanistic  spirit  of  his  cult- 
ure. In  an  age  when  his  nation  was  not  distinguished  for  liberality 
of  thought  nor  for  breadth  of  human  view,  Thomas  More  linked  to 
his  medieval  devoutness  a  passion  for  intellectual  freedom  which 
places  him  in  the  first  rank  of  modern  thinkers.  He  obtains  perhaps 
broader  recognition,  as  one  whose  public  and  private  life  was  of  such 
exalted  purity  and  high-minded  fidelity  to  a  fixed  ideal,  that  later 
generations  have  found  in  his  character  the  essential  elements  of 
sainthood. 

He  was  born  in  1478,  in  the  morning  twilight  of  the  Renaissance. 
The  strong  new  life  of  Italy,  awakening  -to  the  beauty  and  won- 
der of  the  world  and  of  man,  under  the  inspiration  of  the  Hellenic 
spirit,  had  not  yet  communicated  its  full  warmth  and  vigor  to  the 
nations  of  the  north.  England  was  still  mediaeval  and  scholastic  when 
Thomas  More  was  a  page  in  the  household  of  Cardinal  Morton.  Even 
the  g^eat  universities  were  under  the  domination  of  the  schoolmen. 
Greek  was  neglected  for  the  dusty  Latin  of  scholasticism.  The  highly 
susceptible  nature  of  Thomas  More  felt  nevertheless  the  influence  of 
the  classical  revival,  with  its  accompanying  revival  of  humanitarian 
sympathies.  Humane  in  temperament,  of  a  sweet  and  reasonable 
mind,  he  was  drawn  naturally  to  the  study  of  the  Greek  classics.  At 
the  same  time  his  inheritance  of  the  simple  Christian  piety  of  an 
earlier  day  inclined  him  to  asceticism.  His  soul  was  mediaeval;  his 
mind  was  modern.  Self-repression  and  self-expansion  struggled  within 
him  for  the  mastery.  The  hair  shirt  and  the  wooden  pillow  were 
placed  over  against  the  delights  of  the  new  learning.  The  career  of 
Thomas  More  was  determined  by  his  father,  a  lawyer  of  distinction, 
who  wished  his  son  to  be  a  devotee  neither  of  religion  nor  of  lit- 
erature. In  1494,  after  a  two-years'  residence  at  Oxford,  More  was 
entered  at  New  Inn  to  begin  the  study  of  law.  From  thenceforth  his 
career  was  to  be  more  and  more  involved  with  the  troubled  politics 
of  England  in  the  reigns  of  Henry  VII.  and  Henry  VIII.    For  a  time, 
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however,  he  was  to  advance  quietly  in  his  chosen  profession,  matur- 
ing under  the  influences  of  life  in  the  world,  and  under  the  enriching 
forces  of  his  friendship  with  Erasmus.  In  Erasmus,  the  cultured  and 
philosophical  representative  of  the  new  era,  More  found  satisfaction 
for  needs  of  his  own  nature  which  neither  the  study  of  law  nor  the 
exercises  of  devotion  could  wholly  meet.  The  author  of  the  *  Uto- 
pia* would  follow  the  leadership  of  love  into  many  paths  which 
might  otherwise  have  offered  no  thoroughfare.  It  is  in  the  ^Utopia* 
that  the  friend  of  Erasmus,  the  lover  of  Greek  humanism,  the  mod- 
ern thinker,  escapes  from  the  trammels  of  his  age  and  environment, 
and  gives  expression  to  the  best  that  is  within  him. 

As  far  as  was  possible  More  sought  to  give  a  practical  outlet  to 
his  high  and  prophetic  ideals.  In  doing  so  he  ran  contrary  to  the 
tendency  of  his  time,  and  paid  the  last  penalty  of  such  a  course  — 
martyrdom.  From  the  accession  of  Henry  VIII.  in  1509,  to  1532,  the 
year  in  which  More  resigned  the  Great  Seal,  his  career  indicated  not 
only  his  moral  and  intellectual  greatness,  but  the  pressure  of  his 
individuality  against  the  trammels  of  an  age  too  strait  for  it.  The 
justice  and  mercy  of  Sir  Thomas  More  belong  rather  to  the  nineteenth 
century  than  to  the  sixteenth,  despite  their  setting  in  the  religious 
thought  and  feeling  of  the  Middle  Age. 

The  landmarks  of  his  life, — his  appointment  as  under-sheriff  of 
London  in  15 10,  his  embassy  to  Flanders  in  15 14  and  to  Calais  in 
1517,  his  admission  to  the  Privy  Council  in  15 18,  his  promotion  to  the 
Under-Treasurership  in  1521  and  his  knighting  in  the  same  year,  his 
election  as  Speaker  of  the  House  of  Commons  in  1523,  his  advance- 
ment to  the  Lord  Chancellorship  in  1529  —  these  events  were  steps 
in  an  uncongenial  progress  towards  an  undesired  goal.  Between  the 
author  of  the  <  Utopia  *  and  Henry  VIII.  there  was  a  great  gulf  fixed. 
The  monarch  might  walk  and  talk  familiarly  with  his  Lord  Chan- 
cellor in  the  pleasant  gardens  of  More's  home  at  Chelsea,  but  this 
friendship  of  royal  imposition  was  the  artificial  linking  of  a  modern 
man  with  a  feudal  tyrant.  The  conflict  of  Sir  Thomas  More  with 
Henry  VIII.  over  the  divorce  of  Katherine  of  Aragon  was  less  one 
of  religion  than  of  the  old  order  with  the  new.  The  execution  of 
More  in  1535,  for  refusing  to  accept  the  Act  of  Supremacy,  was  but 
the  natural  outcome  of  this  conflict. 

In  the  < Utopia*  More  embodied  his  ideals  of  society  and  govern- 
ment, for  which  he  had  found  so  few  mediums  of  expression  in  the 
actual  order  about  him.  A  critic  in  the  Quarterly  Review  justly  says 
of  the  book  that  "it  is  an  indictment  of  the  state  of  society  in  which 
More  found  himself,  and  an  aspiration  after  a  fairer  and  juster  order- 
ing of  the  commonwealth.  We  can  trace  in  it  something  vaticinatory; 
some  forecast  of  the  prophetic  soul  of  the  great  world  dreaming  on 
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things  to  come.»  Another  critic,  Rudbart,  finds  it  underlain  with 
three  great  truths:  that  toleration  should  prevail  in  matters  of  reli- 
gious belief;  that  all  political  power  should  not  be  vested  in  a  single 
hand;  that  the  well-being  of  the  body  politic  depends  upon  the  ethi- 
cal and  religious  fitness  of  its  members. 

<  Utopia,  >  the  island  of  Nowhere,  where  labor  is  recreation,  where 
want  is  not,  where  men  are  brothers,  remains  still  an  ideal  to  modern 
minds  of  a  certain  type.  The  charm  of  the  book  itself  lies  partly  in 
its  attractive  subject  —  a  golden  age  is  always  of  interest  —  partly 
in  its  quaint  and  fragrant  style. 

In  the  annals  of  English  literature.  Sir  Thomas  More  the  Lord 
Chancellor  is  less  remembered  than  Sir  Thomas  More  the  friend 
of  Erasmus  and  of  Holbein,  the  head  of  the  patriarchal  household  at 
Chelsea,  the  father  of  Margaret  Roper.  As  one  of  the  first-born  of 
an  age  whose  hospitality  he  was  not  destined  to  enjoy,  he  possesses 
a  strong  claim  upon  the  interest  and  sympathy  of  modern  genera- 
tions. 


^ 


^Uca, 


A   LETTER   TO   LADY  MORE 

[Returning  from  the  negotiations  at  Cambray,  Sir  Thomas  More  heard 
that  his  barns  and  some  of  those  of  his  neighbors  had  been  burned  down ;  he 
consequently  wrote  the  following  letter  to  his  wife.  Its  gentleness  to  a  sour- 
tempered  woman,  and  the  benevolent  feelings  expressed  about  the  property  of 
his  neighbors,  have  been  much  admired.     The  spelling  is  modernized.] 

MISTRESS  Alice,  in  my  most  heartywise  I  recommend  me  to 
you.  And  whereas  I  am  informed  by  my  son  Heron  of 
the  loss  of  our  bams  and  our  neighbors'  also,  with  all  the 
com  that  was  therein;  albeit  (saving  God's  pleasure)  it  is  great 
pity  of  so  much  good  corn  lost,  yet  sith  it  hath  liked  him  to 
send  us  such  a  chance,  we  must  and  are  bounden,  not  only  to 
be  content,  but  also  to  be  glad  of  this  visitation.  He  sent  us 
all  that  we  have  lost;  and  sith  he  hath  by  such  a  chance  taken 
it  away  again,  his  pleasure  be  fulfilled!  Let  us  never  grudge 
thereat,  but  take  it  in  good  worth,  and  heartily  thank  him,  as 
well  for  adversity  as  for  prosperity.  And  peradventure  we  have 
more   cause    to    thank   him   for   our   loss   than  for  our   winning, 
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for  his  wisdom  better  seeth  what  is  good  for  us  than  we  do 
ourselves.  Therefore  I  pray  you  be  of  good  cheer,  and  take  all 
the  household  with  you  to  church,  and  there  thank  God,  both  for 
that  he  has  given  us,  and  for  that  he  has  taken  from  us,  and  for 
that  he  hath  left  us;  which,  if  it  please  him,  he  can  increase 
when  he  will.  And  if  it  please  him  to  leave  us  yet  less,  at  his 
pleasure  be  it! 

I  pray  you  to  make  some  good  ensearch  what  my  poor  neigh- 
bors have  lost,  and  bid  them  take  no  thought  therefor;  for  if  I 
should  not  leave  myself  a  spoon,  there  shall  no  poor  neighbor 
of  mine  bear  no  loss  by  any  chance  happened  in  my  house.  I 
pray  you  be,  with  my  children  and  your  household,  merry  in  God; 
and  devise  somewhat  with  your  friends  what  way  were  best  to 
take  for  provision  to  be  made  for  corn  for  our  household,  and 
for  seed  this  year  coming,  if  we  think  it  good  that  we  keep 
the  ground  still  in  our  hands.  And  whether  we  think  it  good 
that  we  so  shall  do  or  not,  yet  I  think  it  were  not  best  suddenly 
thus  to  leave  it  all  up,  and  to  put  away  our  folk  off  our  farm, 
till  we  have  somewhat  advised  us  thereon.  Howbeit  if  we  have 
more  now  than  ye  shall  need,  and  which  can  get  them  other 
masters,  ye  may  discharge  us  of  them.  But  I  would  not  that 
any  man  were  suddenly  sent  away,  he  wot  not  whither. 

At  my  coming  hither,  I  perceived  none  other  but  that  I 
should  tarry  still  with  the  King's  grace.  But  now  I  shall,  I 
think,  because  of  this  chance,  get  leave  this  next  week  to  come 
home  and  see  you,  and  then  shall  we  further  devise  together 
upon  all  things,  what  order  shall  be  best  to  take. 

And  thus  as  heartily  fare-you-well,  with  all  our  children,  as 
ye  can  wish.  At  Woodstock,  the  third  day  of  September  [1528], 
by  the  hand  of  your  loving  husband, 

Thomas  More,  Knight. 


LIFE   IN   UTOPIA 
From  <  Utopia  > 

THERE  are  fifty-four  cities  in  the  island,  all  large  and  well  built, 
the  manners,  customs,  and  laws  of  which  arc  the  same,  and 
they  are  all  contrived  as  near  in  the  same  manner  as  the 
ground  on  which  they  stand  will  allow.     The  nearest  lie  at  least 
twenty-four  miles'  distance  from  one  another,  and  the  most  remote 
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are  not  so  far  distant  but  that  a  man  can  go  on  foot  in  one 
day  from  it  to  that  which  lies  next  it.  Every  city  sends  three  of 
their  wisest  senators  once  a  year  to  Amaurot,  to  consult  about 
their  common  concerns;  for  that  is  the  chief  town  of  the  island, 
being  situated  near  the  centre  of  it,  so  that  it  is  the  most  con- 
venient place  for  their  assemblies.  The  jurisdiction  of  every  city 
extends  at  least  twenty  miles;  and  where  the  towns  lie  wider, 
they  have  much  more  ground.  No  town  desires  to  enlarge  its 
bounds,  for  the  people  consider  themselves  rather  as  tenants  than 
landlords. 

They  have  built,  over  all  the  country,  farm-houses  for  hus- 
bandmen; which  are  well  contrived,  and  furnished  with  all  things 
necessary  for  country  labor.  Inhabitants  are  sent,  by  turns,  from 
the  cities  to  dwell  in  them;  no  country  family'  has  fewer  than 
forty  men  and  women  in  it,  besides  two  slaves.  There  is  a  mas- 
ter and  a  mistress  set  over  every  family,  and  over  thirty  fam- 
ilies there  is  a  magistrate.  Every  year  twenty  of  this  family 
come  back  to  the  town  after  they  have  stayed  two  years  in  the 
country,  and  in  their  room  there  are  other  twenty  sent  from  the 
town,  that  they  may  learn  country  work  from  those  that  have 
been  already  one  year  in  the  country,  as  they  must  teach  those 
that  come  to  them  the  next  from  the  town.  By  this  means  such 
as  dwell  in  those  country  farms  are  never  ignorant  of  agricult- 
ure, and  so  commit  no  errors  which  might  otherwise  be  fatal  and 
bring  them  under  a  scarcity  of  corn.  But  though  there  is  every 
year  such  a  shifting  of  the  husbandmen,  to  prevent  any  man 
being  forced  against  his  will  to  follow  that  hard  course  of  life 
too  long,  yet  many  among  them  take  such  pleasure  in  it  that 
they  desire  leave  to   continue  in  it  many  years. 

These  husbandmen  till  the  ground,  breed  cattle,  hew  wood 
and  convey  it  to  the  towns  either  by  land  or  water,  as  is  most 
convenient.  They  breed  an  infinite  multitude  of  chickens  in  a 
very  curious  manner:  for  the  hens  do  not  sit  and  hatch  them, 
but  a  vast  number  of  eggs  are  laid  in  a  gentle  and  equal  heat 
in  order  to  be  hatched;  and  they  are  no  sooner  out  of  the  shell, 
and  able  to  stir  about,  but  they  seem  to  consider  those  that  feed 
them  as  their  mothers,  and  follow  them  as  other  chickens  do 
the  hen  that  hatched  them.  They  breed  very  few  horses,  but 
those  they  have  are  full  of  mettle,  and  are  kept  only  for  exercis- 
ing their  youth  in  the  art  of  sitting  and  riding  them;  for  they 
do  not  put  them  to  any  work,  either  of  plowing  or  carriage,  in 
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which  they  employ  oxen.  For  though  their  horses  are  stronger, 
yet  they  find  oxen  can  hold  out  longer;  and  as  they  are  not  sub- 
ject to  so  many  diseases,  so  they  are  kept  upon  a  less  charge  and 
with  less  trouble.  And  even  when  they  are  so  worn  out  that 
they  are  no  more  fit  for  labor,  they  are  good  meat  at  last.  They 
sow  no  corn  but  that  which  is  to  be  their  bread:  for  they  drink 
either  wine,  cider,  or  perry,  and  often  water,  sometimes  boiled 
with  honey  or  liquorice,  with  which  they  abound;  and  though 
they  know  exactly  how  much  corn  will  serve  every  town  and 
all  that  tract  of  country  which  belongs  to  it,  yet  they  sow  much 
more,  and  breed  more  cattle,  than  are  necessary  for  their  con- 
sumption, ■  and  they  give  that  overplus  of  which  they  make  no 
use  to  their  neighbors. 

When  they  want  anything  in  the  country  which  it  does  not 
produce,  they  fetch  that  from  the  town,  without  carrjdng  any- 
thing in  exchange  for  it.  And  the  magistrates  of  the  town  take 
care  to  see  it  given  them;  for  they  meet  generally  in  the  town 
once  a  month,  upon  a  festival  day.  When  the  time  of  harvest 
comes,  the  magistrates  in  the  countr}^  send  to  those  in  the  towns, 
and  let  them  know  how  many  hands  they  will  need  for  reaping 
the  harvest;  and  the  number  they  call  for  being  sent  to  them, 
they  commonly  dispatch  it  all  in  one  day. 

He  that  knows  one  of  their  towns  knows  them  all  —  they 
are  so  like  one  another,  except  where  the  situation  makes  some 
difference.  I  shall  therefore  describe  one  of  them,  and  none 
is  so  proper  as  Amaurot;  for  as  none  is  more  eminent  (all  the 
rest  yielding  in  precedence  to  this,  because  it  is  the  seat  of  their 
supreme  council),  so  there  was  none  of  them  better  known  to 
me,  I  having  lived  five  years  all  together  in  it. 

It  lies  upon  the  side  of  a  hill,  or  rather  a  rising  ground.  Its 
figure  is  almost  square:  for  from  the  one  side  of  it,  which  shoots 
lip  almost  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  it  runs  down  in  a  descent  for 
two  miles,  to  the  river  Anider;  but  it  is  a  little  broader  the 
other  way  that  runs  along  by  the  bank  of  that  river.  The  Anider 
rises  about  eighty  miles  above  Amaurot,  in  a  small  spring  at  first. 
But  other  brooks  falling  into  it,  of  which  two  are  more  consider- 
able than  the  rest,  as  it  runs  by  Amaurot  it  is  grown  half  a  mile 
broad;  but  it  still  grows  larger  and  larger,  till  after  sixty  miles' 
course  below  it,  it  is  lost  in  the  ocean.  Between  the  town  and 
the  sea,  and  for  some   miles   above   the  town,  it  ebbs  and  flows 
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every  six  hours  with  a  strong  current.  The  tide  comes  up  about 
thirty  miles  so  full  that  there  is  nothing  but  salt  water  in  the 
river,  the  fresh  water  being  driven  back  with  its  force;  and  above 
that,  for  some  miles,  the  water  is  brackish;  but  a  little  higher, 
as  it  runs  by  the  town,  it  is  quite  fresh;  and  when  the  tide  ebbs, 
it  continues  fresh  all  along  to  the  sea.  There  is  a  bridge  cast 
over  the  river,  not  of  timber,  but  of  fair  stone,  consisting  of 
many  stately  arches;  it  lies  at  that  part  of  the  town  which  is 
farthest  from  the  sea,  so  that  the  ships,  without  any  hindrance, 
lie  all  along  the  side  of  the  town. 

There  is  likewise  another  river  that  runs  by  it,  which,  though 
it  is  not  great,  yet  it  runs  pleasantly,  for  it  rises  out  of  the  same 
hill  on  which  the  town  stands,  and  so  runs  down  through  it  and 
falls  into  the  Anider.  The  inhabitants  have  fortified  the  fountain- 
head  of  this  river,  which  springs  a  little  without  the  towns;  that 
so,  if  they  should  happen  to  be  besieged,  the  enemy  might  not 
be  able  to  stop  or  divert  the  course  of  the  water,  nor  poison  it; 
from  thence  it  is  carried  in  earthen  pipes  to  the  lower  streets. 
And  for  those  places  of  the  town  to  which  the  water  of  that 
small  river  cannot  be  conveyed,  they  have  great  cisterns  for 
receiving  the  rain-water,  which  supplies  the  want  of  the  other. 

The  town  is  compassed  with  a  high  and  thick  wall,  in  which 
there  are  many  towers  and  forts;  there  is  also  a  broad  and  deep 
dry  ditch,  set  thick  with  thorns,  cast  round  three  sides  of  the 
town,  and  the  river  is  instead  of  a  ditch  on  the  fourth  side.  The 
streets  are  ver}"  convenient  for  all  carriage,  and  are  well  shel- 
tered from  the  winds.  Their  buildings  are  good,  and  are  so  uni- 
form that  a  whole  side  of  a  street  looks  like  one  house.  The 
streets  are  twenty  feet  broad.  There  lie  gardens  behind  all 
their  houses;  these  are  large,  but  inclosed  with  buildings,  that 
on  all  hands  face  the  streets,  so  that  every  house  has  both  a  door 
to  the  street  and  a  back  door  to  the  garden.  Their  doors  have 
all  two  leaves,  which,  as  they  are  easily  opened,  so  they  shut  of 
their  own  accord;  and  there  being  no  property  among  them,  every 
man  may  freely  enter  into  any  house  whatsoever.  At  every  ten 
years'  end  they  shift  their  houses  by  lots.  They  cultivate  their 
gardens  with  great  care,  so  that  they  have  both  vines,  fruits, 
herbs,  and  flowers  in  them;  and  all  is  so  well  ordered  and  so 
finely  kept  that  I  never  saw  gardens  anywhere  that  were  both  so 
fruitful  and  so  beautiful  as  theirs.  And  this  humor  of  ordering 
their  gardens  so  well  is  not  only  kept   up  by  the  pleasure  they 
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find  in  it,  but  also  by  an  emulation  between  the  inhabitants  of  the 
several  streets,  who  vie  with  each  other.  And  there  is,  indeed, 
nothing  belonging  to  the  whole  town  that  is  both  more  useful 
and  more  pleasant.  So  that  he  who  founded  the  town  seems 
to  have  taken  care  of  nothing  more  than  of  their  gardens;  for 
they  say  the  whole  scheme  of  the  town  was  designed  at  first 
by  Utopus,  but  he  left  all  that  belonged  to  the  ornament  and 
improvement  of  it  to  be  added  by  those  that  should  come  after 
him,  that  being  too  much  for  one  man  to  bring  to  perfection. 

Their  records,  that  contain  the  history  of  their  town  and  State, 
are  preserved  with  an  exact  care,  and  run  backwards  seventeen 
hundred  and  sixty  years.  From  these  it  appears  that  their  houses 
were  at  first  low  and  mean,  like  cottages,  made  of  any  sort  of 
timber,  and  were  built  with  mud  walls  and  thatched  with  straw. 
But  now  their  houses  are  three  stories  high ;  the  fronts  of  them 
are  faced  either  with  stone,  plastering,  or  brick,  and  between  the 
facings  of  their  walls  they  throw  in  their  rvibbish.  Their  roofs 
are  fiat;  and  on  them  they  lay  a  sort  of  plaster,  which  costs  very 
little,  and  yet  is  so  tempered  that  it  is  not  apt  to  take  fire,  and 
yet  resists  the  weather  more  than  lead.  They  have  great  quan- 
tities of  glass  among  them,  with  which  they  glaze  their  windows; 
they  use  also  in  their  windows  a  thin  linen  cloth,  that  is  so  oiled 
or  gummed  that  it  both  keeps  out  the  wind  and  gives  free  admis- 
sion to  the  light. 


SLAVERY  AND   PUNISHMENTS   FOR  CRIME 
From  <  Utopia  > 

THEY  do  not  make  slaves  of  prisoners  of  war,  except  those 
that  are  taken  in  battle;  nor  of  the  sons  of  their  slaves, 
nor  of  those  of  other  nations:  the  slaves  among  them  are 
only  such  as  are  condemned  to  that  state  of  life  for  the  commis- 
sion of  some  crime,  or,  which  is  more  common,  such  as  their  mer- 
chants find  condemned  to  die  in  those  parts  to  which  they  trade, 
whom  they  sometimes  redeem  at  low  rates;  and  in  other  places 
have  them  for  nothing.  They  are  kept  at  perpetual  labor,  and  are 
always  chained,  but  with  this  difference,  that  their  own  natives 
are  treated  much  worse  than  others;  they  are  considered  as  more 
profligate  than  the  rest,  and  since  they  could  not  be  restrained  by 
the  advantages  of  so  excellent  an  education,  are   judged  worthy 
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of  harder  usage.  Another  sort  of  slaves  are  the  poor  of  the 
neighboring  countries,  who  oiTer  of  their  own  accord  to  come  and 
serve  them ;  they  treat  these  better,  and  use  them  in  all  other 
respects  as  well  as  their  own  countrymen,  except  their  impos- 
ing more  labor  upon  them,  which  is  no  hard  task  to  those  that 
have  been  accustomed  to  it:  and  if  any  of  these  have  a  mind 
to  go  back  to  their  own  country, —  which  indeed  falls  out  but 
seldom, —  as  they  do  not  force  them  to  stay,  so  they  do  not  send 
them  away  empty-handed. 

Their  law  does  not  determine  the  punishment  for  other  crimes; 
but  that  is  left  to  the  Senate,  to  temper  it  according  to  the  cir- 
cumstances of  the  fact.  Husbands  have  power  to  correct  their 
wives,  and  parents  to  chastise  their  children,  unless  the  fault  is 
so  great  that  a  public  punishment  is  thought  necessary  for  strik- 
ing terror  into  others.  For  the  most  part  slavery  is  the  punish- 
ment even  of  the  greatest  crimes;  for  as  that  is  no  less  terrible 
to  the  criminals  themselves  than  death,  so  they  think  the  pre- 
serving them  in  a  state  of  servitude  is  more  for  the  interest 
of  the  commonwealth  than  killing  them;  since  as  their  labor  is 
a  greater  benefit  to  the  public  than  their  death  could  be,  so  the 
sight  of  their  misery  is  a  more  lasting  terror  to  other  men 
than  that  which  would  be  given  by  their  death.  If  their  slaves 
rebel,  and  will  not  bear  their  yoke  and  submit  to  the  labor  that 
is  enjoined  them,  they  are  treated  as  wild  beasts,  that  cannot 
be  kept  in  order  neither  by  a  prison  nor  by  their  chains;  and 
are  at  last  put  to  death.  But  those  who  bear  their  punishment 
patiently,  and  are  so  much  wrought  on  by  that  pressure  that  lies 
so  hard  on  them  that  it  appears  they  are  really  more  troubled  for 
the  crimes  they  have  committed  than  for  the  miseries  they  suffer, 
are  not  out  of  hope  but  that  at  last  either  the  Prince  will  by  his 
prerogative,  or  the  people  by  their  intercession,  restore  them  again 
to  their  liberty,  or  at  least  very  much  mitigate  their  slavery. 
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JAMES  JUSTINIAN   MORIER 

(i 780-1 849) 

(ajji  Baba,  one  of  the  most  delightful  of  all  the  disreputable 
rascals  in  literature,  was  invented,  or  rather  discovered, 
in  Persia  by  James  Justinian  Morier,  about  the  year  1808. 
In  that  year  Mr.  Morier  went  to  Tehran  as  private  secretary  of  the 
English  minister  to  the  Persian  court.  He  was  born  in  Constantino- 
ple, where  his  father  held  the  position  of  British  consul;  brought  up 
in  an  Oriental  atmosphere,  although  he  passed  some  years  at  Harrow; 
and  was  dedicated  to  the  Oriental  diplomatic  or  consular  service.  At 
the  age  of  twenty-eight  he  had  his  first  Persian  experience.  From 
181 1  to  1815  he  was  again  in  Persia  as  secretary  and  charge  d'affaires. 
He  wrote  two  works  on  Persia,  which  were  greatly  valued  in  Eng- 
land for  their  historical  information  and  keen  insight  into  Persian 
character.  In  1824  appeared  *  Hajji  Baba,'  the  ripened  product  of 
his  observation  and  experience.  It  became  at  once  a  favorite  of  the 
intelligent  reading  public,  and  speedily  passed  through  several  edi- 
tions. This  popularity  it  has  never  lost,  and  new  editions  have  con- 
stantly been  in  demand.  The  latest  (Macmillan  &  Co.)  was  published 
in  1895  with  a  biographical  introduction  by  the  Hon.  George  Cur- 
zon,  and  with  the  original  illustrations  made  from  drawings  by  the 
author.  *Hajji  Baba  in  England, >  a  narrative  which  followed  this 
classic,  gives  the  droll  experiences  of  Mirza  Firouz,  Persian  envoy  to 
the  court  of  St.»  James,  whither  he  is  supposed  to  have  been  accom- 
panied by  Hajji. 

Mr.  Morier  seems  to  have  been  saturated  with  the  Oriental  feeling; 
and  his  knowledge  of  the  Persian  character,  in  all  grades  of  society, 
is  so  comprehensive,  his  acquaintance  with  Persian  literature  so  sym- 
pathetic, and  his  study  of  its  religion,  morals  and  manners,  and  way 
of  regarding  life,  is  so  deep,  that  the  narrative  put  into  the  mouth  of 
the  barber  of  Ispahan  strikes  no  false  note.  The  story  has  no  com- 
panion for  verisimilitude  in  all  those  written  by  foreigners  of  another 
age  and  another  race ;  including  all  the  romances  of  Greek  and  Roman 
life,  which  invariably  smell  of  erudition  and  of  archaeology.  Hajji 
tells  his  story  like  a  Persian,  and  his  tale  is  worthy  to  rank  with  the 
^Arabian  Nights.*  Hajji  is  as  unconscious  of  his  cheerful  rascality, 
and  of  the  revelations  he  is  making  of  his  people,  as  the  story-tellers 
of  the  *  Nights  *  are  of  the  Occidental  view  of  the  moral  law.     As  a 
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picture  of  Oriental  life  his  narrative  fits  in  well  with  the  ^Arabian 
Nights ' ;  but  it  has  also  kinship  to  Benvenuto  Cellini  and  to  *  Gil 
Bias.*  But  there  is  a  great  difference  between  the  < Arabian  Nights* 
and  <Hajji  Baba.'  The  latter  is  a  satire,  and  was  bitterly  resented 
by  the  Persians  as  a  satire;  whereas  the  same  sort  of  revelations  in 
the  *  Tales  *  seem  to  them  genial  and  natural.  To  them  this  satire  is 
particularly  offensive  in  the  exposure  of  the  pillars  of  the  church, — 
the  dervishes  and  the  mollahs, — and  Hajji's  apparently  unconscious 
admission  of  the  natural  vices  of  cowardice,  lying,  and  deceit.  As  a 
keen  piece  of  satire  it  has  never  been  surpassed;  and  it  is  heightened 
by  coming  from  the  mouth  of  a  good-natured  adventurer  and  thief. 

The  reader  will  not  go  amiss  of  entertainment  on  any  page  of  this 
curious  book;  but  we  have  selected  from  it  the  following  account  of 
the  Persian  physician  and  how  the  Shah  took  physic,  as  fairly  repre- 
sentative of  its  humor,  and  complete  in  itself. 


HAJJI  AS  A  QUACK 
From  <The  Adventures  of  Hajji  Baba* 

AT  LENGTH  One  moming  Asker  called  me  to  him  and  said:  — 
^*  Hajji  my  friend,  you  know  how  thankful  I  have  always 
expressed  myself  for  your  kindness  to  me  when  we  were 
prisoners  together  in  the  hands  of  the  Turcomans,  and  now  I 
will  prove  my  gratitude.  I  have  recommended  you  strongly  to 
Mirza  Ahmak,  the  king's  Hakim  bashi,  or  chief  physician,  who 
is  in  want  of  a  servant;  and  I  make  no  doubt  that  if  you  give 
him  satisfaction,  he  will  teach  you  his  art,  and  put  you  in  the 
way  of  making  your  fortune.  You  have  only  to  present  yourself 
before  him,  saying  that  you  come  from  me,  and  he  will  imme- 
diately assign  you  an  employment." 

I  had  no  turn  for  the  practice  of  physic,  and  recollecting  the 
story  which  had  been  related  to  me  by  the  dervish,  I  held  the 
profession  in  contempt:  but  my  case  was  desperate;  I  had  spent 
my  last  dinar,  and  therefore  I  had  nothing  left  me  but  to  ac- 
cept of  the  doctor's  place.  Accordingly,  the  next  morning  I  pro- 
ceeded to  his  house,  which  was  situated  in  the  neighborhood  of 
the  palace;  and  as  I  entered  a  dull,  neglected  court-yard,  I  there 
found  several  sick  persons,  some  squatted  against  the  wall,  others 
supported  by  their  friends,  and  others  again  with  bottles  in  their 
hands,  waiting  the  moment  when  the  ph3"sician  should  leave  the 
women's  apartments  to  transact  business  in  public.     I  proceeded 
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to  an  open  window,  where  those  who  were  not  privileged  to 
enter  the  room  stood,  and  there  I  took  my  station  until  I  should 
be  called  in.  Within  the  room  were  several  persons,  who  came 
to  pay  their  court  to  the  doctor  (for  every  man  who  is  an  offi- 
cer of  the  court  has  his  levee) ;  and  from  remarking  them  I  learnt 
how  necessary  it  was,  in  order  to  advance  in  life,  to  make  much 
of  everything,  even  the  dog  or  the  cat  if  they  came  in  my 
way,  of  him  who  can  have  access  to  the  ear  of  men  in  power.  I 
made  my  reflections  upon  the  miseries  I  had  already  undergone, 
and  was  calculating  how  long  it  would  take  me  to  go  through  a 
course  of  cringing  and  flattery  to  be  entitled  to  the  same  sorts 
of  attention  myself,  when  I  perceived,  by  the  bows  of  those  near 
me,  that  the  doctor  had  seated  himself  at  the  window,  and  that 
the  business  of  the  day  had  commenced. 

The  Hakim  was  an  old  man,  with  an  eye  sunk  deep  into  his 
head,  high  cheek-bones,  and  a  scanty  beard.  He  had  a  consider- 
able bend  in  his  back;  and  his  usual  attitude,  when  seated,  was 
that  of  a  projecting  chin,  his  head  reclining  back  between  his 
shoulders,  and  his  hands  resting  on  his  girdle,  whilst  his  elbows 
formed  two  triangles  on  each  side  of  his  body.  He  made  short 
snappish  questions,  gave  little  hums  at  the  answers,  and  seemed 
to  be  thinking  of  anything  but  the  subject  before  him.  When 
he  heard  the  account  of  the  ailments  of  those  who  had  come  to 
consult  him,  and  had  said  a  few  words  to  his  little  circle  of  para- 
sites, he  looked  at  me;  and  after  I  had  told  him  that  I  was  the 
person  of  whom  the  poet  had  spoken,  he  fixed  his  little  sharp 
eyes  upon  me  for  a  second  or  two,  and  then  desired  me  to  wait, 
for  that  he  wished  to  speak  to  me  in  private.  Accordingly,  he 
soon  after  got  up  and  went  out  of  the  room ;  and  I  was  called 
upon  to  attend  him  in  a  small  separate  court,  closely  walled  on 
all  sides,  except  on  the  one  where  was  situated  the  khelwet.  or 
private  room,  in  which  the  doctor  was  seated. 

As  soon  as  I  appeared,  the  doctor  invited  mc  into  the  room, 
and  requested  me  to  be  seated;  which  I  did  with  all  the  humil- 
ity which  it  is  the  etiquette  for  an  inferior  to  show  towards  his 
superior,  for  so  great  an  honor. 

He  informed  me  that  the  poet  had  spoken  very  favorably 
of  me,  and  had  said  that  I  was  a  person  to  be  depended  upon, 
particularly  on  account  of  my  discretion  and  prudence;  that  I 
had  seen  a  great  deal  of  life;  that  I  was  fertile  in  expedients; 
and    that   if   any   business    in    which    circumspection    and   secrecy 
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were  necessary  was  intrusted  to  me,  I  should  conduct  it  with  all 
the  ability  required.  I  bowed  repeatedly  as  he  spoke,  and  kept 
my  hands  respectfully  before  me,  covered  with  the  border  of  my 
sleeve,  whilst  I  took  care  that  my  feet  were  also  completely  hid. 
He  then  continued,  and  said: — "I  have  occasion  for  a  person 
of  your  description  precisely  at  this  moment,  and  as  I  put  great 
confidence  in  the  recommendation  of  my  friend  Asker,  it  is  my 
intention  to  make  use  of  your  good  offices;  and  if  you  succeed 
according  to  my  expectations,  you  may  rest  assured  that  it  will 
be  well  for  you,  and  that  I  shall  not  remain  unmindful  of  your 
services.  '^ 

Then  requesting  me  to  approach  nearer  to  him,  and  in  a  low 
and  confidential  tone  of  voice,  he  said,  looking  over  his  shoulders 
as  if  afraid  of  being  overheard: — • 

"  Hajji,  you  must  know  that  an  ambassador  from  the  Franks 
is  lately  arrived  at  this  court,  in  whose  suite  there  is  a  doctor. 
This  infidel  has  already  acquired  considerable  reputation  here. 
He  treats  his  patients  in  a  manner  quite  new  to  us,  and  has 
arrived  with  a  chest  full  of  medicines,  of  which  we  do  not  even 
know  the  names.  He  pretends  to  the  knowledge  of  a  great 
many  things  of  which  we  have  never  yet  heard  in  Persia.  He 
makes  no  distinction  between  hot  and  cold  diseases,  and  hot  and 
cold  remedies,  as  Galenus  and  Avicenna  have  ordained,  but  gives 
mercury  by  way  of  a  cooling  medicine;  stabs  the  belly  with  a 
sharp  instrument  for  wind  in  the  stomach;  and  what  is  worse 
than  all,  pretends  to  do  away  with  the  small-pox  altogether,  by 
infusing  into  our  nature  a  certain  extract  of  cow,  a  discovery 
which  one  of  their  philosophers  has  lately  made.  Now  this  will 
never  do,  Hajji.  The  small-pox  has  always  been  a  comfortable 
source  of  revenue  to  me;  I  cannot  afford  to  lose  it  because  an 
infidel  chooses  to  come  here  and  treat  us  like  cattle.  We  can- 
not allow  him  to  take  the  bread  out  of  our  mouths.  But  the 
reason  why  I  particularly  want  your  help  proceeds  from  the  fol- 
lowing cause.  The  grand  vizier  was  taken  ill,  two  days  ago, 
of  a  strange  uneasiness,  after  having  eaten  more  than  his  usual 
quantity  of  raw  lettuce  and  cucumber,  steeped  in  vinegar  and 
sugar.  This  came  to  the  Frank  ambassador's  ears,  who  in  fact 
was  present  at  the  eating  of  the  lettuce;  and  he  immediately  sent 
his  doctor  to  him,  with  a  request  that  he  might  be  permitted 
to  administer  relief.  The  grand  vizier  ana  the  ambassador,  it 
seems,  had  not  been  upon  good  terms  for  some  time,  because  the 
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latter  was  very  urgent  that  some  demand  of  a  political  nature 
might  be  conceded  to  him,  which  the  vizier,  out  of  consideration 
for  the  interests  of  Persia,  was  obliged  to  deny;  and  therefore, 
thinking  that  this  might  be  a  good  opportunity  of  conciliating 
the  infidel,  and  of  coming  to  a  compromise,  he  agreed  to  accept 
of  the  doctor's  services.  Had  I  been  apprised  of  the  circum- 
stance in  time,  I  should  easily  have  managed  to  put  a  stop  to 
the  proceeding;  but  the  doctor  did  not  lose  an  instant  in  adminis- 
tering his  medicine,  which,  I  hear,  only  consisted  of  one  little 
white  and  tasteless  pill  From  all  accounts,  and  as  ill  luck 
would  have  it,  the  effect  it  has  produced  is  something  quite  mar- 
velous. The  grand  vizier  has  received  such  relief  that  he  can 
talk  of  nothing  else;  he  says  that  'he  felt  the  pill  drawing  the 
damp  from  the  very  tips  of  his  fingers  ^ ;  and  that  now  he  has 
discovered  in  himself  such  newness  of  strength  and  energy  that 
he  laughs  at  his  old  age,  and  even  talks  of  making  up  the  com- 
plement of  wives  permitted  to  him  by  our  blessed  Prophet.  But 
the  mischief  has  not  stopped  here:  the  fame  of  this  medicine, 
and  of  the  Frank  doctor,  has  gone  throughout  the  court;  and 
the  first  thing  which  the  King  talked  of  at  the  selam  (the  audi- 
ence) this  morning  was  of  its  miraculous  properties.  He  called 
upon  the  grand  vizier  to  repeat  to  him  all  that  he  had  before 
said  upon  the  subject;  and  as  he  talked  of  the  wonders  that  it 
had  produced  upon  his  person,  a  general  murmur  of  applause  and 
admiration  was  heard  throughout  the  assembly.  His  Majesty  then 
turned  to  me  and  requested  me  to  explain  the  reason  why  such 
great  effects  should  proceed  from  so  small  a  cause;  when  I  was 
obliged  to  answer,  stooping  as  low  as  I  could  to  hide  my  con- 
fusion, and  kissing  the  earth :  —  *  I  am  your  sacrifice :  O  King  of 
kings,  I  have  not  yet  seen  the  drug  which  the  infidel  doctor  has 
given  to  your  Majesty's  servant,  the  grand  vizier;  but  as  soon  as 
I  have,  I  will  inform  your  Majesty  of  what  it  consists.  In  the 
mean  while,  your  humble  slave  beseeches  the  Centre  of  the  Uni- 
verse to  recollect  that  the  principal  agent,  on  this  occasion,  must 
be  an  evil  spirit,  an  enemy  to  the  true  faith,  since  he  is  an 
instrument  in  the  hands  of  an  infidel, —  of  one  who  calls  our  holy 
Prophet  a  cheat,  and  who  disowns  the  all-powerful  decrees  of 
predestination.* 

"  Having  said  this,  in  order  to  shake  his  growing  reputation,  I 
retired  in  deep  cogitation  how  I  might  get  at  the  secrets  of  the 
infidel,  and  particularly  inquire  into  the  nature  of  his  prescription, 
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which  has  performed  such  miracles;  and  you  are  come  most 
opportunely  to  my  assistance.  You  must  immediately  become 
acquainted  with  him:  and  I  shall  leave  it  to  your  address  to  pick 
his  brain  and  worm  his  knowledge  out  of  him;  but  as  I  wish 
to  procure  a  specimen  of  the  very  medicine  which  he  adminis- 
tered to  the  grand  vizier,  being  obliged  to  give  an  account  of  it 
to-morrow  to  the  Shah,  you  must  begin  your  services  to  me  by 
eating  much  of  lettuce  and  raw  cucumber,  and  of  making  your- 
self as  sick  to  the  full  as  his  Highness  the  vizier.  You  may  then 
apply  to  the  Frank,  who  will  doubtless  give  you  a  duplicate  of 
the  celebrated  pill,  which  you  will  deliver  over  to  me.'* 

"But,**  said  I,  who  had  rather  taken  fright  of  this  extraor- 
dinary proposal,  ^^how  shall  I  present  myself  before  a  man  whom 
I  do  not  know  ?  Besides,  such  marvelous  stories  are  related  of 
the  Europeans,  that  I  should  be  puzzled  in  what  manner  to  be- 
have.    Pray  give  me  some  instructions  how  to  act.'' 

^^  Their  manners  and  customs  are  totally  different  from  ours, 
that  is  true,**  replied  Mirza  Ahmak:  ^^and  you  may  form  some 
idea  of  them,  when  I  tell  you  that  instead  of  shaving  their  heads 
and  letting  their  beards  grow,  as  we  do,  they  do  the  very  con- 
trary; for  not  a  vestige  of  hair  is  to  be  seen  on  their  chins,  and 
their  hair  is  as  thick  on  their  heads  as  if  they  had  made  a  vow 
never  to  cut  it  off:  then  they  sit  on  little  platforms,  whilst  we 
squat  on  the  ground;  they  take  up  their  food  with  claws  made 
of  iron,  whilst  we  use  our  fingers;  they  are  always  walking  about, 
we  keep  seated;  they  wear  tight  clothes,  we  loose  ones;  they 
write  from  left  to  right,  we  from  right  to  left;  they  never  pray, 
we  five  times  a  day;  in  short,  there  is  no  end  to  what  might  be 
related  of  them :  but  most  certain  it  is,  that  they  are  the  most 
filthy  people  on  the  earth,  for  they  hold  nothing  to  be  unclean; 
they  eat  all  sorts  of  animals,  from  a  pig  to  a  tortoise,  without  the 
least  scruple,  and  that  without  first  cutting  their  throats;  they  will 
dissect  a  dead  body  without  requiring  any  purification  after  it.'* 

"And  is  it  true,"  said  I,  "that  they  are  so  irascible,  that  if 
perchance  their  word  is  doubted,  and  they  are  called  liars,  they 
will  fight  on  such  an  occasion  till  they  die  ? " 

"That  is  also  said  of  them,**  answered  the  doctor;  ^*but  the 
case  has  not  happened  to  me  yet:  however,  I  must  warn  you  of 
one  thing, —  which  is,  that  if  they  happen  to  admire  anything 
that  you  possess,  you  must  not  say  to  them,  as  you  would  to  one 
of  us,   *It  is  a  present  to  you,  it  is  your  property,*  lest  they  should 
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take  you  at  your  word  and  keep  it,  which  you  know  would  be 
inconvenient,  and  not  what  you  intended;  but  you  must  endeavor 
as  much  as  possible  to  speak  what  you  think,  for  that  is  what 
they  like.^^ 

"But  then,  if  such  is  the  case,'*  said  I,  "do  not  you  think 
that  the  Frank  doctor  will  find  me  out  with  a  lie  in  my  mouth, — 
pretending  to  be  sick  when  I  am  well,  asking  medicine  from  him 
for  myself  when  I  want  it  for  another  ? '' 

"No,  no,"  said  the  Mirza:  "you  are  to  be  sick,  really  sick, 
you  know,  and  then  it  will  be  no  lie.  Go,  Hajji  my  friend,''  said 
he,  putting  his  arm  round  my  neck :  "  go,  eat  your  cucumbers 
immediately,  and  let  me  have  the  pill  by  this  evening."  And 
then  coaxing  me,  and  preventing  me  from  making  any  further 
objections  to  his  ^^nexpected  request,  he  gently  pushed  me  out 
of  the  room;  and  I  left  him,  scarcely  knowing  whether  to  laugh 
or  to  cry  at  the  new  posture  which  my  affairs  had  taken.  To 
sicken  without  any  stipulated  reward  was  what  I  could  not 
consent  to  do,  so  I  retraced  my  steps  with  a  determination  of 
making  a  bargain  with  my  patron:  but  when  I  got  to  the  room, 
he  was  no  longer  there,  having  apparently  retreated  into  his 
harem;    and   therefore   I  was   obliged   to   proceed   on  my  errand. 

I  inquired  my  way  to  the  ambassador's  house,  and  actually 
set  off  with  the  intention  of  putting  the  doctor's  wishes  into  exe- 
cution, and  getting,  if  possible,  a  writhing  disorder  on  the  road; 
but  upon  more  mature  reflection  I  recollected  that  a  stomach- 
ache was  not  a  marketable  commodity,  which  might  be  pur- 
chased at  a  moment's  notice;  for  although  lettuce  and  cucumber 
might  disagree  with  an  old  grand  vizier,  yet  it  was  a  hundred 
to  one  but  they  would  find  an  easy  digestion  in  a  young  person 
like  me.  However,  I  determined  to  obtain  the  pill  by  stratagem, 
if  I  could  not  procure  it  in  a  more  direct  manner.  I  consid- 
ered that  if  I  feigned  to  be  ill,  the  doctor  would  very  probably 
detect  me,  and  turn  me  out  of  his  house  for  a  cheat;  so  I  pre- 
ferred  the  easier  mode  of  passing  myself  off  for  one  of  the  serv- 
ants of  the  royal  harem,  and  then  making  out  some  story  by 
which  I  might  attain  my  end.  I  accordingly  stepped  into  one  of 
the  old-clothes  shops  in  the  bazaar,  and  hired  a  cloak  for  myself 
such  as  the  scribes  wear;  and  then  substituting  a  roll  of  paper 
in  my  girdle  instead  of  a  dagger,  I  flattered  myself  that  I  might 
pass  for  something  more  than  a  common  servant. 

I  soon  found  out  where  the  ambassador  dwelt.  Bearing  in 
mind  all  that  Mirza  Ahmak  had  told  me,  I  rather  approached  the 
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door  of  the  doctor's  residence  with  fear  and  hesitation.  I  found 
the  avenues  to  it  crowded  with  poor  women  bearing  infants  in 
their  arms,  who,  I  was  told,  came  to  receiv^e  the  new-fashioned 
preservative  against  the  small-pox.  This,  it  was  supposed  for 
political  reasons,  the  Franks  were  anxious  to  promote;  and  as  the 
doctor  performed  the  operation  gratis,  he  had  no  lack  of  patients, 
—  particularly  of  the  poorer  sort,  who  could  not  approach  a  Per- 
sian doctor  without  a  present  or  a  good  fee  in  their  hand. 

On  entering,  I  found  a  man  seated  in  the  middle  of  the  room, 
near  an  elevated  wooden  platform,  upon  which  were  piled  boxes, 
books,  and  a  variety  of  instruments  and  utensils,  the  uses  of 
which  were  unknown  to  me.  He  was  in  dress  and  appearance 
the  most  extraordinary-looking  infidel  I  had  ever  seen.  His 
chin  and  upper  lip  were  without  the  vestige  of  a  hair  upon  them, 
as  like  a  eunuch  as  possible.  He  kept  his  head  most  disrespect- 
fully uncovered,  and  wore  a  tight  bandage  round  his  neck,  with 
other  contrivances  on  the  sides  of  his  cheeks,  as  if  he  were  anx- 
ious to  conceal  some  wound  or  disease.  His  clothes  were  fitted 
so  tight  to  his  body,  and  his  outward  coat  in  particular  was  cut 
off  at  such  sharp  angles,  that  it  was  evident  cloth  was  a  scarce 
and  dear  commodity  in  his  country.  The  lower  part  of  his  dress 
was  particularly  improper;  and  he  kept  his  boots  on  in  his  room, 
without  any  consideration  for  the  carpet  he  was  treading  upon, 
which  struck  me  as  a  custom  subversive  of  all  decorum. 

I  found  that  he  talked  our  language;  for  as  soon  as  he  saw 
me,  he  asked  me  how  I  did,  and  then  immediately  remarked  that 
it  was  a  fine  day,  which  was  so  self-evident  a  truth  that  I  imme- 
diately agreed  to  it.  I  then  thought  it  necessary  to  make  him 
some  fine  speeches,  and  flattered  him  to  the  best  of  my  abilities, 
informing  him  of  the  great  reputation  he  had  already  acquired 
in  Persia;  that  Locman  was  a  fool  when  compared  to  one  of  his 
wisdom;  and  that  as  for  his  contemporaries,  the  Persian  physi- 
cians, they  were  not  fit  to  handle  his  pestle  for  him.  To  all  this 
he  said  nothing,  I  then  told  him  that  the  King  himself,  having 
heard  of  the  wonderful  effects  of  his  medicine  upon  the  person 
of  his  grand  vizier,  had  ordered  his  historian  to  insert  the  circum- 
stance in  the  annals  of  the  empire  as  one  of  the  most  extraordi- 
nary events  of  his  reign;  that  a  considerable  sensation  had  been 
produced  in  his  Majesty's  seraglio,  for  many  of  the  ladies  had 
immediately  been  taken  ill,  and  were  longing  to  make  a  trial 
of  his  skill;  that  the  King's  favorite  Georgian  slave  was  in  fact 
at  this  moment  in  great  pain;   that  I  had  been  deputed  by  the 
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chief  eunuch,  owing  to  a  special  order  from  his  Majesty,  to  pro- 
cure medicine  similar  to  that  which  the  first  minister  had  taken; 
and  I  concluded  my  speech  by  requesting  the  doctor  immediately 
to  furnish  me  with  some. 

He  seemed  to  ponder  over  what  I  had  told  him;  and  after 
reflecting  a  short  time,  said  that  it  was  not  his  custom  to  admin- 
ister medicine  to  his  patients  without  first  seeing  them,  for  by 
so  doing  he  would  probably  do  more  harm  than  good;  but  that 
if  he  found  that  the  slave  was  in  want  of  his  aid,  he  should  be 
very  happy  to  attend  her. 

I  answered  to  this,  that  as  to  seeing  the  face  of  the  Georgian 
slave,  that  was  totally  out  of  the  question ;  for  no  man  ever  was 
allowed  that  liberty  in  Persia,  excepting  her  husband.  In  cases  of 
extreme  necessity,  perhaps  a  doctor  might  be  permitted  to  feel  a 
woman's  pulse;  but  then  it  must  be  done  when  a  veil  covers  the 
hand. 

To  which  the  Frank  replied :  "  In  order  to  judge  of  my  pa- 
tient's case  I  must  not  only  feel  the  pulse,  but  see  the  tongue 
also.  ** 

^^  Looking  at  the  tongue  is  totally  new  in  Persia, "  said  I ;  **  and 
I  am  sure  you  could  never  be  indulged  with  such  a  sight  in  the 
seraglio  without  a  special  order  from  the  King  himself:  a  eunuch 
would  rather  cut  out  his  own  tongue  first.** 

^*  Well,  then,  **  said  the  doctor,  **  recollect  that  if  I  deliver  my 
medicine  to  you,  I  do  so  without  taking  any  responsibility  upon 
myself  for  its  effects;  for  if  it  does  not  cure,  it  may  perhaps  kill." 

When  I  had  assured  him  that  no  harm  or  prejudice  could 
possibly  accrue  to  him,  he  opened  a  large  chest,  which  appeared 
to  be  full  of  drugs,  and  taking  therefrom  the  smallest  quantity 
of  a  certain  white  powder,  he  mixed  it  up  with  some  bread  into 
the  form  of  pill,  and  putting  it  into  paper  gave  it  me,  v;ith 
proper  directions  how  it  should  be  administered.  Seeing  that 
he  made  no  mystery  of  his  knowledge,  I  began  to  question  him 
upon  the  nature  and  properties  of  this  particular  medicine,  and 
upon  his  practice  in  general.  He  answered  me  without  any  re- 
serve; not  like  our  Persian  doctors,  who  only  make  a  parade  of 
fine  words,  and  who  adjust  every  ailment  that  comes  before  them 
to  what  they  read  in  their  Galen,  their  Hippocrates,  and  their 
Abou  Avicenna. 

When  I  had  learned  all  I  could,  I  left  him  with  great  demon- 
stration of  friendship  and  thankfulness,  and  immediately  returned 
to   Mirza   Ahmak,  who  doubtless  was  waiting  for  me  with  great 
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impatience.      Having  divested  myself  of  my  borrowed  cloak  and 
resumed  my  own  dress,  I  appeared  before   him  with  a  face  made 
up  for  the  occasion;   for   I   wished  to  make  him  believe   that  the 
lettuce  and  cucumbers  had  done    their   duty.     At    every  word   I 
pretended  to  receive  a  violent  twitch;  and  acted  my  part  so  true 
to  life,  that  the  stern  and  inflexible  nature  of  Mirza  Ahmak  him- 
self was  moved  into  somewhat  like  pity  for  me. 
I        « There!  there !^^  said  I,  as  I  entered   his  apartment,   "in  the 
name    of    Allah    take   your    prize :  >>    and    then    pretending    to   be 
bent  double,  I  made  the  most  horrid  grimaces,  and  uttered  deep 
groans :  "  there !  I  have  followed  your  orders,  and  now  throw  my- 
self upon  your  generosity."     He  endeavored  to  take  the  object  of 
his  search  from  me,  but  I  kept  it  fast;  and  whilst  I  gave  him  to 
understand   that    I    expected  prompt   reward,  I   made   indications 
of  an  intention  to   swallow  it,  unless  he   actually  gave  me  some- 
thing in   hand.     So  fearful  was  he  of  not  being  able  to  answer 
the   King's  interrogatories  concerning  the   pill,   so  anxious  to  get 
it  into  his  possession,  that  he  actually  pressed  a  gold  piece  upon 
me.     No   lover   could    sue  his  mistress  with  more   earnestness   to 
grant  him  a  favor  than  the  doctor  did  me  for  my  pill.     I  should 
very  probably  have  continued  the  deceit  a  little  longer,  and  have 
endeavored  to  extract  another  piece  from  him:   but  when  I   saw 
him    preparing   a   dose  of   his   own   mixture    to    ease    my    pain,   I 
thought  it  high  time  to  finish;  and  pretending  all  of  a  sudden  to 
have  received  relief,   I  gave  up  my  prize. 

"When  once  he  had  got  possession,  he  loojfced  at  it  with  intense 
eagerness,  and  turned  it  over  and  over  on  his  palm,  without 
appearing  one  whit  more  advanced  in  his  knowledge  than  before. 
At  length,  after  permitting  him  fully  to  exhaust  his  conjectures, 
I  told  him  that  the  Frank  doctor  had  made  no  secret  in  saying 
that  it  was  composed  of  jivch,  or  mercury.  *^  Mercury,  indeed !  ** 
exclaimed  Mirza  Ahmak,  "just  as  if  I  did  not  know  that.  And 
so,  because  this  infidel,  this  dog  of  an  Isauvi,  chooses  to  poison 
us  with  mercury,  I  am  to  lose  my  reputation,  and  my  prescrip- 
tions (such  as  his  father  never  even  saw  in  a  dream)  are  to  be 
turned  into  ridicule.  Who  ever  heard  of  mercury  as  a  medicine  ? 
Mercury  is  cold,  and  lettuce  and  cucumber  are  cold  also.  You 
would  not  apply  ice  to  dissolve  ice  ?  The  ass  does  not  know  the 
first  rudiments  of  his  profession.  No,  Hajji,  this  will  never  do: 
we  must  not  permit  our  beards  to  be  laughed  at  in  this  manner.^* 
He  continued  to  inveigh  for  a  considerable  time  against  his 
rival;  and  would  no  doubt  have  continued  to  do  so  much  longer, 
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but  he  was  stopped  by  a  message  from  the  King,  who  ordered 
him  to  repair  forthwith  to  his  presence.  In  the  greatest  trepida- 
tion he  immediately  put  himself  into  his  court  dress,  exchanged 
his  common  black  lambskin  cap  for  one  wound  about  with  a 
shawl,  huddled  on  his  red-cloth  stockings,  called  for  his  horse, 
and  taking  the  pill  with  him,  went  off  in  a  great  hurry,  and  full 
of  the  greatest  apprehension  at  what  might  be  the  result  of  the 
audience. 

The  doctor's  visit  to   the    King  had   taken   place  late   in   the 
evening;    and   as  soon  as  he  returned  from  it  he  called  for  me. 
I  found  him  apparently   in   great  agitation,  and   full   of  anxiety. 
**Hajji,^^   said   he,    when    I    appeared,  ^^come   close   to   me;"  and 
having  sent  every  one  else  out  of  the  room,  he  said  in  a   whis- 
per,  *^This  infidel  doctor  must  be  disposed  of  somehow  or  other. 
What  do  you  think  has  happened  ?    The  Shah  has  consulted  him ; 
he  had  him  in  private  conference  for  an  hour  this  morning,  with- 
out my  being  apprised  of  it.      His   Majesty  sent   for   me  to  tell 
me  its  result;    and  I  perceive  that  the  Frank  has  already  gained 
great  influence.     It   seems   that   the    King   gave   him   the   history 
of    his    complaints, —  of   his   debility,    of   his   old    asthma,  and    of 
his  imperfect  digestion, —  but  talked  in   raptures   of   the  wretch's 
sagacity   and   penetration:    for  merely   by   looking  at   the   tongue 
and   feeling  the  pulse,  before  the  infidel  was  told  what  was  the 
state  of  the  case,  he  asked  whether  his  Majesty  did  not  use  the 
hot-baths  very  frequently;   whether,  when  he  smoked,  he  did  not 
immediately   bring  on    a   fit    of    coughing;    and    whether,   in    his 
food,  he  was  not  particularly  addicted  to  pickles,  sweetmeats,  and 
rice  swimming  in  butter  ?     The   King  has  given  him  three  days 
to  consider  his  case,  to  consult  his  books,  and  to  gather  the  opin- 
ions of  the  Frank  sages  on  subjects  so  important  to  the  State  of 
Persia,  and   to  compose  such  a  medicine  as  will  entirely  restore 
and  renovate  his  constitution.     The  Centre  of  the  Universe  then 
asked  my  opinion,   and  requested  me  to  speak    boldly   upon   the 
natures  and  properties  of  Franks  in  general,  and  of  their  medi- 
cines.    I  did  not  lose  this  opportunity  of  giving  utterance  to  my 
sentiments;  so,  after  the  usual  preface  to  my  speech,  I  said,  Hhat 
as  to  their  natures,  the  vShah,  in  his  profound  wisdom,  must  know 
that  they  were  an  unbelieving  and  an  unclean  race:  for  that  they 
treated  our    Prophet   as  a   cheat,  and   ate   pork    and   drank   wine 
withour  any  scruple;  that  they  were  women  in  looks,  and  in  man- 
ners bears;  that  they  ought  to  be  held  in  the  greatest   suspicion, 
for  their  ultimate  object  (see  what  they  had  done  in  India)  was 
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to  take  kingdoms,  and  to  make  Shahs  and  Nabobs  their  humble 
servants.  As  to  their  medicines,'  I  exclaimed,  ^Heaven  preserve 
your  Majesty  from  them !  they  are  just  as  treacherous  in  their 
effects  as  the  Franks  are  in  their  politics:  with  what  we  give  to 
procure  death,  they  pretend  to  work  their  cures.  Their  principal 
ingredient  is  mercury '  (and  here  I  produced  my  pill) ;  *  and  they 
use  their  instruments  and  knives  so  freely,  that  I  have  heard  it 
said  they  will  cut  off  a  man's  limbs  to  save  his  life.*  I  then 
drew  such  a  picture  of  the  fatal  effects  likely  to  proceed  from  the 
foreign  prescription,  that  I  made  the  Shah  promise  that  he  would 
not  take  it  without  using  every  precaution  that  his  prudence  and 
wisdom  might  suggest.  To  this  he  consented;  and  as  soon  as 
the  Frank  shall  have  sent  in  the  medicine  which  he  is  preparing, 
I  shall  be  summoned  to  another  interview.  Now,  Hajji,**  added 
the  doctor,  "  the  Shah  must  not  touch  the  infidel's  physic ;  for  if 
perchance  it  were  to  do  good,  I  am  a  lost  man.  Who  will  ever 
consult  Mirza  Ahmak  again  ?  No :  we  must  avert  the  occurrence 
of  such  an  event,  even  if  I  were  obliged  to  take  all  his  drugs 
myself. " 

We  parted  with  mutual  promises  of  doing  everything  in  our 
power  to  thwart  the  infidel  doctor;  and  three  days  after,  Mirza 
Ahmak  was  again  called  before  the  King  in  order  to  inspect 
the  promised  ordonnance^  and  which  consisted  of  a  box  of  pills. 
He  of  course  created  all  sorts  of  suspicions  against  their  effi- 
cacy, threw  out  some  dark  hints  about  the  danger  of  receiving 
any  drug  from  the  agent  of  a  foreign  power,  and  finally  left  the 
Shah  in  the  determination  of  referring  the  case  to  his  ministers. 
The  next  day,  at  the  usual  public  audience,  when  the  Shah  was 
seated  on  his  throne,  and  surrounded  by  his  prime  vizier,  his 
lord  high  treasurer,  his  minister  for  the  interior,  his  principal 
secretary  of  state,  his  lord  chamberlain,  his  master  of  the  horse, 
his  principal  master  of  the  ceremonies,  his  doctor  in  chief,  and 
many  other  of  the  great  officers  of  his  household, —  addressing 
himself  to  his  grand  vizier,  he  stated  the  negotiations  which  he 
had  entered  into  with  the  foreign  physician,  now  resident  at  his 
court,  for  the  restoration  and  the  renovation  of  the  royal  person; 
that  at  the  first  conference,  the  said  foreign  physician,  after  a  due 
inspection  of  the  royal  person,  had  reported  that  there  existed 
several  symptoms  of  debility;  that  at  the  second,  after  assuring 
the  Shah  that  he  had  for  three  whole  days  employed  himself 
in  consulting  his  books  and  records,  and  gathering  from  them 
the  opinions  of  his  own  country   sages  on   the   subiect.  he  had 
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combined  the  properties  of  the  various  drugs  into  one  whole, 
which,  if  taken  interiorly,  would  produce  effects  so  wonderful  that 
no  talisman  could  come  in  competition  with  it.  His  Majesty  then 
said  that  he  had  called  into  his  councils  his  Hakim  bashi,  or  head 
physician,  who,  in  his  anxiety  for  the  weal  of  the  Persian  mon- 
archy, had  deeply  pondered  over  the  ordonnances  of  the  foreigner, 
and  had  set  his  face  against  them,  owing  to  certain  doubts  and 
apprehensions  that  had  crept  into  his  mind,  which  consisted,  first, 
whether  it  were  politic  to  deliver  over  the  internal  administration 
of  the  royal  person  to  foreign  regulations  and  ordonnances;  and  sec- 
ond, whether  in  the  remedy  prescribed  there  might  not  exist  such 
latent  and  destructive  effects  as  would  endanger,  undermine,  and 
finally  overthrow  that  royal  person  and  constitution  which  it  was 
supposed  to  be  intended  to  restore  and  renovate.  *^  Under  these 
circumstances,"  said  the  Centre  of  the  Universe,  raising  his  voice 
at  the  time,  ^^  I  have  thought  it  advisable  to  pause  before  I  pro- 
ceeded in  this  business;  and  have  resolved  to  lay  the  Case  before 
you,  in  order  that  you  may,  in  your  united  wisdom,  frame  such 
an  opinion  as  may  be  fitting  to  be  placed  before  the  King;  and 
in  order  that  you  may  go  into  the  subject  with  a  complete  knowl- 
edge of  the  case,  I  have  resolved,  as  a  preparatory  act,  that. each 
of  you,  in  your  own  persons,  shall  partake  of  this  medicine,  in 
order  that  both  you  and  I  may  judge  of  its  various  effects." 

To  this  most  gracious  speech  the  grand  vizier  and  all  the 
courtiers  made  exclamations :  "  May  the  King  live  for  ever !  May 
the  royal  shadow  never  be  less!  We  are  happy  not  only  to  take 
physic,  but  to  lay  down  our  lives  in  your  Majesty's  service!  We 
are  your  sacrifice,  your  slaves!  May  God  give  the  Shah  health, 
and  a  victory  over  all  his  enemies!"  Upon  which  the  chief  of 
the  valets  was  ordered  to  bring  the  foreign  physician's  box  of 
pills  from  the  harem,  and  delivered  it  to  the  Shah  in  a  golden 
salver.  His  Majesty  then  ordered  the  Hakim  bashi  to  approach, 
and  delivering  the  box  to  him,  ordered  him  to  go  round  to  all 
present,  beginning  with  the  prime  vizier,  and  then  to  every  man 
according  to  his  rank,  administering  to  each  a  pill. 

This  being  done,  the  whole  assembly  took  the  prescribed 
gulp;  after  which  ensued  a  general  pause,  during  which  the  King 
looked  carefully  into  each  man's  face  to  mark  the  first  effects 
of  the  medicine.  When  the  wry  faces  had  subsided,  the  con- 
versation took  a  turn  upon  the  affairs  of  Europe;  upon  which 
his   Majesty  asked   a  variety  of   questions,  which  were   answered 
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by  the  different   persons   present  in  the  best   manner  they  were 
able. 

The  medicine  now  gradually  began  to  show  its  effects.  The 
lord  high  treasurer  first  —  a  large,  coarse  man,  who  to  this  mo- 
ment had  stood  immovable,  merely  saying  bclli^  belli,  yes,  yes, 
whenever  his  Majesty  opened  his  mouth  to  speak  —  now  appeared 
uneasy;  for  what  he  had  swallowed  had  brought  into  action  a  store 
of  old  complaints  which  were  before  lying  dormant.  The  eyes 
of  all  had  been  directed  towards  him,  which  had  much  increased 
his  perturbed  state ;  when  the  chief  secretary  of  state,  a  tall,  thin, 
lathy  man,  turned  deadly  pale,  and  began  to  stream  from  every 
pore.  He  was  followed  by  the  minister  for  the  interior,  whose 
unhappy  looks  seemed  to  supplicate  a  permission  from  his  Maj- 
esty to  quit  his  august  presence.  All  the  rest  in  succession  were 
moved  in  various  ways,  except  the  prime  vizier,  a  little  old  man, 
famous  for  a  hard  and  unyielding  nature,  and  who  appeared  to 
be  laughing  in  his  sleeve  at  the  misery  which  his  compeers  in 
office  were  undergoing. 

As  soon  as  the  Shah  perceived  that  the  medicine  had  taken 
effect,  he  dismissed  the  assembly,  ordering  Mirza  Ahmak,  as  soon 
as  he  could  ascertain  the  history  of  each  pill,  to  give  him  an 
official  report  of  the  whole  transaction;  and  then  retired  into  his 
harem. 

The  crafty  old  doctor  had  now  his  rival  within  his  power;  of 
course  he  set  the  matter  in  such  a  light  before  the  King  that  his 
Majesty  was  deterred  from  making  the  experiment  of  the  foreign 
physician's  ordonnance,  and  it  was  forthwith 'consigned  to  oblivion. 
When  he  next  saw  me,  and  after  he  had  made  me  acquainted 
with  the  preceding  narrative,  he  could  not  restrain  his  joy  and 
exultation.  <*We  have  conquered,  friend  Hajji,"  would  he  say  to 
me.  ^' The  infidel  thought  that  we  were  fools;  but  we  will  teach 
him  what  Persians  are.  Whose  dog  is  he,  that  he  should  aspire 
to  so  high  an  honor  as  prescribing  for  a  king  of  kings?  No: 
that  is  left  to  such  men  as  I.  What  do  we  care  about  his  new 
discoveries  ?  As  our  fathers  did,  so  are  we  contented  to  do. 
The  prescription  that  cured  our  ancestors  shall  cure  us;  and  what 
Locman  and  Abou  Avicenna  ordained,  we  may  be  satisfied  to 
ordain  after  them.'^  He  then  dismissed  me,  to  make  fresh  plans 
for  destroying  any  influence  or  credit  that  the  new  physician 
might  acquire,  and  for  preserving  his  own  consequence  and  rep- 
utation at  court. 
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[entlest  and  sweetest  of  all  the  Suabian  poets  was  Eduard 
Morike.  He  was  born  on  September  8th,  1804,  at  Ludwigs- 
burg,  the  birthplace  also  of  Justinus  Kerner,  David  Strauss, 
and  Friedrich  Theodor  Vischer,  with  all  of  whom  Morike  subse- 
quently formed  friendships.  He  was  destined  for  the  ministry,  and 
studied  theology  at  Tiibingen.  The  gentleness  of  his  character  and 
his  quiet  winning  manners  seemed  to  have  marked  him  for  this 
career.     He  served  as  curate  in   several    places   in  Wiirtemberg,  and 

in  1834  secured  an  independent  pastorate  at 
Cleversulzbach,  near  Weinsberg.  Here  he 
remained  until  in  1843  the  state  of  his 
health  obliged  him  to  resign.'  For  several 
years  he  earned  his  livelihood  as  a  pri- 
vate teacher;  and  in  1851,  having  married 
the  daughter  of  the  lady  with  whom  he 
and  his  sister  had  been  living,  he  went  to 
Stuttgart,  where  he  had  been  appointed 
to  a  tutorship  in  St.  Katharine's  Institute. 
In  1866  he  was  forced  to  retire  altogether 
from  active  labors.  The  remaining  years  of 
his  life  were  rendered  happy  by  the  com- 
forts of  a  congenial  home,  and  by  inter- 
course with  the  steadily  increasing  number 
of  friends  and  admirers  who  sought  the  poet  out.  He  died  on  June 
4th,  1875.  This  was  the  simple  outward  life  of  the  man,  without  stir- 
ring adventure  or  event,  and  without  heart-breaking  grief.  But  his 
inner  life  was  as  rich  as  it  was  sunny.  This  contented  him.  From 
the  quiet  beauties  of  his  mental  world  he  dreaded  to  go  forth  into 
the  actualities  of  life.  Few  poets  have  been  able  in  the  same  degree 
to  make  the  circumstances  of  their  career  conform  so  well  to  their 
intellectual  needs.  The  simple  character  and  customs  of  his  Suabian 
countrymen  were  sufficient  for  him ;  the  Suabian  landscapes  satisfied 
him.  He  felt  no  desire  to  study  men  under  other  conditions,  or  to 
seek  new  emotions  under  strange  skies.  He  lived  in  his  own  poet's 
heart:  the  unaccustomed  and  the  sublime  left  his  simple  spirit  un- 
touched. His  life  was  that  of  a  poet,  without  the  storm  and  stress 
and  without  the  world-woe. 
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His  first  important  work  was  a  novel  in  two  voliiTnes,  published 
in  1832,  and  entitled  <Maler  Nolten  >  (Nolten  the  Painter),  In  its  first 
form  much  was  obscure;  but  in  the  revision  which  Morike  undertook 
late  in  life,  the  underlying  design  of  the  work  came  out  more  clearly, 
and  the  early  crudities  were  polished  away  by  the  maturer  hand. 
The  story  is  full  of  finely  poetic  fancy;  it  is  one  of  the  best  exam- 
ples of  that  perfectly  naive  blending  of  the  realistic  and  fantastic, 
of  the  natural  and  the  supernatural,  which  is  one  of  Morike's  char- 
acteristic charms.  But  the  novel  is  now  outlived.  It  had  its  roots 
m  the  soil  of  Romanticism,  where  the  mysterious  <<blue  flower  *>  still 
bloomed  in  the  vesper  light  of  a  departing  day.  Its  intense  subject- 
ivity transcends  all  psychological  interest,  and  by  losing  its  foothold 
in  reality  deprives  the  book  of  a  lasting  place  in  literature. 

But  <Maler  Nolten'  was  an  undoubted  success,  and  won  for  its 
author  a  host  of  friends.  In  1838,  however,  appeared  a  book  which 
still  remains  his  most  important  contribution  to  literature, — ■^he  first 
edition  of  his  collected  poems.  Whether  these  lyrics  have  the  fresh- 
ness of  the  folk-song,  the  solemnity  of  the  hymn,  or  the  pathos  and 
humor  of  the  idyl,  their  tone  is  always  true.  A  convincing  proof 
of  Morike's  lyric  quality  is  his  popularity  with  the  great  song  com- 
posers. The  perfect  form  of  the  simple  song,  which  charms  with 
its  naive  grace  and  thrills  with  its  restrained  emotion,  is  attained 
in  his  poetry  as  in  that  of  no  other  German  bard  except  Goethe 
and  Uhland.  Clearness,  harmony,  and  limpid  flow  distinguished  his 
diction,  which  is  free  from  all  <* patchwork >>  and  useless  phrases; 
while  sincerity  of  feeling  and  tenderness  of  sympathy  characterize 
his  conceptions.  In  his  delicate  fancy  no  sharp  boundary  separates 
the  real  world  from  the  fairy  realms  of  the  imagination;  and  in  the 
midst  of  scenes  from  actual  life  there  suddenly  appear  elves  and 
gnomes  and  nixies,  which  seem  to  have  their  being  by  the  same 
right  of  reality  as  the  men  and  women  of  coarser  mold.  This  is  the 
privilege  only  of  the  naive  and  unspoiled  poet,  to  whom  fancy  is  as 
real  as  fact.  It  is  only  frotn  such  a  mind  that  the  true  folk-song  and 
the  true  fairy  tale  can  spring. 

And  Morike  has  enriched  German  literature  with  one  of  its  most 
charming  fairy  tales,  <  Das  Hutzelmannlein  >  (The  Little  Dried-up  Man), 
published  in  1852.  Four  years  later  came  the  idyllic  tale  <  Mozart 
auf  der  Reise  nach  Prag'  (Mozart  on  the  Way  to  Prague).  His  <  Die 
Regenbriider'  (Rain  Brothers)  was  taken  by  Ignaz  Lachner  as  the 
text  of  his  opera.  Translations  from  Theocritus  and  Anacreon  —  for 
Morike  was  a  close  student  of  the  Greeks  —  and  several  compilations 
complete  the  list  of  the  poet's  literary  works. 

General  recognition  came  to  Morike  slowly.  Nevertheless  his 
poems   passed   through   five    editions   during   his   lifetime;  and  as  he 
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added  poem  after  poem  to  his  lyric  treasury,  leaf  after  leaf  was 
added  to  the  chaplet  of  his  fame.  Before  he  died,  Morike  had  come 
to  be  recognized  as  one  of  the  chief  lyric  poets  of  his  time;  and  the 
succeeding  generation  has  sustained  this  judgment.  He  was  the  last 
g^eat  poet  of  the  Suabian  group. 


R' 


MY  RIVER 

iver!  my  river  in  the  young  sunshine! 
Oh,  clasp  afresh  in  thine  embrace 
This  longing,  burning  frame  of  mine, 
And  kiss  my  breast,  and  kiss  my  face! 
So  —  there! — Ha,  ha!  —  already  in  thine  arms! 
I  feel  thy  love — I  shout  —  I  shiver; 
But  thou  outlaughest  loud  a  flouting  song,  proud  river. 
And  now  again  my  bosom  warms! 

The  droplets  of  the  golden  sunlight  glide 

Over  and  off  me,  sparkling,  as  I  swim 
Hither  and  thither  down  thy  mellow  tide. 

Or  loll  amid  its  crypts  with  outstretched  limb; 
I  fling  abroad  my  arms,   and  lo ! 

Thy  wanton  waves  curl  slyly  round  me; 

But  ere  their  loose  chains  have  well  bound  me, 
Again  they  burst  away  and  let  me  go! 

O  sun-loved  river!  wherefore  dost  thou  hum, 

Hum,  hum  alway,  thy  strange,  deep,  mystic  song 
Unto  the  rocks  and  strands?  —  for  they  are  dumb, 

And  answer  nothing  as  thou  flowest  along. 
Why  singest  so  all  hours  of  night  and  day? 
Ah,  river!  my  best  river!  thou,  I  guess,  art  seeking 
Some  land  where  souls  have  still  the  gift  of  speaking 
"With  nature  in  her  own  old  wondrous  way! 

Lo!  highest  heaven  looms  far  below  me  here; 
I  see  it  in  thy  waters,  as  they  roll, 
So  beautiful,  so  blue,  so  clear, 
'Twould  seem,  O  river  mine,  to  be  thy  very  souli 
Oh,  could  I  hence  dive  down  to  such  a  sky, 
Might  I  but  bathe  my  spirit  in  that  glory. 
So  far  outshining  all  in  ancient  fairy  story, 
I  would  indeed  have  joy  to  die! 
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What  on  cold  earth  is  deep  as  thou  ?    Is  aught  ? 

Love  is  as  deep,  love  only  is  as  deep : 
Love  lavisheth  all,  yet  loseth,  lacketh  naught; 

Like  thee,  too,  love  can  neither  pause  nor  sleep. 
Roll  on,  thou  loving  river,  thou!     Lift  up 
Thy  waves,  those  eyes  bright  with  a  riotous  laughing! 
Thou  makest  me  immortal!     I  am  quaffing 
The  wine  of  rapture  from  no  earthly  cup! 

At  last  thou  bearest  me,  with  soothing  tone, 
Back  to  thy  bank  of  rosy  flowers: 
Thanks,  then,  and  fare  thee  well!     Enjoy  thy  bliss  alone! 
And  through  the  year's  melodious  hours 
Echo  forever  from  thy  bosom  broad 
All  glorious  tales  that  sun  and  moon  be  telling; 
And  woo  down  to  their  soundless  fountain  dwelling 
The  holy  stars  of  God! 


A 


TWO   LOVERS 

SKIFF  swam  down  the  Danube's  tide; 
Therein  a  bridegroom  sate,  and  bride, — 
He  one  side,  she  the  other. 


**  Tell  me,  my  dearest  heart,  ^^  said  she, 
**What  present  shall  I  make  to  thee?* 

And  back  her  little  sleeve  she  stripped. 
And  deeply  down  her  arm  she  dipped. 

And  so  did  he,  the  other  side. 

And  laughed  and  jested  with  his  bride: 

*  Fair  lady  Danube,  give  me  here 
Some  pretty  gift  to  please  my  dear.* 

She  drew  a  sparkling  sword  aloft. 
Just  such  the  boy  had  longed  for,  oft. 

The  boy,  what  holds  he  in  his  hand  ? 
Of  milk-white  pearls  a  costly  band. 

He  binds  it  round  her  jet-black  hair; 
She  looks  a  princess,  sitting  there. 

**  Fair  lady  Danube,  give  me  here. 
Some  pretty  gift  to  please  my  dear!* 
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Once  more  she'll  try  what  she  can  feel; 
She  grasps  a  helmet  of  light  steel. 

On  his  part,  terrified  with  joy, 
Fished  up  a  golden  comb  the  boy. 

A  third  time  clutching  in  the  tide, 
Woe!   she  falls  headlong  o'er  the  side. 

The  boy  leaps  after,  clasps  her  tight; 
Dame  Danube  snatches  both  from  sight. 

Dame  Danube  grudged  the  gifts  she  gave; 
They  must  atone  for't  in  the  wave. 

An  empty  skiff  glides  down  the  stream, 
The  mountains  hide  the  sunset  gleam. 

And  when  the  moon  in  heaven  did  stand, 
The  lovers  floated  dead  to  land, 
He  one  side,  she  the  other. 


AN   HOUR   ERE   BREAK  OF  DAY 

From  <  Lyrics  and  Ballads  of  Heine  and  other  German  Poets  >:  G.  P.  Putnam's 
Sons,  publishers.  Translated  by  Frances  Hellman.  Copyright  1892,  by 
Frances  Hellman. 

AS  I  once  sleeping  lay, 
An  hour  ere  break  of  day, 
Sang  near  the  window,  on  a  tree, 
A  little  bird,  scarce  heard  by  me 
An  hour  ere  break  of  day. 

«  Give  heed  to  what  I  say : 

Thy  sweetheart  false  doth  play 
Whilst  I  am  singing  this  to  thee, 
He  hugs  a  maiden,  cozily. 

An  hour  ere  break  of  day.* 

*Alas!  no  further  say! 

Hush!   I'll  not  hear  thy  lay! 
Fly  off,  away  fly  from  my  tree, — 
Ah!  love  and  faith  arc  mockery 
An  hour  ere  break  of  day." 
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(1838-) 

Ihe  not  infrequent  union  in  English  public  life  of  the  man  of 
letters  with  the  politician,  is  illustrated  in  the  career  of  John 
Morley.  In  an  address  on  the  study  of  literature,  deliv- 
ered by  him  in  1887  to  the  students  of  the  London  Society  for  the 
Extension  of  University  Teaching,  he  refers  to  the  fact  that  he  has 
strayed  from  literature  into  the  region  of  politics,  adding  that  he  is 
"not  at  all  sure  that  such  a  journey  conduces  to  the  aptness  of  one's 
judgment  on  literary  subjects. >^  Had  Mr.  Morley 's  essays  in  criticism 
been  concerned  exclusively  with  literature, 
his  political  life  might  not  have  been  of 
profit  to  him  as  a  man  of  letters.  As  it 
is,  his  <  Miscellanies  *  —  studies  of  men  and 
their  times  —  and  his  biographies  witness  to 
the  fruitful  influence  of  actual  contact  with 
present-day  aflfairs  upon  the  critical  spirit. 
Mr.  Morley  has  enriched  his  literary  products 
through  his  public  life.  The  biographer  of 
Richard  Cobden,  of  Edmund  Burke,  and  of 
Horace  Walpole  was  certainly  aided  in  his 
estimates  of  these  statesmen  by  his  own 
political  experience;  and  in  his  estimates  of 
Voltaire,  Rousseau,  and  Diderot,  by  contact 
with  the  social-philosophic  and  humanita- 
rian spirit  of  the  extreme  Gladstone  party.  It  is  significant  that  Mr. 
Morley  chose  as  subjects  of  political  biography,  men  identified  with 
the  more  liberal  tendencies  of  modern  English  statesmanship.  He 
himself  is  a  radical  and  a  scientific  idealist,  who  places  his  reliance 
upon  the  future  rather  than  upon  the  past.  His  political  career  did 
not  open,  however,  until  he  was  well  established  as  a  writer  and 
editor.  Born  at  Blackburn,  Lancashire,  in  1838,  he  was  educated  at 
Cheltenham,  and  at  Lincoln  College,  Oxford,  where  he  obtained  his 
B.  A.  in  1859.  Ten  years  later  he  was  an  unsuccessful  candidate  to 
Parliament  for  his  native  place.  In  the  mean  time  he  had  undertaken 
the  editorship  of  the  Fortnightly  Review,  a  position  which  he  held 
from  1867  to  1882.  l^Ir.  Morley 's  sound  literary  sense,  and  his  well- 
developed  critical  faculty,  were  put  to  valuable  use  in  the  conduct  of 
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this  important  periodical.  He  drew  to  his  aid  men  like  George  Henry 
Lewes,  Bagehot,  and  Cairnes.  The  apparently  insignificant  innovation 
of  signing  articles  was  due  to  his  influence.  His  editorial  qualifica- 
tions were  further  exhibited  in  his  conduct  of  the  Pall  Mall  Gazette 
from  1880  to  1883,  and  of  Macmillan's  Magazine  from  1883  to  1885. 
From  1883,  however,  he  was  drawn  more  and  more  into  a  purely 
political  career.  He  became  Secretary  for  Ireland  (18S6),  for  India 
(1905),  and  President  of  the  Council  (1910),  resigning  on  the  outbreak  of 
the  War. 

In  Morley's  essays  and  biographies  he  exhibits  the  same  spirit 
of  radicalism  which  has  governed  his  political  career.  He  is  drawn 
naturally  to  a  consideration  of  those  writers,  thinkers,  and  statesmen 
whose  influence  upon  their  times  has  been  in  the  direction  of  essen- 
tially modern  ideals  of  government  and  social  constitution,  or  who 
have  stood  as  representatives  of  a  new  order  in  opposition  to  the  old. 
For  this  reason  Alorley  has  found  congenial  subjects  of  critical  biog- 
raphy in  the  French  philosophers  and  thinkers  of  the  eighteenth 
century.  His  studies  of  Vauvenargues,  of  Turgot,  of  Condorcet,  of 
Diderot,  are  written  in  a  spirit  of  sympathetic  criticism  which  wit- 
nesses to  his  divination  of  the  dominating  social  and  political  forces 
of  a  given  era,  and  to  his  recognition  of  the  concrete  expression  of 
these  forces  in  the  individual.  In  this  sense  his  life  of  Rousseau  is 
a  study  of  French  politics  in  the  eighteenth  century.  The  author  of 
the  <  Social  Contract,*  although  more  of  a  vaporist  and  dreamer  than 
a  politician,  exerted  a  strong  influence  upon  the  political  temper  of 
his  own  and  later  times.  IMorley  traces  this  influence  through  the 
social  and  political  confusions  of  the  Revolution,  and  into  the  readjust^ 
ing  forces  of  the  nineteenth  century,  where  it  gives  birth  to  those 
((schemes  of  mutualism,  and  all  other  shapes  of  collective  action  for 
a  common  social  good,  which  have  possessed  such  commanding  attrac- 
tion for  the  imagination  of  large  classes  of  good  men  in  France  ever 
since.))  In  his  elaborate  analysis  of  the  (Social  Contract,)  iMorlej'- 
displays  his  own  insight  into  difficult  problems  of  society  and  of  poli- 
tics. His  modern  habit  of  mind  is  shown  in  his  appreciation  of  the 
time-spirit  as  the  most  reliable  interpreter  of  the  phenomena  of  his- 
tory. He  is  indeed  a  historical  critic  rather  than  a  creator  in  the 
domain  of  literature.  He  has  used  the  essay  more  as  a  vehicle  for  his 
political  reflections  than  for  itself  as  a  literary  product.  He  possesses, 
however,  ideals  of  style  which  are  high,  exacting,  and  comprehensive. 
These  are  expressed  in  his  clear,  strong  English,  compactly  fitted 
to  his  thought.  He  has  given  to  the  literature  of  his  country  a  not 
inconsiderable  body  of  vigorous  and  well-tempered  prose.  His  later 
works  arc  (Cromwell)  (1900),  (Literary  Essays)  (1906),  and  (Notca 
on  Politics)  (1914). 
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ROUSSEAU  AT  MONTMORENCY 
From  <  Rousseau  > 

THE  many  conditions  of  intellectual  productiveness  are  still  hid- 
den in  such  profound  obscurity  that  we  are  as  yet  unable 
to  explain  why  in  certain  natures  a  period  of  stormy  moral 
agitation  seems  to  be  the  indispensable  antecedent  of  their  highest 
creative  effort.  Byron  is  one  instance,  and  Rousseau  is  another, 
in  which  the  current  of  stimulating  force  made  rapid  way  from 
the  lower  to  the  higher  parts  of  character,  only  expending  itself 
after  having  traversed  the  whole  range  of  emotion  and  faculty, 
from  their  meanest,  most  realistic,  most  personal  forms  of  exer- 
cise, up  to  the  summit  of  what  is  lofty  and  ideal.  No  man  was 
ever  involved  in  such  an  odious  complication  of  moral  maladies 
as  beset  Rousseau  in  the  winter  of  1758.  Within  three  years  of 
this  miserable  epoch  he  had  completed  not  only  the  *  New  Heloisa,  * 
which  is  the  monument  of  his  fall,  but  the  ^Social  Contract,* 
which  was  the  most  influential,  and  ^  Emilius,  *  which  was  perhaps 
the  most  elevated  and  spiritual  of  all  the  productions  of  the  pro- 
lific genius  of  France  in  the  eighteenth  century.  A  poor  light- 
hearted  Marmontel  thought  that  the  secret  of  Rousseau's  success 
lay  in  the  circumstance  that  he  began  to  write  late ;  and  it  is  true 
that  no  other  author  so  considerable  as  Rousseau  waited  until  the 
age  of  fifty  for  the  full  vigor  of  his  inspiration.  No  tale  of  years, 
however,  could  have  ripened  such  fruit  without  native  strength 
and  incommunicable  savor;  nor  can  the  splendid  mechanical  move- 
ment of  those  characters  which  keep  the  balance  of  the  world 
even,  impart  to  literature  the  peculiar  quality,  peculiar  but  not 
the  finest,  that  comes  from  experience  of  the  black  and  unlighted 
abysses  of  the  soul. 

.  The  period  of  actual  production  was  externally  calm.  The 
*New  Heloi'sa*  was  completed  in  1759,  and  published  in  1761. 
The  ^Social  Contract*  was  published  in  the  spring  of  1762,  and 
*  Emilius  *  a  few  weeks  later.  Throughout  this  period  Rousseau' 
was,  for  the  last  time  in  his  life,  at  peace  with  most  of  his  fel- 
lows; that  is  to  say,  though  he  never  relented  from  his  antipathy 
to  the  Holbachians,  for  the  time  it  slumbered,  until  a  more  real 
and  serious  persecution  than  any  which  he  imputed  to  them  trans- 
formed his  antipathy  into  a  gloomy  frenzy. 

The  new  friends  whom  he  made  at  Montmorency  were  among 
the  greatest  people  in  the  kingdom.     The  Duke  of  Luxembourg 
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(1702-64)  was  a  marshal  of  France,  and  as  intimate  a  friend  of 
the  King  as  the  King  was  capable  of  having.  The  Marechale  de 
Luxembourg  (1707-87)  had  been  one  of  the  most  beautiful,  and 
continued  to  be  one  of  the  most  brilliant  leaders  of  the  last 
aristocratic  generation  that  was  destined  to  sport  on  the  slopes  of 
the  volcano.  The  former  seems  to  have  been  a  loyal  and  homely 
soul;  the  latter,  restless,  imperious,  penetrating,  unamiable.  Their 
dealings  with  Rousseau  were  marked  by  perfect  sincerity  and 
straightforward  friendship.  They  gave  him  a  convenient  apart- 
ment in  a  small  summer  lodge  in  the  park,  to  which  he  retreated 
when  he  cared  for  a  change  from  his  narrow  cottage.  He  was 
a  constant  guest  at  their  table,  where  he  met  the  highest  names 
in  France.  The  marshal  did  not  disdain  to  pay  him  visits,  or 
to  walk  with  him,  or  to  discuss  his  private  affairs.  Unable  as 
ever  to  shine  in  conversation,  yet  eager  to  show  his  great  friends 
that  they  had  to  do  with  no  common  mortal,  Rousseau  bethought 
him  of  reading  the  *  New  Heloisa  *  aloud  to  them.  At  ten  in 
the  morning  he  used  to  wait  upon  the  marechale,  and  there  by 
her  bedside  he  read  the  story  of  the  love,  the  sin,  the  repent- 
ance of  Julie,  the  distraction  of  Saint  Preux,  the  wisdom  of  Wol- 
mar,  and  the  sage  friendship  of  Lord  Edward,  in  tones  which 
enchanted  her  both  with  his  book  and  its  author  for  all  the 
rest  of  the  day,  as  all  the  women  in  France  were  so  soon  to  be 
enchanted.  This,  as  he  expected,  amply  reconciled  her  to  the 
uncouthness  and  clumsiness  of  his  conversation,  which  was  at 
least  as  maladroit  and  as  spiritless  in  the  presence  of  a  duchess 
as  it  was  in  presences  less  imposing. 

One  side  of  character  is  obviously  tested  by  the  way  in  which 
a  man  bears  himself  in  his  relations  with  persons  of  greater  con- 
sideration. Rousseau  was  taxed  by  some  of  his  plebeian  enemies 
with  a  most  unheioic  deference  to  his  patrician  friends.  He  had 
a  dog  whose  name  was  Due.  When  he  came  to  sit  at  a  duke's 
table,  he  changed  his  dog's  name  to  Turc.  Again,  one  day  in  a 
transport  of  tenderness  he  embraced  the  old  marshal  —  the  duch- 
ess embraced  Rousseau  ten  times  a  day,  for  the  age  was  effusive: 
**Ah,  monsieur  Ic  marechal,  I  used  to  hate  the  great  before  I 
knew  you,  and  I  hate  them  still  more,  since  you  make  me  feel 
so  strongly  how  easy  it  would  be  for  them  to  have  themselves 
adored."  On  another  occasion  he  happened  to  be  playing  at 
chess  with  the  Prince  of  Conti,  who  had  come  to  visit  him  in  his 
cottage.     In  spite  of  the  signs  and  grimaces  of  the  attendants,  he 
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insisted  on  beating  the  prince  in  a  couple  of  games.  Then  he 
said  with  respectful  gravity,  ^<  Monseigneur,  I  honor  your  Serene 
Highness  too  much  not  to  beat  you  at  chess  always.**  A  few 
days  after,  the  vanquished  prince  sent  him  a  present  of  game, 
which  Rousseau  duly  accepted.  The  present  was  repeated;  but 
this  time  Rousseau  wrote  to  Madame  de  Boufflers  that  he  would 
receive  no  more,  and  that  he  loved  the  prince's  conversation 
better  than  his  gifts.  He  admits  that  this  was  an  ungracious 
proceeding;  and  that  to  refuse  game  "from  a  prince  of  the  blood 
who  throws  so  much  good  feeling  into  the  present,  is  not  so 
much  the  delicacy  of  a  proud  man  bent  on  preserving  his  inde- 
pendence, as  the  rusticity  of  an  unmannerly  person  who  does  not 
know  his  place.**  Considering  the  extreme  virulence  with  which 
Rousseau  always  resented  gifts  even  of  the  most  trifling  kind 
from  his  friends,  we  find  some  inconsistency  in  this  condemna- 
tion of  a  sort  of  conduct  to  which  he  tenaciously  clung;  unless 
the  fact  of  the  donor  being  a  prince  of  the  blood  is  allowed  to 
modify  the  quality  of  the  donation,  and  that  would  be  a  hardly 
defensible  position  in  the  austere  citizen  of  Geneva.  Madame 
de  Boufflers,  the  intimate  friend  of  our  sage  Hume,  and  the  yet 
more  intimate  friend  of  the  Prince  of  Conti,  gave  him  a  judi- 
cious warning  when  she  bade  him  beware  of  laying  himself  open 
to  a  charge  of  affectation,  lest  it  should  obscure  the  brightness 
of  his  virtue,  and  so  hinder  its  usefulness.  "  Fabius  and  Regulus 
would  have  accepted  such  marks  of  esteem  without  feeling  in 
them  any  hurt  to  their  disinterestedness  and  frugality.**  Perhaps 
there  is  a  flutter  of  self -consciousness  that  is  not  far  removed 
from  this  affectation,  in  the  pains  which  Rousseau  takes  to  tell  us 
that  after  dining  at  the  castle,  he  used  to  return  home  gleefully 
to  sup  with  a  mason  who  was  his  neighbor  and  his  friend.  On 
the  whole,  however,  and  so  far  as  we  know,  Rousseau  conducted 
himself  not  unworthily  with  these  high  people.  His  letters  to 
them  are  for  the  most  part  marked  by  self-respect  and  a  moder- 
ate graciousness ;  though  now  and  again  he  makes  rather  too 
much  case  of  the  difference  of  rank,  and  asserts  his  independence 
with  something  too  much  of  protestation.  Their  relations  with 
him  are  a  curious  sign  of  the  interest  which  the  members  of 
the  great  world  took  in  the  men  who  were  quietly  preparing  the 
destruction  both  of  them  and  their  world.  The  Marechale  de 
Luxembourg  places  this  squalid  dweller  in  a  hovel  on  her  estate 
in   the   place  of  honor   at   her   table,    and    embraces   his   Theresa 
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The  Prince  of  Conti  pays  visits  of  courtesy,  and  sends  game 
to  a  man  whom  he  employs  at  a  few  sous  an  hour  to  copy 
manuscript  for  him.  The  Countess  of  Boufflers,  in  sending  him 
the  money,  insists  that  he  is  to  count  her  his  warmest  friend. 
When  his  dog  dies,  the  countess  writes  to  sympathize  with  his 
chagrin,  and  the  prince  begs  to  be  allowed  to  replace  it.  And 
when  persecution  and  trouble  and  infinite  confusion  came  upon 
him,  they  all  stood  as  fast  by  him  as  their  own  comfort  would 
allow.  Do  we  not  feel  that  there  must  have  been  in  the  un- 
happy man,  besides  all  the  recorded  pettinesses  and  perversities 
which  revolt  us  in  him,  a  vein  of  something  which  touched  men, 
and  made  women  devoted  to  him,  until  he  drove  both  men  and 
women  away  ?  With  Madame  d'Epinay  and  Madame  d'Houdetot, 
as  with  the  dearer  and  humbler  patroness  of  his  3^outh,  we  have 
now  parted  company.  But  they  are  instantly  succeeded  by  new 
devotees.  And  the  lovers  of  Rousseau,  in  all  degrees,  were  not 
silly  women  led  captive  by  idle  fancy.  Madame  de  Boufflers  was 
one  of  the  most  distinguished  spirits  of  her  time.  Her  friend- 
ship for  him  was  such,  that  his  sensuous  vanity  made  Rousseau 
against  all  reason  or  probability  confound  it  with  a  warmer  form; 
and  he  plumes  himself  in  a  manner  most  displeasing  on  the  vic- 
tory which  he  won  over  his  own  feelings  on  the  occasion.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  he  had  no  feelings  to  conquer,  any  more  than  the 
supposed  object  of  them  ever  bore  him  any  ill-will  for  his  indif- 
ference, as  in  his  mania  of  suspicion  he  afterwards  believed. 

There  was  a  calm  about  the  too  few  years  he  passed  at  Mont- 
morency, which  leaves  vis  in  doubt  whether  this  mania  would 
ever  have  afflicted  him,  if  his  natural  irritation  had  not  been 
made  intense  and  irresistible  by  the  cruel  distractions  that  fol- 
lowed the  publication  of  ^Emilius.*  He  was  tolerably  content 
with  his  present  friends.  The  simplicity  of  their  way  of  dealing 
with  him  contrasted  singularly,  as  he  thought,  with  the  never- 
ending  solicitudes,  as  importunate  as  they  were  officious,  of  the 
patronizing  friends  whom  he  had  just  cast  off.  Perhaps,  too,  he 
was  soothed  by  the  companionship  of  persons  whose  rank  may 
have  flattered  his  vanity,  while  unlike  Diderot  and  his  old  literary 
friends  in  Paris,  they  entered  into  no  competition  with  him  in  the 
peculiar  sphere  of  his  own  genius.  Madame  de  Boufflers,  indeed, 
wrote  a  tragedy;  but  he  told  her  gruffly  enough  that  it  was  a 
plagiarism  from  Southerne's  *Oroonoko.*  That  Rousseau  was 
thoroughly   capable   of   this   hateful   emotion   of   sensitive  literary 
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jealousy  is  proved,  if  by  nothing  else,  by  his  readiness  to  suspect 
that  other  authors  were  jealous  of  him.  No  one  suspects  others 
of  a  meanness  of  this  kind,  unless  he  is  capable  of  it  himself. 
The  resounding  success  which  followed  the  *  New  Heloisa  *  and 
*  Emilius  ^  put  an  end  to  this  apprehension,  for  it  raised  him 
to  a  pedestal  in  popular  esteem  as  high  as  that  on  which  Vol- 
taire stood  triumphant.  This  very  success  unfortunately  brought 
troubles  which  destroyed  Rousseau's  last  chance  of  ending  his 
days  in  full  reasonableness. 

Meanwhile  he  enjoyed  his  last  interval  of  m6derate  whole- 
someness  and  peace.  He  felt  his  old  healthy  joy  in  the  green 
earth.  One  of  the  letters  commemorates  his  delight  in  the  great 
scudding  southwest  winds  of  February,  soft  forerunners  of  the 
spring,  so  sweet  to  all  who  live  with  nature.  At  the  end  of  his 
garden  was  a  summer-house,  and  here  even  on  wintry  days  he  sat 
composing  or  copying.  It  was  not  music  only  that  he  copied. 
He  took  a  curious  pleasure  in  making  transcripts  of  his  romance, 
which  he  sold  to  the  Duchess  of  Luxembourg  and  other  ladies  for 
some  moderate  fee.  Sometimes  he  moved  from  his  own  lodofinsr 
to  the  quarters  in  the  park  which  his  great  friends  had  induced 
him  to  accept.  "They  were  charmingly  neat;  the  furniture  was  of 
white  and  blue.  It  was  in  this  perfumed  and  delicious  solitude, 
in  the  midst  of  woods  and  streams  and  choirs  of  birds  of  every 
kind,  with  the  fragrance  of  the  orange-flower  poured  round  me, 
that  I  composed  in  a  continual  ecstasy  the  fifth  book  of  ^  Emilius.* 
With  what  eagerness  did  I  hasten  every  morning  at  sunrise  to 
breathe  the  balmy  air!  What  good  coffee  I  used  to  take  under  the 
porch  in  company  with  my  Theresa!  My  cat  and  my  dog  made 
the  rest  of  our  party.  That  would  have  sufficed  for  all  my  life, 
and  I  should  never  have  known  weariness.**  And  so  to  the  as- 
surance, so  often  repeated  under  so  many  different  circumstances, 
that  here  was  a  true  heaven  upon  earth,  where  if  fate  had  only 
allowed,  he  would  have  known  unbroken  innocence  and  lasting 
happiness. 
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CONDORCET 
From  < Critical  Miscellanies' 

OF  THE  illustrious  thinkers  and  writers  who  for  two  genera- 
tions nad  been  actively  scattering  the  seed  of  revolution  in 
France,  only  Condorcet  survived  to  behold  the  first  bitter 
ingathering  of  the  harvest.  Those  who  had  sown  the  wind  were 
no  more;  he  only  was  left  to  see  the  reaping  of  the  whirlwind, 
and  to  be  swiftly  and  cruelly  swept  away  by  it.  Voltaire  and 
Diderot,  Rousseau  and  Helvetius,  had  vanished;  but  Condorcet 
both  assisted  at  the  Encyclopaedia  and  sat  in  the  Convention, — 
the  one  eminent  man  of  those  who  had  tended  the  tree,  who  also 
came  in  due  season  to  partake  of  its  fruit, —  at  once  a  precursor, 
and  a  sharer  in  the  fulfillment.  In  neither  character  has  he 
attracted  the  good-will  of  any  of  those  considerable  sections  and 
schools  into  which  criticism  of  the  Revolution  has  been  mainly 
divided.  As  a  thinker  he  is  roughly  classed  as  an  Economist; 
and  as  a  practical  politician  he  figured  first  in  the  Legislative 
Assembly,  and  next  in  the  Convention.  Now,  as  a  rule,  the 
political  parties  that  have  most  admired  the  Convention  have 
had  least  sympathy  with  the  Economists;  and  the  historians  who 
are  most  favorable  to  Turgot  and  his  followers  are  usually  most 
hostile  to  the  actions  and  associations  of  the  great  revolutionary 
chamber  successively  swayed  by  a  Vergniaud,  a  Danton,  a  Robes- 
pierre. Between  the  two,  Condorcet's  name  has  been  allowed  to 
lie  hidden  for  the  most  part  in  a  certain  obscurity,  or  else  has 
been  covered  with  those  taunts  and  innuendoes  which  partisans 
are  wont  to  lavish  on  men  of  whom  they  do  not  know  exactly 
whether  they  are  with  or  against  them. 

Generallv,  the  men  of  the  Revolution  are  criticized  in  blocks 
and  sections,  and  Condorcet  cannot  be  accurately  placed  under 
any  of  these  received  schools.  He  was  an  Economist,  but  he 
was  something  more;  for  the  most  characteristic  article  in  his 
creed  was  a  passionate  belief  in  the  infinite  perfectibility  of  human 
nature.  He  was  more  of  a  Girondin  than  a  Jacobin,  yet  he 
did  not  always  act,  any  more  than  he  always  thought,  with  the 
Girondins;  and  he  did  not  fall  when  they  fell,  but  was  proscribed 
by  a  decree  specially  leveled  at  himself.  Isolation  of  this  kind  is 
assuredly  no  merit  in  political  action,  but  it  explains  the  coldness 
with  which  Condorcet's  memory  has  been  treated;  and  it  flowed 
from    some   marked   singularities   both   of   character   and  opinion. 
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which  are  of  the  highest  interest,  if  we  consider  the  position  of 
the  man,  and  the  lustre  of  that  ever-memorable  time.  "  Condor- 
cet,**  said  D'Alembert,  ^^  is  a  volcano  covered  with  snow.*^  Said 
another,  less  picturesquely,  "  He  is  a  sheep  in  a  passion.  '^  *^  You 
may  say  of  the  intelligence  of  Condorcet  in  relation  to  his  per- 
son," wrote  Madame  Roland,  "that  it  is  a  subtle  essence  soaked 
in  cotton."  The  curious  mixture  disclosed  by  sayings  like  these, 
of  warm  impulse  and  fine  purpose  with  immovable  reserve,  only 
shows  that  he  of  whom  they  were  spoken  belonged  to  the  class 
of  natures  which  may  be  called  non-conducting.  They  are  not 
effective,  because  without  this  effluence  of  power  and  feeling 
from  within,  the  hearer  or  onlooker  is  stirred  by  no  sympathetic 
thrill.  They  cannot  be  the  happiest,  because  consciousness  of  the 
inequality  between  expression  and  meaning,  between  the  influence 
intended  and  the  impression  conveyed,  must  be  as  tormenting  as 
to  one  who  dreams  is  the  vain  effort  to  strike  a  blow.  If  to  be 
of  this  non-conducting  temperament  is  impossible  in  the  really 
greatest  sorts  of  men,  like  St.  Paul,  St.  Bernard,  or  Luther,  at 
least  it  is  no  proper  object  of  blame;  for  it  is  constantly  the 
companion  of  lofty  and  generous  aspiration.  It  was  perhaps 
unfortunate  that  Condorcet  should  have  permitted  himself  to  be 
drawn  into  a  position  where  his  want  of  that  magical  quality 
by  which  even  the  loathed  and  loathsome  Marat  could  gain  the 
sympathies  of  men,  should  be  so  conspicuously  made  visible. 
Frankly,  the  character  of  Condorcet,  unlike  so  many  of  his  con- 
temporaries, offers  nothing  to  the  theatrical  instinct.  None  the 
less  on  this  account  should  we  weigh  the  contributions  which  he 
made  to  the  stock  of  science  and  social  speculation,  and  recog- 
nize the  fine  elevation  of  his  sentiments,  his  noble  solicitude  for 
human  well-being,  his  eager  and  resolute  belief  in  its  indefinite 
expansion,  and  the  devotion  which  sealed  his  faith  by  a  destiny 
that  was  as  tragical  as  any  in  those  bloody  and  most  tragical 
days. 


Until  the  outbreak  of  the  Revolution,  the  circumstances  of 
Condorcet's  life  were  as  little  externally  disturbed  or  specially 
remarkable  as  those  of  any  other  geometer  and  thinker  of  the 
time.  He  was  bom  in  a  small  town  in  Picardy,  in  the  year  1743. 
His  father  was  a  cavalry  officer;  but  as  he  died  when  his  son  was 
only  three  years  old,  he  could  have  exerted  no  influence  upon  the 
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future  philosopher,  save  such  as  comes  of  transmission  through 
blood  and  tissue.  Condillac  was  his  uncle,  but  there  is  no  record 
of  any  intercourse  between  them.  His  mother  was  a  devout  and 
trembling  soul,  who  dedicated  her  child  to  the  Holy  Virgin,  and 
for  eight  years  or  more  made  him  wear  the  dress  of  a  little  girl, 
by  way  of  sheltering  him  against  the  temptations  and  unbelief  of 
a  vile  world.  So  long  as  women  are  held  by  opinion  and  usage 
in  a  state  of  educational  and  political  subjection  which  prevents 
the  growth  of  a  large  intelligence,  made  healthy  and  energetic 
by  knowledge  and  by  activity,  we  may  expect  to  read  of  pious 
extravagances  of  this  kind.  Condorcet  was  weakened  physically 
by  much  confinement  and  the  constraint  of  cumbrous  clothing; 
and  not  even  his  dedication  to  the  Holy  Virgin  prevented  him 
from  growing  up  the  most  ardent  of  the  admirers  of  Voltaire. 
His  earliest  instructors,  as  happened  to  most  of  the  skeptical  phi- 
losophers, were  the  Jesuits,  then  within  a  few  years  of  their  fall. 
That  these  adroit  men,  armed  with  all  the  arts  and  traditions 
which  their  order  had  acquired  in  three  centuries,  and  with  the 
training  of  the  nation  almost  exclusively  in  their  hands,  should 
still  have  been  unable  to  shield  their  persons  from  proscription 
and  their  creed  from  hatred,  is  a  remarkable  and  satisfactory  in- 
stance how  little  it  avails  ecclesiastical  bodies  to  have  a  monopoly 
of  official  education,  if  the  spirit  of  their  teaching  be  out  of 
harmony  with  those  most  potent  agencies  which  we  sum  up  as 
the  spirit  of  the  time.  The  Jesuits  were  the  great  official  teach- 
ers of  France  for  the  first  half  of  the  eighteenth  century.  In 
1764  the  order  was  thrust  forth  from  the  country,  and  they  left 
behind  them  an  army  of  the  bitterest  enemies  Christianity  has 
ever  had.  To  do  them  justice,  they  were  destroyed  by  weapons 
which  they  had  themselves  supplied.  The  intelligence  which 
they  had  so  honorably  developed  and  sharpened,  turned  inevita- 
bly against  the  incurable  faults  in  their  own  system.  They  were 
admirable  teachers  of  mathematics.  Condorcet,  instructed  by  the 
Jesuits  at  Rheims,  was  able,  when  he  was  only  fifteen  years  old, 
to  go  through  such  performances  in  analysis  as  to  win  especial 
applause  from  illustrious  judges  like  D'Alembert  and  Clairaut, 
It  was  impossible,  however,  for  Jesuits,  as  it  has  ever  been  for 
all  enemies  of  movement,  to  constrain  within  prescribed  limits 
the  activity  which  has  once  been  effectively  stirred.  Mathematics 
has  always  been  in  the  eyes  of  the  Church  a  harmless  branch  of 
knowledge;  but  the  mental  energy  that  mathematics  first  touched 
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is  sure  to  turn  itself  by-and-by  to  more  complex  and  dangerous 
subjects  in  the  scientific  hierarchy. 

At  any  rate,  Condorcet's  curiosity  was  very  speedily  drawn 
to  problems  beyond  those  which  geometry  and  algebra  pretend  to 
solve.  *  For  thirty  years/^  he  wrote  in  1790,  "I  have  hardly  ever 
passed  a  single  day  without  meditating  on  the  political  sciences." 
Thus,  when  only  seventeen,  when  the  ardor  of  even  the  choicest 
spirits  is  usually  most  purely  intellectual,  moral  and  social  feeling 
was  rising  in  Condorcet  to  that  supremacy  which  it  afterwards 
attained  in  him  to  so  admirable  a  degree.'  He  wrote  essays  on 
integral  calculus,  but  he  was  already  beginning  to  reflect  upon 
the  laws  of  human  societies  and  the  conditions  of  moral  obliga- 
tion. At  the  root  of  Condorcet's  nature  was  a  profound  sensi- 
bility of  constitution.  One  of  his  biographers  explains  his  early 
enthusiasm  for  virtue  and  human  welfare  as  the  conclusion  of 
a  kind  of  syllogism.  It  is  possible  that  the  syllogism  was  only 
the  later  shape  into  which  an  instinctive  impulse  threw  itself 
by  way  of  rational  intrenchment.  This  sensibility  caused  Condor- 
cet to  abandon  the  barbarous  pleasures  of  the  chase,  which  had 
at  first  powerfully  attracted  him.  To  derive  delight  from  what 
inflicts  pain  on  any  sentient  creature  revolted  his  conscience 
and  offended  his  reason;  because  he  perceived  that  the  character 
which  does  not  shrink  from  associating  its  own  joy  with  the 
anguish  of  another,  is  either  found  or  left  mortally  blunted  to 
the  finest  impressions  of  humanity.  It  was  this  same  sensibility, 
fortified  by  reason,  which  drove  him  while  almost  still  at  school  to 
reflect,  as  he  confided  to  Turgot  he  had  done,  on  the  moral  ideas 
of  virtue  and  justice. 

It  is  thus  assured  that  from  the  beginning  Condorcet  was 
unable  to  satisfy  himself  with  the  mere  knowledge  of  the  special- 
ist, but  felt  the  necessity  of  placing  social  aims  at  the  head  and 
front  of  his  life,  and  of  subordinating  to  them  all  other  pursuits. 
That  he  values  knowledge  only  as  a  means  to  social  action,  is 
one  of  the  highest  titles  to  our  esteem  that  any  philosopher  can 
have.  Such  a  temper  of  mind  has  penetrated  no  man  more  fully 
than  Condorcet,  though  there  are  other  thinkers  to  whom  time 
and  chance  have  been  more  favorable  in  making  that  temper 
permanently  productive.  There  is  a  fine  significance  in  his  words, 
after  the  dismissal  of  the  great  and  virtuous  Turgot  from  office: 
*We  have  had  a  delightful  dream,  but  it  was  too  brief.  Now  I 
metn  to  apply  myself  to  geometry.     It  is  terribly  cold  to  be  foi 
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the  future  laboring  only  for  the  gloriole,  after  flattering-  cneseK 
for  a  while  that  one  was  working  for  the  public  weal. '^  It  is 
true  that  a  geometer,  too,  works  for  the  public  w^eal ;  but  the 
process  is  tardier,  and  we.  may  well  pardon  an  impatience  that 
sprung  of  reasoned  zeal  for  the  happiness  of  mankind.  There  is 
something  much  more  attractive  about  Condorcet's  undisguised  dis- 
appointment at  having  to  exchange  active  public  labor  for  geo- 
metrical problems,  than  in  the  affected  satisfaction  conventionally 
professed  by  statesmen  when  driven  from  place  to  their  books. 
His  correspondence  shows  that  even  when  his  mind  seemed  to 
be  most  concentrated  upon  his  special  studies,  he  was  incessantly 
on  the  alert  for  every  new  idea,  book,  transaction,  that  was  likely 
to  stimulate  the  love  of  virtue  in  individuals,  or  to  increase  the 
strength  of  justice  in  society.  It  would  have  been,  in  one  sense, 
more  fortunate  for  him  to  have  cared  less  for  high  social  inter- 
ests, if  we  remember  the  contention  of  his  latter  days,  and  the 
catastrophe  which  brought  them  to  so  frightful  a  close.  But 
Condorcet  was  not  one  of  those  natures  who  can  think  it  happi- 
ness to  look  passively  out  from  the  tranquil  literary  watch-tower 
upon  the  mortal  struggles  of  a  society  in  a  state  of  revolution. 
In  measuring  other  men  of  science — as  his  two  volumes  of 
Eloges  abundantly  show  —  one  cannot  help  being  struck  by  the 
eagerness  with  which  he  seizes  on  any  trait  of  zeal  for  social 
improvement,  of  anxiety  that  the  lives  and  characters  of  our 
fellows  should  be  better  worth  having.  He  was  himself  too 
absolutely  possessed  by  this  social  spirit  to  have  flinched  from 
his  career,  even  if  he  had  foreseen  the  martyrdom  which  was  to 
consummate  it.  *^  You  are  very  happy,  *^  he  once  wrote  to  Tur- 
got,  "  in  your  passion  for  the  public  good,  and  your  power  to 
satisfy  it;  it  is  a  great  consolation,  and  of  an  order  very  superior 
to  that  of  study." 

In  1769,  at  the  age  of  six-and-twenty.  Condorcet  became  con- 
nected with  the  Academy;  to  the  mortification  of  his  relations, 
who  hardly  pardoned  him  for  not  being  a  captain  of  cavalry,  as 
his  father  had  been  before  him.  About  the  same  time  or  a  little 
later,  he  performed  a  pilgrimage  of  a  kind  that  could  hardly  help 
making  a  mark  upon  a  character  so  deeply  impressible.  In  com- 
pany with  D'Alembert,  he  went  to  Ferney  and  saw  Voltaire.  To 
the  position  of  Voltaire  in  Europe  in  1770  there  has  never  been 
any  other  man's  position  in  any  age  wholly  comparable.  It  is 
true  that  there  had  been  one  or  two  of  the  great  popes,  and  a 
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great  ecclesiastic  like  St.  Bernard,  who  had  exercised  a  spiritual 
authority,  pretty  universally  submitted  to,  or  even  spontaneously 
invoked,  throughout  western  Europe.  But  these  were  the  repre- 
sentatives of  a  powerful  organization  and  an  accepted  system. 
Voltaire  filled  a  place  before  men's  eyes  in  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury as  conspicuous  and  as  authoritative  as  that  of  St.  Bernard  in 
the  twelfth.  The  difference  was  that  Voltaire's  place  was  abso- 
lutely unofficial  in  its  origin,  and  indebted  to  no  system  nor 
organization  for  its  maintenance.  Again,  there  have  been  others, 
like  Bacon  or  Descartes,  destined  to  make  a  far  more  permanent 
contribution  to  the  ideas  which  have  extended  the  powers  and 
elevated  the  happiness  of  men;  but  these  great  spirits  for  the 
most  part  labored  for  the  generation  that  followed  them,  and  won 
comparatively  slight  recognition  from  their  own  age.  Voltaire, 
during  his  life,  enjoyed  to  the  full  not  only  the  admiration  that 
belongs  to  the  poet,  but  something  of  the  veneration  that  is  paid 
to  the  thinker,  and  even  something  of  the  glory  usually  reserved 
for  captains  and  conquerors  of  renown.  No  other  man  before 
or  since  ever  hit  so  exactly  the  mark  of  his  time  on  every  side, 
so  precisely  met  the  conditions  of  fame  for  the  moment,  nor  so 
thoroughly  dazzled  and  reigned  over  the  foremost  men  and  women 
who  were  his  contemporaries.  Wherever  else  intellectual  fame 
has  approached  the  fame  of  Voltaire,  it  has  been  posthumous. 
With  him  it  was  immediate  and  splendid.  Into  the  secret  of 
this  extraordinary  circumstance  we  need  not  here  particularly 
inquire.  He  was  an  unsurpassed  master  of  the  art  of  literary 
expression  in  a  country  where  that  art  is  more  highly  prized 
than  anywhere  else;  he  was  the  most  brilliant  of  wits  among  a 
people  whose  relish  for  wit  is  a  supreme  passion;  he  won  the 
admiration  of  the  lighter  souls  by  his  plays,  of  the  learned  by  his 
interest  in  science,  of  the  men  of  letters  by  his  never-ceasing 
flow  of  essays,  criticisms,  and  articles,  not  one  of  which  lacks 
vigor  and  freshness  and  sparkle;  he  was  the  most  active,  bitter, 
and  telling  foe  of  what  was  then  the  most  justly  abhorred  of 
all  institutions, —  the  Church.  Add  to  these  remarkable  titles  to 
honor  and  popularity  that  he  was  no  mere  declaimer  against 
oppression  and  injustice  in  the  abstract,  but  the  strenuous,  perse- 
vering, and  absolutely  indefatigable  champion  of  every  victim  of 
oppression  or  injustice  whose  case  was  once  brought  under  his 
eye. 
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THE  CHURCH  AND   THE   « ENCYCLOPEDIA' 
From  < Diderot  and  the  Encyclopaedists* 

THE  Church  had  known  how  to  deal  with  intellectual  insur- 
gents,  from  Abelard  in  the  twelfth  century  down  to  Gior- 
dano Bruno  and  Vanini  in  the  seventeenth.  They  were 
isolated;  they  were  for  the  most  part  submissive;  and  if  they 
were  not,  the  arm  of  the  Church  was  very  long",  and  her  grasp 
mortal.  And  all  these  meritorious  precursors  were  made  weak 
by  one  cardinal  defect,  for  which  no  gifts  of  intellectual  acuteness 
could  compensate.  They  had  the  scientific  idea,  but  they  lacked 
the  social  idea,     .     .     . 

After  the  middle  of  the  last  century,  the  insurrection  against 
the  pretensions  of  the  Church,  and  against  the  doctrines  of  Christ* 
ianity,  was  marked  in  one  of  its  most  important  phases  by  a  new 
and  most  significant  feature.  In  this  phase  it  was  animated  at 
once  by  the  scientific  idea  and  by  the  social  idea.  ,  .  „  Its 
leaders  surveyed  the  entire  field  with  as  much  accuracy,  and  with 
as  wide  a  range,  as  their  instruments  allowed;  and  they  scattered 
over  the  world  a  set  of  ideas  which  at  once  entered  into  ener- 
getic rivalry  with  the  ancient  scheme  of  authority.  The  great 
symbol  of  this  new  comprehensiveness  in  the  insurrection  was  the 
*  Encyclopaedia.  * 

The  *  Encyclopaedia  *  was  virtually  a  protest  against  the  old 
organization,  no  less  than  against  the  old  doctrine.  Broadly 
stated,  the  great  central  moral  of  it  all  was  this:  that  human 
nature  is  good,  that  the  world  is  capable  of  being  made  a  desir- 
able abiding-place,  and  that  the  evil  of  the  world  is  the  fruit  of 
bad  education  and  bad  institutions.  This  cheerful  doctrine  now 
strikes  on  the  ear  as  a  commonplace  and  a  truism.  A  hundred 
years  ago  in  France  it  was  a  wonderful  gospel,  and  the  begin- 
ning of  a  new  dispensation.  It  was  the  great  counter-principle  to 
asceticism  in  life  and  morals,  to  formalism  in  art,  to  absolutism 
in  the  social  ordering,  to  obscurantism  in  thought.  Every  social 
improvement  since  has  been  the  outcome  of  that  doctrine  in  one 
form  or  another.  The  conviction  that  the  character  and  lot  of 
man  are  indefinitely  modifiable  for  good,  was  the  indispensable 
antecedent  to  any  general  and  energetic  endeavor  to  modify  the 
conditions  that  surround  him. 
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(1834-1896) 

BY  WILLIAM   MORTON   PAYNE 

5ILLIAM  Morris  was  a  man  of  such  varied  activities  and  exu- 
berant vitality,  that  an  account  of  his  career  as  a  man  of 
letters  can  give  but  an  inadequate  impression  of  his  person- 
ality. The  present  sketch,  however,  must  be  restricted  to  the  single 
aspect  of  his  life  by  virtue  of  which  he  won  a  place  among  the 
greatest  English  writers  of  the  nineteenth  century;  and  may  mention, 
thereafter  only  to  ignore  them,  his  epoch- 
making  work  as  a  decorative  designer,  his 
revival  of  the  well-nigh  lost  art  of  printing 
beautiful  books,  and  the  socialist  propa- 
ganda which  he  carried  on  for  so  many 
years,  and  with  so  much  of  fiery  energy. 
All  of  these  things  belong  to  the  character 
of  the  man  rather  than  of  the  poet;  and  it 
is  with  the  poet  alone  that  we  are  now 
concerned. 

With  a  volume  entitled  <  The  Defence 
of  Guenevere,  and  Other  Poems,  ^  published 
in  1858,  Morris  made  his  first  appearance  in 
literature.  At  this  time  the  fame  of  Tenny- 
son as  the  greatest  of  Victorian  poets  was 

fully  established;  the  fame  of  Browning,  with  fifteen  volumes  already 
to  his  credit,  was  rapidly  growing;  and  the  chief  poetical  work  of 
Matthew  Arnold  had  already  been  produced.  The  affinities  of  the 
new  poet  were,  however,  with  none  of  these  masters,  but  rather  with 
two  men  whose  voices  were  yet  to  be  heard.  It  was  not  until  1861 
that  Swinburne  published  <  The  Queen  Mother*  and  *  Rosamund,* 
to  be  followed  in  1864  by  ^Atalanta  in  Calydon,*  in  1865  by  *  Chaste- 
lard,*  and  in  1866  by  the  famous  first  series  of  <  Poems  and  Ballads.* 
As  for  Rossetti,  while  it  is  true  that  some  of  the  most  characteris- 
tic of  his  youthful  pieces  had  appeared  in  the  Germ  as  early  as 
1850,  yet  it  was  not  until  1870  that  the  manuscript  collection  of  his 
^  Poems  *  was  exhumed  from  the  grave  of  his  wife,  and  given  to  the 
world. 
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Thus  we  see  that  Morris  must  be  considered  the  pioneer  of  the 
poetical  movement  with  which  these  three  men  are  chiefly  identified. 
Whether  we  give  them  the  vague  title  of  Pre-Raphaelites,  or  of 
apostles  of  mediasvalism,  or  of  representatives  of  the  stained-glass 
school  of  poetry,  it  is  evident  that  they  were  united,  at  least  in  their 
earlier  years,  by  the  possession  of  common  ideals  and  a  common  in- 
spiration. The  fact  is  also  worth  noting  that  ^The  Defence  of  Guen- 
evere,*  a  considerablq  section  of  which  deals  with  material  taken  from 
the  cycle  of  Arthurian  legend,  was  published  in  the  year  that  gave 
birth  to  the  first  group  of  Tennyson's  ^Idylls  of  the  King.*  A  com- 
parison of  these  two  volumes  is  instructive ;  for  it  shows  how  diver- 
gent were  the  aims  of  Tennyson's  exquisite  but  sophisticated  art  and 
the  simpler  and  bolder  art  of  the  new  poet.  In  diction,  in  emotional 
color,  and  in  envisagement  of  the  period  with  which  both  are  con- 
cerned, the  two  works  are  very  sharply  contrasted:  that  of  Tennyson 
embodies  the  last  and  most  subtle  refinement  of  a  continuous  literary 
tradition,  while  that  of  Morris  harks  back  to  earlier  modes  of  thought 
and  expression,  and  sacrifices  the  conventional  trappings  of  modern 
song  in  order  to  reproduce  with  more  of  vital  truthfulness  the  spirit  of 
a  vanished  past.  This  point  must  be  insisted  upon,  because  it  diff'er- 
entiates,  not  merely  the  two  singers  that  have  been  named,  but  the 
two  groups  to  which  they  respectively  belong;  and  because  it  offers 
what  justification  there  may  be  for  the  epithet  ^*  Pre-Raphaelite  '^  so 
frequently  applied  to  one  of  the  groups.  As  the  genius  of  Morris 
developed,  his  art  became  far  finer;  but  it  retained  to  the  last  those 
qualities  of  simplicity  and  sincerity  that  had  informed  it  in  its  be- 
ginnings. 

The  distinctive  achievement  of  Morris  in  English  poetry  is  that  of 
a  story-teller  by  right  divine  —  such  a  story-teller  as  Chaucer  alone 
iiad  been  before  him.     But  although  the  poet  himself  pays  tribute  to 

«  —  that  mastery 
That  from  the  rose-hung  lanes  of  woody  Kent 
Through  these  five  hundred  years  such  songs  have  sent 
To  us,  who,  meshed  within  this  smoky  net 
Of  unrejoicing  labor,  love  them  yet,» 

yet  the  parallel  may  not  be  carried  very  far.  Morris  lacks  the  wit, 
the  shrewdness,  the  practical  good  sense,  and  the  dramatic  faculty  of 
Chaucer:  he  has  instead  the  sentiment  of  romance  in  a  heightened 
degree,  the  sense  of  pure  beauty  in  nature  and  in  life,  the  melan- 
cholic strain  of  a  "dreamer  of  dreams,  born  out  of  my  due  time,'* 
and  taking  refuge  in  an  idealized  golden  age  of  the  past  from  a  vain 
effort  "  to  set  the  crooked  straight  **  in  this  modern  workaday  world. 
As   a   story-teller   in   verse,   Morris   conquered   the    public    with  <  The 
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Life  and  Death  of  Jason  >  (1867),  and  <  The  Earthly  Paradise'  (1868-70). 
<The  Earthly  Paradise  >  is  a  cycle  of  twenty-four  narrative  poems 
with  a  prologue.  "Certain  gentlemen  and  mariners  of  Norway,"  so 
runs  the  argument,  "having  considered  all  that  they  had  heard  of  the 
Earthly  Paradise,  set  sail  to  find  it:  and  after  many  troubles  and  the 
lapse  of  many  years,  came  old  men  to  some  Western  land,  of  which 
they  had  never  before  heard;  there  they  died,  when  they  had  dwelt 
there  certain  years,  much  honored  of  the  strange  people. '^  The  land 
in  which  these  "mariners  of  Norway >'  found  their  final  haven  was 
inhabited  by  a  people  descended  from  the  ancient  Greeks,  and  in- 
heriting the  poetical  traditions  of  their  race.  After  their  guests  had 
tarried  with  them  for  a  while,  they  were  thus  addressed  by  the  chief 
priest  of  the  land :  — 

"Dear  guests,  the  year  begins  to-day; 
And  fain  are  we,  before  it  pass  away. 
To  hear  some  tales  of  that  now  altered  world, 
Wherefrom  our  fathers  in  old  time  were  hurled 
By  the  hard  hands  of  fate  and  destiny. 
Nor  would  ye  hear  perchance  unw-illingly 
How  we  have  dealt  with  stories  of  the  land 
Wherein  the  tombs  of  our  forefathers  stand; 
Wherefore  henceforth  two  solemn  feasts  shall  be 
In  every  month,  at  which  some  history 
Shall  crown  our  joyance.'* 

The  scheme  is  thus  provided  for  the  story-telling;  and  for  a  whole 
year  the  elders  of  the  land  alternate  with  the  wanderers  in  recount- 
ing legendary  tales.  The  former  choose  for  their  themes  such  stories 
as  those  of  Atalanta,  Alcestis,  Cupid  and  Psyche,  and  Pygmalion  and 
Galatea;  the  latter  explore  the  rich  fields  of  mediaeval  romance,  and 
tell  of  Ogier  the  Dane,  Gudrun  and  her  lovers,  the  search  for  "  the 
land  east  of  the  sun  and  west  of  the  moon,"  and  the  fateful  history 
of  Tannhauser.  The  twenty-four  tales  thus  linked  together  are  given 
in  a  variety  of  poetical  forms,  and  differ  greatly  in  length.  They  are 
"full  of  soft  music  and  familiar  olden  charm,"  to  use  Mr.  Stedman's 
felicitous  phrase ;  they  blend  clearness  of  poetic  vision  with  the  sense 
of  wonder;  they  are  fresh,  pathetic,  vividly  picturesque,  and  the  loveli- 
ness of  their  best  passages  is  beyond  all  praise.  Of  the  earlier  *  Life 
and  Death  of  Jason '  it  should  be  said  that  the  poem  was  originally 
planned  to  fill  a  place  in  *  The  Earthly  Paradise,'  but  so  outgrew  the 
author's  purpose  as  to  make  a  volume  of  itself. 

The  poetical  work  subsequently  produced  by  Morris  comprises  the 
following  volumes:  <  Love  is  Enough,  a  Morality'  (1872),  *  The  Story  of 
Sigurd  the  Volsung  and  the  Fall  of  the  Niblungs'  (1876),  and  <  Poems 
by  the  Way'  (1892).     In  the  opinion  of  Morris  himself,  as  well  as  in 
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that  of  most  of  his  critics,  the  epic  of  ^  Sigurd  *  is  the  greatest  of 
his  works.  Mr.  William  Sharp  has  written  of  this  poem  in  the  fol- 
lowing terms:  — 

« In  this  great  work  we  come  upon  William  Morris  as  the  typical  sagaman 
of  modern  literature.  The  breath  of  the  North  blows  across  these  billowy 
lines  as  the  polar  wind  across  the  green  waves  of  the  North  Sea.  The  noise 
of  waters,  the  splashing  of  oars,  the  whirling  of  swords,  the  conflict  of  battle, 
cries  and  heroic  summons  to  death,  re-echo  in  the  ears.  All  the  romance 
which  gives  so  wonderful  an  atmosphere  to  his  earlier  poems,  all  the  dreamy 
sweetness  of  <  The  Earthly  Paradise  >  and  creations  such  as  <  Love  is  Enough,* 
are  here  also ;  but  \vith  them  are  a  force,  a  vigor  and  intensity,  of  which,  save 
in  his  translation  of  the  < Odyssey,*  there  are  few  prior  indications.** 

The  eight  or  ten  volumes  of  imperishably  beautiful  verse  thus  far 
described,  constitute  one  of  the  chief  glories  of  the  Victorian  era; 
but  they  still  represent  only  a  part  of  the  prodigious  literary  achieve- 
ment of  William  Morris.  Another  phase  of  his  genius,  second  in 
importance  only  to  the  one  just  under  discussion,  is  illustrated  by 
the  series  of  romances  in  prose  and  verse  that  were  produced  during 
the  last  seven  years  of  his  life.  Having  lived  so  long  in  the  world 
of  mediasval  romancers  and  sagamen,  he  began  in  1889  to  write  sagas 
and  mediieval  romances  of  his  own;  and  may  almost  be  said  to  have 
enriched  English  literature  with  a  new  form  of  composition.  The 
more  important  of  these  works  are — *  The  House  of  the  Wolfings* 
(1889),  <The  Roots  of  the  Mountains  >  (1890),  <  The  Story  of  the  Glit- 
tering Plain >  (1 89 1),  'The  Wood  Beyond  the  World*  (1894),  and  <  The 
Well  at  the  World's  End*  (1896).  Two  others— < The  Water  of  the 
Wondrous  Isles*  and  <  The  Sundering  Flood* — were  left  for  posthu- 
mous publication.  These  romances  show,  even  better  than  his  poetry, 
how  deeply  Morris  penetrated  into  the  essential  spirit  of  mediasval- 
ism.  As  far  as  material  goes,  they  are  pure  inventions;  and  the 
reader  marvels  at  the  imaginative  wealth  which  they  display.  Some- 
times, as  in  <The  House  of  the  Wolfings,*  they  afford  an  insight  into 
that  early  life  of  our  Teutonic  ancestors  of  which  Tacitus  gives  us 
a  few  glimpses;  but  their  scenes  for  the  most  part  are  laid  in  some 
land  "east  of  the  sun  and  west  of  the  moon,**  to  which  the  poet 
alone  has  access.  They  take  us  back  to  the  springtime  of  the  world, 
as  the  sagamen  and  the  romancers  conceived  of  it;  and  unfold  to 
us  vistas  of  sheer  delight.  They  tell  us  of  noble  men  and  lovely 
women,  of  perilous  guests  and  heroic  deeds;  they  are  tinged  with 
the  melancholy  that  must  ever  be  a  residuum  in  the  contemplative 
modem  mind,  however  objective  its  grasp;  but  the  subtle  perplex- 
ities of  modern  life  are  left  far  behind.  In  form,  they  mingle  act- 
ual verse  with  a  sort  of  poetic  prose  that  is  not  marred  by  caesuric 
effects;  having,  as  Mr.  Watts-Dunton  says,  "the  concrete  figures  and 
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impassioned  diction  that  are  the  poet's  vehicle, »  but  entering  into  no 
competition  with  works  of  acknowledged  metrical  structure. 

If  Morris  were  not  a  great  original  poet  and  romancer,  his  fame 
would  still  be  secure  as  one  of  the  greatest  of  English  translators. 
He  gave  us  the  <^neid>  in  1876,  the  <  Odyssey  >  in  1887,  <  Beowulf  > 
in  1895,  and  a  long  series  of  Icelandic  sagas  during  the  last  quarter- 
century  of  his  life.  He  held  with  Pope  that  « the  fire  of  a  poem  is 
what  a  translator  should  principally  regard'*;  and  in  dealing  with  a 
foreign  masterpiece,  he  felt  that  his  first  duty  was  to  convert  it  into 
an  English  poem.  Hence  his  Virgil  has  little  value  as  a  «crib,>* 
and  his  Homer  is  almost  as  free  as  Chapman's  version.  But  he  was 
more  completely  in  his  element  when  dealing  with  Teutonic  materi- 
als, and  his  ^Beowulf*  and  Icelandic  sagas  must  be  reckoned  among 
the  classics  of  English  translation.  His  Icelandic  work  includes  the 
<Grettis  Saga>  (1869),  the  <Volsunga  Saga'  (1870),  <  Three  Northern 
Love  Stories  and  Other  Tales  ^  (1875),  and  the  volumes  of  <The  Saga 
Library,'  prepared  in  collaboration  with  Professor  Eirikr  Magnusson. 
This  < Library'  was  begun  in  1891,  and  projected  upon  a  liberal  scale. 
Five  volumes  were  published;  the  first  of  which  includes  three  of  the 
shorter  sagas,  the  second  gives  us  ^The  Story  of  the  Ere-Dwellers ' 
(Eyrbyggja  Saga)  and  <  The  Story  of  the  Heath-Slayings,'  while  the 
remaining  three  contain  a  nearly  complete  translation  of  the  ^  Heims- 
kringla'  of  Snorri  Sturluson, —  <The  Stories  of  the  Kings  of  Norway 
Called  the  Round  World.'  In  these  translations  we  have  a  fortunate 
union  of  Professor  Magnusson's  exact  scholarship  with  the  literary 
instinct  of  Morris  —  an  instinct  trained  by  long  association  with  Ice- 
landic themes,  and  long  practice  in  the  semi-archaic  diction  which  is 
so  happily  made  use  of  in  these  remarkable  versions.  Besides  these 
translations,  mention  must  be  made,  among  the  poet's  miscellaneous 
writings,  of  <  Hopes  and  Fears  for  Art'  (1881),  <A  Dream  of  John  Ball* 
(1888),  *News  from  Nowhere'  (1892),  and  the  work  called  *  Socialism, 
its  Growth  and  Outcome,'  which  was  written  in  conjunction  with  Mr. 
Belfort  Bax. 

In  the  creative  work  which  constitutes,  after  all,  the  great  bulk 
of  the  literary  output  of  William  Morris,  one  is  most  impressed  by 
the  insistence  with  which  the  note  of  pure  beauty  is  sounded.  The 
poet  was  not  insensible  of  "problems,"  as  his  socialistic  writing 
amply  shows;  but  literature  took  him  clean  away  from  them,  and 
into  a  world  which  he  might  shape  <* nearer  to  the  heart's  desire" 
than  this  modern  world  of  restless  striving  after  more  or  less  ignoble 
ends.  When  we  get  into  the  region  of  ^  The  Earthly  Paradise '  or  of 
the  prose  romances,  it  is,  to  use  Whitman's  fine  phrase,  <*  as  if  no 
artifice  of  business,  fashion,  politics,  had  ever  been."  It  is  a  world  in 
which  we  may  find  the  beguilement  of  all  weariness,  and  refresh  our 
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faith  in  the  simpler  virtues  and  the  unsophisticated  life.  It  is  good 
for  the  spirit  to  take  refuge  at  times  in  such  a  world;  and  those 
who  have  once  breathed  its  healing  airs  will  not  fail  in  gratitude  to 
the  magician  who  led  them  to  its  confines,  and  bade  them  enter  into 
its  delights. 


SHAMEFUL   DEATH 

THERE  were  four  of  us  about  that  bed: 
The  mass-priest  knelt  at  the  side, 
I  and  his  mother  stood  at  the  head, 
Over  his  feet  lay  the  bride; 
We  were  quite  sure  that  he  was  dead, 
Though  his  eyes  were  open  wide. 

He  did  not  die  in  the  night, 

He  did  not  die  in  the  day; 
But  in  the  morning  twilight 

His  spirit  passed' away, 
When  neither  sun  nor  moon  was  bright. 

And  the  trees  were  merely  gray. 

He  was  not  slain  with  the  sword, 

Knight's  axe,  or  the  knightly  spear, 

Yet  spoke  he  never  a  word 
After  he  came  in  here; 

I  cut  away  the  cord 

From  the  neck  of  my  brother  dear. 

He  did  not  strike  one  blow, 

For  the  recreants  came  behind, 

In  a  place  where  the  hornbeams  grow, — 
A  path  right  hard  to  find. 

For  the  hornbeam  boughs  swing  so 
That  the  twilig-ht  makes  it  blind. 
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They  lighted  a  great  torch  then. 

When  his  arms  were  pinioned  fast, 

Sir  John,  the  Knight  of  the  Fen, 
Sir  Guy  of  the  Dolorous  Blast, 
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With  knights  threescore  and  ten, 
Hung  brave  Lord  Hugh  at  last. 

I  am  threescore  and  ten, 

And  my  hair  is  all  turned  gray; 
But  I  met  Sir  John  of  the  Fen 

Long  ago  on  a  summer  day,— - 
And  am  glad  to  think  of  the  moment  when 

I  took  his  life  away. 

I  am  threescore  and  ten. 

And  my  strength  is  mostly  passed;  • 
But  long  ago  I  and  my  men, 

When  the  sky  was  overcast, 
And  the  smoke  rolled  over  the  reeds  of  the  fen. 

Slew  Guy  of  the  Dolorous  Blast. 

And  now,  knights  all  of  you, 
I  pray  you,  pray  for  Sir  Hugh, 
A  good  knight  and  a  true; 
And  for  Alice,  his  wife,  pray  too. 


HALLBLITHE  DWELLETH  IN  THE  WOOD  ALONE 
From  <The  Story  of   the  Glittering  Plain  > 

ON  THE  morrow  they  arose  betimes,  and  broke  their  fast  on 
that  woodland  victual,  and  then  went  speedily  down  the 
mountain-side;  &  Hallblithe  saw  by  the  clear  morning  light 
that  it  was  indeed  the  Uttermost  House  which  he  had  seen  across 
the  green  waste.  So  he  told  the  seekers;  but  they  were  silent 
and  heeded  naught,  because  of  a  fear  that  had  come  upon  them, 
lest  they  should  die  before  they  came  into  that  good  land.  At 
the  foot  of  the  mountain  they  came  upon  a  river,  deep  but 
not  wide,  with  low  grassy  banks;  and  Hallblithe,  who  was  an 
exceeding  strong  swimmer,  helped  the  seekers  over  without  much 
ado,  and  there  they  stood  upon  the  grass  of  that  goodly  waste. 
Hallblithe  looked  on  them  to  note  if  any  change  should  come 
over  them,  and  he  deemed  that  already  they  were  become 
stronger  and  of  more  avail.  But  he  spake  naught  thereof,  and 
strode  on  toward  the  Uttermost  House,  even  as  that  other  day 
he  had  stridden  av/ay  from  it.  Such  diligence  they  made,  that 
it  was  but  little  after  noon  when  they  came  to  the  door  thereof. 
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Then  Hallblithe  took  the  horn  and  blew  upon  it,  while  his  fel- 
lows stood  by  murmuring,  ^*  It  is  the  Land !  It  is  the  Land !  ** 
So  came  the  Warden  to  the  door  clad  in  red  scarlet,  and  the 
elder  went  up  to  him  and  said,  ^^  Is  this  the  Land  ?  ^^  "  What 
Land  ?  '^  said  the  Warden.  "Is  it  the  Glittering  Plain  ?  '^  said  the 
second  of  the  seekers.  "Yea,  forsooth,'^  said  the  Warden.  Said 
the  sad  man,  "  Will  ye  lead  us  to  the  King  ?  '^  "  Ye  shall  come 
to  the  King,  '*  said  the  Warden.  "  When,  oh,  when  ?  '^  cried  they 
out  all  three.  "  The  morrow  of  to-morrow,  maybe,  *^  said  the 
Warden.  "  Oh !  if  to-morrow  were  but  come  I  ^^  they  cried,  "  It 
will  come,  *'  said  the  red  man :  "  enter  ye  the  house,  and  eat  and 
drink  and  rest  you.*^ 

So  they  entered,  and  the  Warden  heeded  Hallblithe  nothing. 
They  ate  and  drank  and  then  went  to  their  rest;  and  Hallblithe 
lay  in  a  shut-bed  off  from  the  hall,  but  the  Warden  brought 
the  seekers  otherwhere,  so  that  Hallblithe  saw  them  not  after 
he  had  gone  to  bed;  but  as  for  him,  he  slept  and  forgot  that 
aught  was.  In  the  morning  when  he  awoke  he  felt  very  strong 
and  well-liking;  and  he  beheld  his  limbs  that  they  were  clear 
of  skin  and  sleek  and  fair;  and  he  heard  one  hard  by  in  the 
hall  caroling  and  singing  joyously.  So  he  sprang  from  his  bed 
with  the  wonder  of  sleep  yet  in  him,  and  drew  the  curtains  of 
the  shut-bed  and  looked  forth  into  the  hall:  and  lol  on  the  high- 
seat  a  man  of  thirty  winters  by  seeming,  tall,  fair  of  fashion, 
with  golden  hair  and  eyes  as  gray  as  glass,  proud  and  noble  of 
aspect;  and  anigh  him  sat  another  man  of  like  age  to  look  on, 
—  a  man  strong  and  burly,  with  short  curling  brown  hair  and  a- 
red  beard,  and  ruddy  countenance,  and  the  mien  of  a  warrior. 
Also,  up  &  down  the  hall,  paced  a  man  younger  of  aspect  than 
these  two,  tall  and  slender,  black-haired  &  dark-eyed,  amorous 
of  countenance;  he  it  was  who  was  singing  a  snatch  of  song  as 
he  went  lightly  on  the  hall  pavement, — a  snatch  like  to  this; 

Fair  is  the  world,  now  autumn's  wearing, 

And  the  sluggard  sun  lies  long  abed; 
Sweet  are  the  days,  now  winter's  nearing, 

And  all  winds  feign  that  the  wind  is  dead. 

Dumb  is  the  hedge  where  the  crabs  hang  yellow, 

Bright  as  the  blossoms  of  the  spring; 
Dumb  is  the  close  v/here  the  pears  grow  mellow, 

And  none  but  the  dauntless  redbreast  sing. 
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Fair  was  the  spring,  but  amidst  his  greening 
Gray  were  the  days  of  the  hidden  sun; 

Fair  was  the  summer,  but  overweening, 
So  soon  his  o'er-sweet  days  were  done. 

Come  then,  love,  for  peace  is  upon  us; 

Far  off  is  failing,  and  far  is  fear, 
Here  where  the  rest  in  the  end  hath  won  us 

In  the  garnering  tide  of  the  happy  year. 

Come  from  the  gray  old  house  by  the  water, 
Where,  far  from  the  lips  of  the  hungry  sea, 

Green  groweth  the  grass  o'er  the  field  of  the  slaughter. 
And  all  is  a  tale  for  thee  and  me. 

So   Hallblithe   did  on  his  raiment    and  went  into  the  hall;    & 
when   those    three    saw   him,    they    smiled    upon    him    kindly   and 
greeted    him;    and   the    noble    man    at    the   board    said:    "Thanks 
have    thou,  O   Warrior  of   the    Raven,  for   thy  help  in  our  need; 
thy   reward    from    us    shall    not   be    lacking.  ^^      Then    the   brown- 
haired  man   came  up  to  him,  and   clapped  him  on  the  back  and 
said    to    him :    "  Brisk    man    of    the    Raven,   good    is    thy    help    at 
need;    even    so    shall    be    mine    to    thee   henceforward.*^      But   the 
young  man   stepped  up   to  him  lightly,  and   cast  his  arms  about 
him,  and  kissed  him,  and  said:   "O  friend  and  fellow,  who  know- 
eth    but    I    may   one    day    help    thee    as    thou    hast    holpen    me  ? 
though    thou   art    one   who  by   seeming  mayst  well   help    thyself. 
And   now  mayst  thou  be  as  merry  as  I  am  to-day !  '*     Then  they 
all  three   cried  out  joyously :    "  It  is  the   Land !     It  is  the   Land !  ** 
So  Hallblithe   knew  that   these  men  were  the  two  elders  and  the 
sad   man  of   yesterday,  and    that    they  had  renewed   their   youth. 
Joyously  now  did   those  men  break   their  fast;   nor  did  Hallblithe 
make   any  grim  countenance,  for  he   thought,   "  That  which   these 
dotards  and   drivelers    have  been   mighty   enough   to    find,  shall  I 
not  be  mighty  enough  to  flee   from  ?  **     Breakfast  done,  the  seek- 
ers made  little  delay,  so  eager  as  they  were  to  behold  the  King, 
and  to  have  handsel  of  their  new  sweet  life.      So  they  got  them 
ready   to    depart,  and    the    once-captain    said:    "Art    thou    able    to 
lead  us  to  the  King,  O  Raven-son,  or  must  we  seek  another  man 
to  do  so    much    for    us  ? "     Said    Hallblithe :  "  I    am    able    to   lead 
you  so  nigh  unto  Wood-end  (where,  as  I  deem,  the  King  abideth) 
that  ye  shall  not  miss  him.**     Therewith  they  went  to  the  door, 
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and  the  Warden  unlocked  to  them,  &  spake  no  word  to  them 
when  they  departed,  though  they  thanked  him  kindly  for  the 
guesting.  When  they  were  without  the  garth,  the  young  man 
fell  to  running  about  the  meadow,  plucking  great  handfuls  of  the 
rich  flowers  that  grew  about,  singing  &  caroling  the  while.  But 
he  who  had  been  king  looked  up  and  down  and  round  about, 
and  said  at  last :  ^*  Where  be  the  horses  and  the  men  ? "  But  his 
fellow  with  the  red  beard  said:  ^' Raven -son,  in  this  land  when 
they  journey,  what  do  they  as  to  riding  or  going  afoot  ?  ^'  Said 
HallbHthe:  *<  Fair  fellows,  ye  shall  wot  that  in  this  land  folk 
go  afoot  for  the  most  part,  both  men  and  women;  whereas  they 
weary  but  little,  and  are  in  no  haste. '^  Then  the  once-captain 
clapped  the  once-king  on  the  shoulder,  and  said:  "Hearken,  lord, 
and  delay  no  longer,  but  gird  up  thy  gown,  since  here  is  no 
mare's  son  to  help  thee;  for  fair  is  to-day  that  lies  before  us, 
with  many  a  fair  new  day  beyond  it.  ^^  So  Hallblithe  led  the 
way  inward,  thinking  of  many  things,  yet  but  little  of  his  fel- 
lows. Albeit  they,  and  the  younger  man  especially,  were  of  many 
words;  for  this  black-haired  man  had  m.any  questions  to  ask, 
chiefly  concerning  the  women,  what  they  were  like  to  look  on; 
and  of  what  mood  they  were.  Hallblithe  answered  thereto  as  long 
as  he  might,  but  at  last  he  laughed  and  said :  «  Friend,  forbear 
thy  questions  now;  for  meseemeth  in  a  few  hours  thou  shalt  be 
as  wise  hereon  as  is  the  god  of  love  himself.'* 

So  they  made  diligence  along  the  road,  and  all  was  tiding- 
less  till  on  the  second  day  at  even  they  came  to  the  first  house 
off  the  waste.  There  had  they  good  welcome,  and  slept.  But 
on  the  morrow  when  they  arose, .  Hallblithe  spake  to  the  seek- 
ers, and  said:  "Now  are  things  much  changed  betwixt  us  since 
the  time  when  we  first  met;  for  then  I  had  all  my  desire,  as 
I  thought,  and  ye  had  but  one  desire,  and  well-nigh  lacked  hope 
of  its  fulfillment.'  Whereas  now  the  lack  hath  left  you  and 
come  to  me.  Wherefore  even  as  time  agone  ye  might  not  abide 
even  one  night  at  the  House  of  the  Raven,  so  hard  as  your 
desire  lay  on  you, — even  so  it  fareth  with  me  to-day,  that  I  am 
consumed  with  my  desire,  and  I  may  not  abide  with  you;  lest 
that  befall  which  befalleth  betwixt  the  full  man  and  the  fasting. 
Wherefore  now  I  bless  you  &  depart."  They  abounded  in  words 
of  goodwill  to  him,  and  the  once-king  said :  "  Abide  with  us, 
and  we  shall  see  to  it  that  thou  have  all  the  dignities  that  a 
man  may  think  of."    And  the  once-captain  said:  "  Lo,  here  is  mme 
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hand  that  hath  been  mighty;   never  shalt  thou  lack  it  for  the  ac- 
complishment of  thine  uttermost  desire:   abide  with  us." 

Lastly  said  the  young  man:  ^' Abide  with  us,  Son  of  the 
Raven!  Set  thine  heart  on  a  fair  woman,  yea  even  were  it  the 
fairest,  and  I  will  get  her  for  thee ;  yea,  even  were  my  desire 
set  on  her."  But  he  smiled  on  them,  and  shook  his  head,  and 
said:  ^^All  hail  to  you!  but  mine  errand  is  yet  undone,"  And 
therewith  he  departed.  He  skirted  Wood-end  and  came  not  to  it, 
but  got  him  down  to  the  side  of  the  sea,  not  far  from  where  he 
first  came  aland,  but  somewhat  south  of  it,  A  fair  oak-wood  came 
down  close  to  the  beach  of  the  sea;  it  was  some  four  miles  end- 
long and  over-thwart.  Thither  Hallblithe  betook  him,  and  in  a 
day  or  two  got  him  woodwright's  tools  from  a  house  of  men  a 
little  outside  the  wood,  three  miles  from  the  sea-shore.  Then  he 
set  to  work  and  built  him  a  little  frame  house  on  a  lawn  of  the 
wood  beside  a  clear  stream;  for  he  was  a  very  deft  woodwright. 
Withal  he  made  him  a  bow  &  arrows,  and  shot  what  he  would 
of  the  fowl  and  the  deer  for  his  livelihood;  and  folk  from  that 
house  and  otherwhence  came  to  see  him,  &  brought  him  bread 
and  wine  and  spicery  and  other  matters  which  he  needed.  And 
the  days  wore,  and  men  got  used  to  him,  and  loved  him  as  if  he 
had  been  a  rare  image  which  had  been  brought  to  that  land  for 
its  adornment;  &  now  they  no  longer  called  him  the  Spearman, 
but  the  Wood-lover.  And  as  for  him,  he  took  all  in  patience, 
abiding  what  the  lapse  of  days  should  bring  forth. 


ICELAND   FIRST  SEEN 

Lo  FROM  our  loitering  ship 
a  new  land  at  last  to  be  seen; 
Toothed  rocks  down  the  side  of  the  firth, 
on  the  east  guard  a  weary  wide  lea, 
And  black  slope  the  hillsides  above, 
striped  adown  with  their  desolate  green : 
And  a  peak  rises  up  on  the  west 
from  the  meeting  of  cloud  and  sea, 
Foursquare  from  base  unto  point 
like  the  building  of  gods  that  have  been, — 
The  last  of  that  waste  of  the  mountains 
all  cloud-wreathed  and  snow-flecked  and  gray, 
And  bright  with  the  dawn  that  began 
just  now  at  the  ending  of  day. 
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Ah  !  what  came  we  forth  for  to  see, 
that  our  hearts  are  so  hot  with  desire  ? 
Is  it  enough  for  our  rest, 
the  sight  of  this  desolate  strand. 
And  the  mountain  waste  voiceless  as  death 
but  for  winds  that  may  sleep  not  nor  tire? 
Why  do  we  long  to  wend  forth 
through  the  length  and  breadth  of  a  land 
Dreadful  with  grinding  of  ice 
and  record  of  scarce  hidden  fire, 

But  that  there  'mid  the  gray  grassy  dales 
sore  scarred  by  the  ruining  streams 
Lives  the  tale  of  the  Northland  of  old 
and  the  undying  glory  of  dreams  ? 

O  land,  as  some  cave  by  the  sea 
where  the  treasures  of  old  have  been   laid 
The  sword  it  may  be  of  a  king 
whose  name  was  the  turning  of  fight; 
Or  the  staff  of  some  wise  of  the  world 
that  many  things  made  and  unmade; 
Or  the  ring  of  a  woman,  maybe, 
whose  woe  is  grown  wealth  and  delight; 
No  wheat  and  no  wine  grows  above  it, 
no  orchard  for  blossom  and  shade; 

The  few  ships  that  sail  by  its  blackness 
but  deem  it  the  mouth  of  a  grave; 
Yet  sure  when  the  world  shall  awaken, 
this  too  shall  be  mighty  to  save. 

Or  rather,  O  land,  if  a  marvel 
it  seemeth  that  men  ever  sought 

Thy  wastes  for  a  field  and  a  garden 
fulfilled  of  all  wonder  and  doubt. 
And  feasted  amidst  of  the  winter 
when  the  fight  of  the  year  had  been  fought, 
Whose  plunder  all  gathered  together 
was  little  to  babble  about. 
Cry  aloud  from  thy  wastes,  O  thou  land, 
*Not  for  this  nor  for  that  was  1  wrought. 
Amid  waning  of  realms  and  of  riches 
and  death  of  things  worshiped  and  sure, 
I  abide  here  the  spouse  of  a  God, 
and  I  made  and  I  make  and  endure. '^ 
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O  Queen  of  the  grief  without  knowledge, 
of  the  courage  that  may  not  avail, 

Of  the  longing  that  may  not  attain, 

of  the  love  that  shall  never  forget, 
More  joy  than  the  gladness  of  laughter 
thy  voice  hath  amidst  of  its  wail; 

More  hope  than  of  pleasure  fulfilled 

amidst  of  thy  blindness  is  set; 
More  glorious  than  gaining  of  all 
thine  unfaltering  hand  that  shall  fail: 

For  what  is  the  mark  on  thy  brow 

but  the  brand  that  thy  Brynhild  doth  bear  ? 

Lone  once,  and  loved  and  undone 

by  a  love  that  no  ages  outwear. 

Ah!   when  thy  Balder  comes  back 
And  bears  from  the  heart  of  the  sun 

Peace  and  the  healing  of  pain, 

and  the  wisdom  that  waiteth  no  more; 
And  the  lilies  are  laid  on  thy  brow 
'mid  the  crown  of  the  deeds  thou  hast  done; 

And  the  roses  spring  up  by  thy  feet 

that  the  rocks  of  the  wilderness  wore: 
Ah!   when  thy  Balder  comes  back 
and  we  gather  the  gains  he  hath  won. 

Shall  we  not  linger  a  little 

to  talk  of  thy  sweetness  of  old. 

Yea,  turn  back  awhile  to  thy  travail 

whence  the  Gods  stood  aloof  to  behold? 


INTRODUCTION  TO  <THE  EARTHLY  PARADISE  > 

OF  HEAVEN  or  hell  I  have  no  power  to  sing; 
I  cannot  ease  the  burden  of  your  fears. 
Or  make  quick-coming  death  a  little  thing, 
Or  bring  again  the  pleasure  of  past  5^ears, 
Nor  for  my  words  shall  ye  forget  your  tears, 
Or  hope  again  for  aught  that  I  can  say, 
The  idle  singer  of  an  empty  day. 

But  rather,  when  aweary  of  your  mirth. 
From  full  hearts  still  unsatisfied  ye  sigh, 

And,  feeling  kindly  unto  all  the  earth. 
Grudge  every  minute  as  it  passes  by. 
Made  the  more  mindful  that  the  sweet  days  die, 
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Remember  me  a  little  then,  I  pray. 
The  idle  singer  of  an  empty  day. 

The  heavy  trouble,  the  bewildering-  care 

That  weighs  us  down  who  live  and  earn  our  bread, 

These  idle  verses  have  no  power  to  bear; 
So  let  me  sing  of  names  remembered. 
Because  they,  living  not,  can  ne'er  be  dead, 

Or  long  time  take  their  memory  quite  away 

From  us  poor  singers  of  an  idle  day. 

Dreamer  of  dreams,  born  out  of  my  due  time. 

Why  should  I  strive  to  set  the  crooked  straight? 

Let  it  suffice  me  that  my  murmuring  rhyme 
Beats  with  light  wing  against  the  ivory  gate, 
Telling  a  tale  not  too  importunate 

To  those  who  in  the  sleepy  region  stay, 

Lulled  by  the  singer  of  an  empty  day. 

Folks  say,  a  wizard  to  a  northern  king 

At  Christmas-tide  such  wondrous  things  did  show. 

That  through  one  window  men  beheld  the  spring, 
And  through  another  saw  the  summer  glow, 
And  through  a  third  the  fruited  vines  arow, 

While  still,  unheard,  but  in  its  wonted  way. 

Piped  the  drear  wind  of  that  December  day. 

So  with  this  Earthly  Paradise  it  is. 

If  ye  will  read  aright,  and  pardon  me, 

Who  strive  to  build  a  shadowy  isle  of  bliss 
Midmost  the  beating  of  the  steely  sea, 
Where  tossed  about  all  hearts  of  men  must  be; 

Whose  ravening  monsters  mighty  men  shall  slay. 

Not  the  poor  singer  of  an  empty  day. 


FROM   <L'ENVOI>   OF   <THE   EARTHLY   PARADISE > 

•  T   TERE  are  we  for  the  last  time  face  to  face, 
|~J       Thou  and  I,  Book,  before  I  bid  thee  speed 

Upon  thy  perilous  journey  to  that  place 
For  which  I  have  done  on  thee  pilgrim's  weed. 
Striving  to  get  thee  all  things  for  thy  need. 

•  ••••••• 

Though  what  harm  if  thou  die  upon  the  way, 
Thou  idle  singer  of  an  empty  day  ? 
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But  though  this  land  desired  thou  never  reach, 

Yet  folk  who  know  it  mayst  thou  meet  or  death; 

Therefore  a  word  unto  thee  would  I  teach 

To  answer  these,  who,  noting  thy  weak  breath, 
Thy  wandering  eyes,  thy  heart  of. little  faith, 

May  make  thy  fond  desire  a  sport  and  play. 

Mocking  the  singer  of  an  empty  day. 

That  land's  name,  say'st  thou  ?  and  the  road  thereto  ? 

Nay,  Book,  thou  mockest,  saying  thou  know'st  it  not; 
Surely  no  book  of  verse  I  ever  knew 

But  ever  was  the  heart  within  him  hot 

To  gain  the  Land  of  Matters  Unforgot: 
There,  now  we  both  laugh  —  as  the  whole  world  may. 
At  us  poor  singers  of  an  empty  day. 

Nay,  let  it  pass,  and  hearken!     Hast  thou  heard 

That  therein  I  believe  I  have  a  friend. 
Of  whom  for  love  I  may  not  be  afeard  ? 

It  is  to  him  indeed  I  bid  thee  wend; 

Yea,  he  perchance  may  meet  thee  ere  thou  end, 
Dying  so  far  off  from  the  hedge  of  bay. 
Thou  idle  singer  of  an  empty  day! 

Well,  think  of  him,  I  bid  thee,  on  the  road, 
And  if  it  hap  that    midst  of  thy  defeat, 

Fainting  beneath  thy  follies'  heavy  load. 

My  Master,  Geoffrey  Chaucer,  thou  do  meet. 
Then  shalt  thou  win  a  space  of  rest  full  sweet; 

Then  be  thou  bold,  and  speak  the  words  I  say, 

The  idle  singer  of  an  empty  day!    .     .     . 

Fearest  thou.  Book,  what  answer  thou  may'st  gain. 
Lest  he  should  scorn  thee,  and  thereof  thou  die  ? 

Nay,  it  shall  not  be. —  Thou  may'st  toil  in  vain. 
And  never  draw  the  House  of  Fame  anigh; 
Yet  he  and  his  shall  know  whereof  we  cry, — 

Shall  call  it  not  ill  done  to  strive  to  lay 

The  ghosts  that  crowd  about  life's  empty  day. 

Then  let  the  others  go !   and  if  indeed 

In  some  old  garden  thou  and  I  have  wrought, 

And  made  fresh  flowers  spring  up  from  hoarded  seed. 
And  fragrance  of  old  days  and  deeds  have  brought 
Back  to  folk  weary,  —  all  was  not  for  naught. 

No  little  part  it  was  for  me  to  play  — 

The  idle  singer  of  an  empty  day. 
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THE  BLUE  CLOSET 
The  Damozels 

LADY  Alice,  Lady  Louise, 
Between  the  wash  of  the  tumbling  seas 
We  are  ready  to  sing,  if  so  ye  please; 
So  lay  your  long  hands  on  the  keys: 

Sing,  ^^Laudate  pueriy* 

And  ever  the  great  bell  overhead 

Boofned  in  the  wind  a  knell  for  the  dead, — 

Though  no  one  tolled  it,  a  knell  for  the  dead 

Lady  Louise 

Sister,  let  the  measure  swell 

Not  too  loud;  for  you  sing  not  well 

K  you  drown  the  faint  boom  of  the  bell : 

He  is  weary,  so  am  L 

And  ever  the  che^iron  ot^erhead 
Flapped  on  the  baiiner  of  the  dead. 
{Was  he  asleep,  or  was  he  dead?) 

Lady  Alice 

Alice  the  Queen,  and  Louise  the  Queen, 

Two  damozels  wearing  purple  and  green. 

Four  lone  ladies  dwelling  here 

From  day  to  day  and  year  to  year; 

And  there  is  none  to  let  us  go, — 

To  break  the  locks  of  the  doors  below. 

Or  shovel  away  the  heaped-up  snow; 

And  when  we  die,  no  man  will  know 

That  we  are  dead:  but  they  give  us  leave, 

Once  every  year  on  Christmas  Eve, 

To  sing  in  the  Closet  Blue  one  song; 

And  we  should  be  so  long,  so  long, 

If  we  dared,  in  singing:  for  dream  on  dream, 

They  float  on  in  a  happy  stream; 

Float  from  the  gold  strings,  float  from  the  keys, 

Float  from  the  opened  lips  of  Louise: 

But  alas!  the  sea-salt  oozes  through 

The  chinks  of  the  tiles  of  the  Closet  Blue; 

And  ever  the  great  bell  overhead 

Booms  in  the  wind  a  knell  for  the  dead, — 

Th£  wind  plays  on  it  a  knell  for  the  dead 
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[TAey  sing  all  together. '\ 

How  long  ago  was  it,  how  long  ago, 
He  came  to  this  tower  with  hands  full  of  snow  ? 
*  Kneel  down,  O  love  Louise,  kneel  down,**  he  said, 
And  sprinkled  the  dusty  snow  over  my  head. 

He  watched  the  snow  melting, — it  ran  through  my  hair, 
Ran  over  my  shoulders,  white  shoulders  and  bare. 

**  I  cannot  weep  for  thee,  poor  love  Louise, 

For  my  tears  are  all  hidden  deep  under  the  seas: 

*In  a  gold  and  blue  casket  she  keeps  all  my  tears, 
But  my  eyes  are  no  longer  blue  as  in  old  years; 

**  Yea,  they  grow  gray  with  time,  grow  small  and  dry : 
I  am  so  feeble  now,  would  I  might  die.** 

And  in  truth  the  great  bell  overhead 
Left  off  his  pealing  for  the  dead, — 
Perchance  because  the  wind  was  dead. 

Will  he  come  back  again,  or  is  he  dead? 
Oh,  is  he  sleeping,  my  scarf  round  his  head? 

Or  did  they  strangle  him  as  he  lay  there. 
With  the  long  scarlet  scarf  I  used  to  wear? 

Only  I  pray  thee.  Lord,  let  him  come  here! 
Both  his  soul  and  his  body  to  me  are  most  dear. 

Dear  Lord,  that  loves  me,  I  wait  to  receive 
Either  body  or  spirit  this  wild  Christmas  Eve. 

Through  the  floor  shot  up  a  lily  red. 

With  a  patch  of  earth  from  the  land  of  the  dead, — 

For  he  was  strong  in  the  land  of  the  dead. 

What  matter  that  his  cheeks  were  pale. 

His  kind  kissed  lips  all  gray  ? 
®0  love  Louise,  have  you  waited  long?** 

"O  my  lord  Arthur,  yea.** 

What  if  his  hair  that  brushed  her  cheek 

Was  stiff  with  frozen  rime  ? 
His  eyes  were  grown  quite  blue  again. 

As  in  the  happy  time. 
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'<  O  love  Louise,  this  is  the  key 
Of  the  happy  golden  land!** 

«0  sisters,  cross  the  bridge  with  me, — 
My  eyes  are  full  of  sand. 

What  matter  that  I  cannot  see. 
If  he  take  me  by  the  hand?** 

And  ever  the  great  bell  oz^erhead 

And  the  tumbling  seas  mourned  for  the  dead; 

For  t/ieir  song  ceased,  and  they  were  dead. 


c 


THE  DAY   IS  COMING 

OME  hither  lads  and  hearken, 

for  a  tale  there  is  to  tell. 
Of  the  wonderful  days  a-coming, 

when  all  shall  be  better  than  well. 


And  the  tale  shall  be  told  of  a  country, 
a  land  in  the  midst  of  the  sea, 

And  folk  shall  call  it  England 

in  the  days  that  are  going  to  be. 

There  more  than  one  in  a  thousand, 
in  the  days  that  are  yet  to  come, 

Shall  have  some  hope  of  the  morrow, 
some  joy  of  the  ancient  home. 

For  then  —  laugh  not,  but  listen 
to  this  strange  tale  of  mine  — 

All  folk  that  are  in  England 

shall  be  better  lodged  than  swine. 

Then  a  man  shall  work  and  bethink  him, 
and  rejoice  in  the  deeds  of  his  hand; 

Nor  yet  come  home  in  the  even 
too  faint  and  weary  to  stand. 

Men  in  that  time  a-coming 
shall  work  and  have  no  fear 

For  to-morrow's  lack  of  earning, 
and  the  hunger-wolf  anear. 

I  tell  you  this  for  a  wonder, 

that  no  man  then  shall  be  glad 
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Of  his  fellow's  fall  and  mishap, 
to  snatch  at  the  work  he  had. 

For  that  which  the  worker  winneth 

shall  then  be  his  indeed, 
Nor  shall  half  be  reaped  for  nothing 

by  him  that  sowed  no  seed. 

Oh,  strange  new  wonderful  justice! 

But  for  whom  shall  we  gather  the  gain  ? 
For  ourselves  and  for  each  of  our  fellows, 

and  no  hand  shall  labor  in  vain. 

Then  all  Mine  and  all  Thine  shall  be  Ours, 

and  no  more  shall  any  man  crave 
For  riches  that  serve  for  nothing 

but  to  fetter  a  friend  for  a  slave. 

And  what  wealth  then  shall  be  left  us, 

when  none  shall  gather  gold 
To  buy  his  friend  in  the  market, 

and  pinch  and  pine  the  sold  ? 

Nay,  what  save  the  lovely  city, 

and  the  little  house  on  the  hill, 
And  the  wastes  and  the  woodland  beauty, 

and  the  happy  fields  we  till; 

And  the  homes  of  ancient  stories, 

the  tombs  of  the  mighty  dead; 
And  the  wise  men  seeking  out  marvels, 

and  the  poet's  teeming  head; 

And  the  painter's  hand  of  wonder, 

and  the  marvelous  fiddle-bow. 
And  the  banded  choirs  of  music: 

all  those  that  do  and  know. 

For  all  these  shall  be  ours  and  all  men's; 

nor  shall  any  lack  a  share 
Of  the  toil  and  the  gain  of  living, 

in  the  days  when  the  world  grows  fair. 

Ah!   such  are  the  days  that  shall  be! 

But  what  are  the  deeds  of  to-day, 
In  the  days  of  the  years  we  dwell  in, 

that  wear  our  lives  away? 


10356 


WILLIAM  MORRIS 

Why,  then,  and  for  what  are  we  waiting  ? 

There  are  three  words  to  speak: 
We  will  it,  and  what  is  the  foeman 

but  the  dream-strong  wakened  and    weak  ? 

Oh,  why  and  for  what  are  we  waiting, 
while  our  brothers  droop  and  die, 

And  on  every  wind  of  the  heavens 
a  wasted  life  goes  by? 

How  long  shall  they  reproach  us, 

where  crowd  on  crowd  they  dwell, — 

Poor  ghosts  of  the  wicked  city, 
the  gold-crushed  hungry  hell  ? 

Through  squalid  life  they  labored, 

in  sordid  grief  they  died, — 
Those  sons  of  a  mighty  mother, 

those  props  of  England's  pride. 

They  are  gone;  there  is  none  can  undo  it, 
nor  save  our  souls  from  the  curse; 

But  many  a  million  cometh, 

and  shall  they  be  better  or  worse  ? 

It  is  we  must  answer  and  hasten, 

and  open  wide  the  door 
For  the  rich  man's  hurrying  terror, 

and  the  slow-foot  hope  of  the  poor. 

Yea,  the  voiceless  wrath  of  the  wretched, 
and  their  unlearned  discontent, — 

We  must  give  it  voice  and  wisdom 
till  the  waiting-tide  be  spent. 

Come  then,  since  all  things  call  us, 

the  living  and  the  dead, 
And  o'er  the  weltering  tangle 

a  glimmering  light  is  shed. 

Come  then,  let  us  cast  off  fooling, 

and  put  by  ease  and  rest. 
For  the  Cause  alone  is  worthy 

till  the  good  days  bring  the  best. 

Come,  join  in  the  only  battle 
wherein  no  man  can  fail. 
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Where  whoso  fadeth  and  dieth, 
yet  his  deed  shall  still  prevail. 

Ah!  come,  cast  off  all  fooling, 

for  this,  at  least,  we  know: 
That  the  dawn  and  the  day  is  coming, 

and  forth  the  banners  go. 


KIARTAN   BIDS   FAREWELL  TO   GUDRUN 
From  <The  Lovers  of  Gudrun> 

So  PASSED  away 
Yule-tide  at  Herdholt,  cold  day  following  day. 
Till  spring  was  gone,  and  Gudrun  had  not  failed 
To  win  both  many  days  where  joy  prevailed. 
And  many  a  pang  of  fear;  till  so  it  fell 
That  in  the  summer  whereof  now  we  tell, 
Upon  a  day  in  blithe  mood  Kiartan  came 
To  Bathstead  not  as  one  who  looks  for  blame, 
And  Bodli  with  him,  sad-eyed,  silent,  dull, 
Noted  of  Gudrun,  who  no  less  was  full 
Of  merry  talk, — yea,  more  than  her  wont  was. 
But  as  the  hours  toward  eventide  did  pass, 
Said  Kiartan:  — 

"  Love,  make  w^e  the  most  of  bliss, 
For  though,  indeed,  not  the  last  day  this  is 
Whereon  we  twain  shall  meet  in  such  a  wise, 
Yet  shalt  thou  see  me  soon  in  fighting  guise. 
And  hear  the  horns  blow  up  our  Loth  to  go; 
For  in  White-River  —  >^ 

**■  Is  it  even  so,  ^^ 
She  broke  in,  "that  these  feet  abide  behind? 
Men  call  me  hard,  but  thou  hast  known  me  kind; 
Men  call  me  fair  —  my  body  give  I  thee; 
Men  call  me  dainty  —  let  the  rough  salt  sea 
Deal  with  me  as  it  will,  so  thou  be  near! 
Let  me  share  glory  with  thee,  and  take  fear 
That  thy  heart  throws  aside !  ** 

Hand  joined  to  hand, 
As  one  who  prays,  and  trembling,  did  she  stand 
With  parted  lips,  and  pale  and  weary-faced. 
But  up  and  down  the  hall-tioor  Bodli  paced 
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With  clanking-  sword,  and  brows  set  in  a  frown. 
And  scarce  less  pale  than  she.     The  sun  low  down 
Shone  through  the  narrow  windows  of  the  hall. 
And  on  the  gold  upon  her  dress  did  fall, 
And  gilt  her  slim  clasped  hands. 

There  Kiartan  stood 
Gazing  upon  her  in  strange  wavering  mood. 
Now  longing  sore  to  clasp  her  to  his  heart, 
And  pray  her,  too,  that  they  might  ne'er  depart. 
Now  well-nigh  ready  to  say  such  a  word 
As  cutteth  love  across  as  with  a  sword; 
So  fought  love  in  him  with  the  craving  vain 
The  love  of  all  the  wondering  world  to  gain, 
Though  such  he  named  it  not.     And  so  at  last 
His  eyes  upon  the  pavement  did  he  cast, 
And  knit  his  brow  as  though  some  word  to  say: 
Then  fell  her  outstretched  hands;  she  cried, 

*Nay,  nay  ! 
Thou  need'st  not  speak:  I  will  not  ask  thee  twice 
To  take  a  gift,  a  good  gift,  and  be  wise; 
I  know  my  heart,  thou  know'st  it  not:  farewell, — 
Maybe  that  other  tales  the  Skalds  shall  tell 
Than  of  thy  great  deeds.  >> 

Still  her  face  was  pale, 
As  with  a  sound  betwixt  a  sigh  and  wail 
She  brushed  by  Bodli,  who  aghast  did  stand 
"With  open  mouth  and  vainly  stretched-out  hand; 
But  Kiartan  followed  her  a  step  or  two, 
Then  stayed,  bewildered  by  his  sudden  woe; 
But  even  therewith,  as  nigh  the  door  she  was, 
She  turned  back  suddenly,  and  straight  did  pass, 
Trembling  all  over,  to  his  side,  and  said 
With  streaming  eyes:  — 

"Let  not  my  words  be  weighed 
As  man's  words  are!     O  fair  love,  go  forth 
And  come  thou  back  again, — made  no  more  worth 
Unto  this  heart,  but  worthier  it  may  be 
To  the  dull  world,  thy  worth  that  cannot  see. 
Go  forth,  and  let  the  rumor  of  thee  run 
Through  every  land  that  is  beneath  the  sun; 
For  know  I  not,  indeed,  that  everything 
Thou  winnest  at  the  hands  of  lord  or  king, 
Is  surely  mine,  as  thou  art  mine  at  last?" 
Then  round  about  his  neck  her  arms  she  cast, 
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And  wept  right  sore:   and,  touched  with  love  and  shame, 

Must  Kiartan  offer  to  leave  hope  of  fame, 

And  noble  life ;   but  'midst  her  tears  she  smiled, — 

"  Go  forth,  my  love,  and  be  thou  not  beguiled 

By  woman's  tears, —  I  spake  but  as  a  fool; 

We  of  the  north  wrap  not  our  men  in  wool, 

Lest  they  should  die  at  last:   nay,  be  not  moved 

To  think  that  thou  a  faint-heart  fool  hast  loved  1** 

For  now  his  tears  fell  too;   he  said,  "My  sweet, 
Ere  the  ship  sails  we  yet  again  shall  meet 
To  say  farewell,  a  little  while ;   and  then, 
When  I  come  back  to  hold  my  place  'mid  men. 
With  honor  won  for  thee  —  how  fair  it  is 
To  think  on  now,  the  sweetness  and  the  bliss  I  *^ 

Some  little  words  she  said'  no  pen  can  write, 
Upon  his  face  she  laid  her  fingers  white. 
And  'midst  of  kisses  with  his  hair  did  play; 
Then,  smiling  through  her  tears,  she  went  away. 
Nor  heeded  Bodli  aught. 

Men  say  the  twain, 
Kiartan  and  Gudrun,  never  met  again 
In  loving  wise ;   that  each  to  each  no  more 
Their  eyes  looked  kind  on  this  side  death's  dark  shore; 
That  'midst  their  tangled  life  they  must  forget. 
Till  they  were  dead,  that  ere  their  lips  had  met. 
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MOSCHUS 

(Third  Century  B.  C.) 

y  MoscHUS  it  is  commonly  said  that  he  was  the  friend  or  dis- 
ciple of  the  Alexandrian  grammarian,  Aristarchus.  In  this 
fact  we  may  possibly  find  the  keynote  of  his  poetic  manner, 
and  a  just  estimate  of  his  value.  For  his  poems  are  completely 
wrought-out  work,  marked  now  and  then  by  a  rare  felicity  of  expres- 
sion. They  are  what  would  naturally  be  produced  by  the  educated 
man  of  poetic  feeling,  whose  eye  and  ear  had  been  trained  by  the 
rules  and  literary  conventions  of  the  greatest  critic  of  his  time. 

The  writer  of  the  <  Elegy  on  Bion>  asserts  that  he  was  Bion's 
pupil ;  and  that  while  the  master  left  his  goods  to  others,  his  song  he 
left  to  him.  This  relationship  would  make  Moschus  —  to  whom  the 
elegy  is  commonly  assigned  — a  younger  contemporary  of  both  The- 
ocritus and  Bion,  who  flourished  about  B.  C.  275.  Although  a  native 
of  Syracuse,  he  is  said  to  have  lived  much  at  Alexandria. 

To  him  is  also  commonly  ascribed  the  authorship  of  <Love  the 
Runaway,*  a  poem  of  exquisite  grace  after  the  manner  of  Anacreon, 
in  which  Cypris  sketches  her  runaway  boy,  and  offers  a  reward  to 
the  one  who  will  bring  him  back.  Three  other  idyls  and  a  few  slight 
pieces  are  also  supposed  to  be  his. 

But  the  fame  of  Moschus  rests  upon  the  lament  for  Bion.  It  is 
a  poem  of  only  one  hundred  and  thirty-three  lines,  but  withal  most 
elaborate,  delicate,  clear,  and  luxuriant  in  its  imagery.  All  nature 
laments  Bion's  death;  and  this  very  exuberance  and  poetic  excess 
have  led  critics  to  think  the  poem  forced  and  affected,  as  Dr.  John- 
son pronounced  <Lycidas>  to  be.  But  considering  that  this  very 
element  of  appeal  to  nature  is  in  the  heart  of  us  all  at  times  of 
great  grief,  when  the  imagination  is  awakened  and  the  judgment 
often  passive, —  with  this  consideration,  such  elegies  are  more  natural, 
direct,  and  simple.  vSorrow,  which  acts  physiologically  as  a  stimulus 
to  nerve  action,  brings  out  the  inconsistency  of  human  nature,  and 
shows  that  inconsistency  to  be  real  consistency.  We  must  abandon 
ourselves  to  the  writer's  attitude  of  mind  in  order  to  apprehend  it 
It  is  in  the  ebb  of  grief  that  the  poetic  impulse  comes,  not  in  its 
full  tide  and  freshness.  «To  publish  a  sorrow, »  says  Lowell,  .  .  . 
«is  in  some  sort  to  advertise  its  unreality;  for  I  have  observed  in 
my  intercourse  with  the  afflicted  that  the  deepest  grief  instinctively 
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hides  its  face  with  its  hands  and  is  silent.  Depend  upon  it,  .  .  . 
Petrarch  [loved]  his  sonnets  better  than  Laura,  who  was  indeed  but 
his  poetical  stalking-horse.  After  you  shall  have  once  heard  that 
muffled  rattle  of  the  clods  on  the  coffin-lid  of  an  irreparable  loss, 
you  will  grow  acquainted  with  a  pathos  that  will  make  all  elegies 
hateful;*^  —  if  not  hateful,  certainly  inadequate  for  expression  of  the 
deeper  grief  of  life. 

The  undoubted  model  for  this  idyl  of  Moschus  was  Bion's  lament 
for  Adonis,  which  is  quoted  under  the  article  on  Bion.  Like  that 
exquisite  poem,  Moschus's  threnody  is  an  outburst  over  the  eternal 
mystery  of  death.  Death  means  to  us  the  loss  of  the  departed  one 
from  our  affectionate  association.  And  above  all,  with  true  Greek 
feeling  there  is  felt  the  loss  to  him  of  all  that  sweet  life  held, — the 
piping  by  the  waters,  the  care  of  his  flock,  the  soft  airs  of  bucolic 
Sicily.  The  song  is  a  touching  lamentation  upon  the  giving  up  of 
joyous  life,  and  going  down  to  "the  senseless  earth ^^  and  the  shades 
of  Orcus. 

The  remains  of  Moschus  have  been  edited  by  H.  L.  Ahrens  in 
<  Reliquiae  Bucolicorum  Grascorum  ^  (1861),  and  also  by  Brunck,  Bois- 
sonade,  and  others.  They  have  been  turned  into  English  by  Fawkes 
(Chalmers's  English  Poets)  and  also  by  Messrs.  Polwhele,  Chapman, 
and  Banks. 


THE   LAMENTATION    FOR  BION 

MOAN  with  me,  moan,  ye  woods  and  Dorian  waters, 
And  weep,  ye  rivers,  the  delightful  Bion; 
Ye  plants,  now  stand  in  tears;   murmur,  ye  graves; 
Ye  flowers,  sigh  forth  your  odors  with  sad  buds; 
Flush  deep,  ye  roses  and  anemones; 
And  more  than  ever  now,  O  hyacinth,  show 
Your  written  sorrows:  the  sweet  singer's  dead. 
Raise,  raise  the  dirge.  Muses  of  Sicily. 
Ye  nightingales,  that  mourn  in  the  thick  leaves, 
Tell  the  Sicilian  streams  of  Arethuse, 
Bion  the  shepherd's  dead;  and  that  with  him 
Melody's  dead,  and  gone  the  Dorian  song. 

Raise,  raise  the  dirge.  Muses  of  Sicily. 
Weep  on  the  waters,  ye  Strymonian  swans, 
And  utter  forth  a  melancholy  song. 
Tender  as  his  whose  voice  was  like  your  own; 
And  say  to  the  CEagrian  girls,  and  say 
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To  all  the  nymphs  haunting  in  Bistany, 
The  Doric  Orpheus  is  departed  from  us. 

Raise,  raise  the  dirge,  Muses  of  Sicily. 
No  longer  pipes  he  to  the  charmed  herds, 
No  longer  sits  under  the  lonely  oaks 
And  sings;   but  to  the  ears  of  Pluto  now 
Tunes  his  Lethean  verse:  and  so  the  hills 
Are  voiceless;   and  the  cows  that  follow  still 
Beside  the  bulls,  low  and  will  not  be  fed. 

Raise,  raise  the  dirge.  Muses  of  Sicily. 
Apollo,  Bion,  wept  thy  sudden  fate; 
The  Satyrs  too,  and  the  Priapuses 
Dark-veiled,  and  for  that  song  of  thine  the   Pans 
Groaned;  and  the  fountain-nymphs  within  the  woods 
Mourned  for  thee,  melting  into  tearful  waters; 
Echo  too  mourned  among  the  rocks  that  she 
Must  hush,  and  imitate  thy  lips  no  longer; 
Trees  and  the  flowers  put  off  their  loveliness; 
Milk  flows  not  as  'twas  used;  and  in  the  hive 
The  honey  molders, — for  there  is  no  need, 
Now  that  thy  honey's  gone,  to  look  for  more. 

Raise,  raise  the  dirge.  Muses  of  Sicily. 

Not  so  the  dolphins  mourned  by  the  salt  sea. 

Not  so  the  nightingale  among  the  rocks, 

Not  so  the  swallow  over  the  far  downs. 

Not  so  Ceyx  called  for  his  Halcyone, 

Not  so  in  the  eastern  valleys  Memnon's  bird 

Screamed  o'er  his  sepulchre  for  the  Morning's  son. 

As  all  have  mourned  for  the  departed  Bion. 

Raise,  raise  the  dirge.  Muses  of  Sicily. 

Ye  nightingales  and  swallows,  every  one 

Whom  he  once  charmed  and  taught  to  sing  at  will, 

Plain  to  each  other  midst  the  green  tree  boughs, 

With  other  birds  o'erhead.     Mourn  too,  ye  doves. 

Raise,  raise  the  dirge.  Muses  of  Sicily. 

Who  now  shall  play  thy  pipe,  O  most  desired  one  ! 

Who  lay  his  lip  against  thy  reeds?  who  dare  iti' 

For  still  they  breathe  of  thee  and  of  thy  mouth, 

And  Echo  comes  to  seek  her  voices  there. 

Pan's  be  they,  and  even  he  shall  fear  perhaps 

To  sound  them,  lest  he  be  not  first  hereafter. 
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Raise,  raise  the  dirge,  Muses  of  Sicily. 

And  Galatea  weeps,  who  loved  to  hear  thee. 

Sitting  beside  thee  on  the  calm  sea-shore: 

For  thou  didst  play  far  better  than  the  Cyclops, 

And  him  the  fair  one  shunned:  but  thee,  but  thee, 

She  used  to  look  at  sweetly  from  the  water; 

But  now,  forgetful  of  the  deep,  she  sits 

On  the  lone  sands,  and  feeds  thy  herd  for  thee. 

Raise,  raise  the  dirge,  Muses  of  Sicily, 

The  Muses'  gifts  all  died  with  thee,  O  shepherd* 

Men's  admiration,  and  sweet  woman's  kisses. 

The  Loves  about  thy  sepulchre  weep  sadly; 

For  Venus  loved  thee,  much  more  than  the  kiss 

With  which  of  late  she  kissed  Adonis,  dying. 

Thou  too,  O  Meles,  sweetest  voiced  of  rivers, 

Thou  too  hast  undergone  a  second  grief; 

For  Homer  first,  that  sweet  mouth  of  Calliope, 

Was  taken  from  thee;   and  they  say  thou  mourned'st 

For  thy  great  son  with  many-sobbing  streams. 

Filling  the  far-seen  ocean  with  a  voice. 

And  now  again  thou  weepest  for  a  son, 

Melting  away  in  misery.     Both  of  them 

Were  favorites  of  the  fountain-nymphs:   one  drank 

The  Pegasean  fount,  and  one  his  cup 

Filled  out  of  Arethuse;  the  former  sang 

The  bright  Tyndarid  lass,  and  the  great  son 

Of  Thetis,  and  Atrides  Menelaus; 

But  he,  the  other,  not  of  wars  or  tears 

Told  us,  but  intermixed  the  pipe  he  played 

With  songs  of  herds,  and  as  he  sung  he  fed  themj 

And  he  made  pipes,  and  milked  the  gentle  heifer. 

And  taught  us  how  to  kiss,  and  cherished  love 

Within  his  bosom,  and  was  worthy  of  Venus. 

Raise,  raise  the  dirge.  Muses  of  Sicily. 

Every  renowned  city  and  every  town 

Mourns  for  thee,  Bion:   Ascra  weeps  thee  more 

Than  her  own  Hesiod;   the  Boeotian  woods 

Ask  not  for  Pindar  so,   nor  patriot  Lesbos 

For  her  Alcaeus;   nor  the  ^gean  isle 

Her  poet;  nor  does  Paros  so  wish  back 

Archilochus:   and  Mitylene  now. 

Instead  of  Sappho's  verses,  rings  with  thine. 

All  the  sweet  pastoral  poets  weep  for  thee : — 
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Sicelidas  the  Samian;   Lycidas, 

Who  used  to  look  so  happy;    and  at  Cos, 

Philetas;   and  at  Syracuse,  Theocritus, 

All  in  their  several  dialects;    and  I, 

I  too,  no  stranger  to  the  pastoral  song, 

Sing  thee  a  dirge  Ausonian,  such  as  thou 

Taughtest  thy  scholars,  honoring  us  as  all 

Heirs  of  the  Dorian  Muse.     Thou  didst  bequeath 

Thy  store  to  others,  but  to  me  thy  song. 

Raise,  raise  the  dirge,  Muses  of  Sicily. 
Alas!   when  mallows  in  the  garden  die. 
Green  parsley,  or  the  crisp  luxuriant  dill. 
They  live  again,  and  flower  another  year; 
But  we,  how  great  soe'er,  or  strong,  or  wise. 
When  once  we  die,  sleep  in  the  senseless  earth 
A  long,  an  endless,  unawakable  sleep. 
Thou  too  in  earth  must  be  laid  silently; 
But  the  nymphs  please  to  let  the  frog  sing  on; 
Nor  envy  I,  for  what  he  sings  is  worthless. 

Raise,  raise  the  dirge,  Muses  of  Sicily. 

There  came,  O  Bion,  poison  to  thy  mouth; 

Thou  didst  feel  poison;    how  could  it  approach 

Those  lips  of  thine,  and  not  be  turned  to  sweet! 

Who  could  be  so  delightless  as  to  mix  it, 

Or  bid  be  mixed,  and  turn  him  from  thy  song! 

Raise,  raise  the  dirge,  Muses  of  Sicily. 

But  justice  reaches  all;   and  thus,  meanwhile, 

I  weep  thy  fate.     And  would  I  could  descend 

Like  Orpheus  to  the  shades,  or  like  Ulysses, 

Or  Hercules  before  him :   I  would  go 

To  Pluto's  house,  and  see  if  you  sang  there. 

And  hark  to  what  you  sang.     Play  to  Proserpina 

Something  Sicilian,  some  delightful  pastoral; 

For  she  once  played  on  the  Sicilian  shores. 

The  shores  of  -<Etna,  and  sang  Dorian  songs,  — 

And  so  thou  wouldst  be  honored ;   and  as  Orpheus 

For  his  sweet  harping  had  his  love  again. 

She  would  restore  thee  to  our  mountains,  Bion. 

Oh,  had  I  but  the  power,  I,  I  would  do  itf 

Translation  of  Leigh  Hunt. 
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WILLIAM  MOTHERWELL 

(1797-1835) 

Ihe  short  life  of  William  Motherwell  was  involved  in  much 
that  was  uncongenial  to  his  nature  and  obstructive  to  his 
talent;  else  his  sensibility  and  imagination,  and  his  lyric 
gift,  might  have  found  fuller  expression.  Several  of  his  Scotch  bal- 
lads are  unexcelled  for  sweetness  and  pathos.  The  reflective  poems 
show  exquisite  delicacy  of  feeling.  ^  The  Battle  Flag  of  Sigurd,' 
<The  Sword  Chant  of  Thorstein  Raudi,'  ring  with  manliness.  The 
collection  as  a  whole  shows  a  wide  range 
of  poetic  power. 

His  other  noteworthy  work,  <  Minstrelsy, 
Ancient  and  Modern'  (1827),  displays  his 
taste  and  critical  ability.  The  essay  upon 
ancient  minstrelsy  with  which  he  prefaced 
the  collection  attracted  the  admiring  atten- 
tion of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  remains  an 
authority  upon  the  subject. 

But  the  gifted  Scotchman,  who  was  born 
in  Glasgow  in  1797,  hid  under  his  outward 
reserve  a  sensitively  artistic  nature,  that 
suffered  from  contact  with  the  practicalities 
of  life.  Much  of  his  childhood  was  passed 
in  Edinburgh,   where   he   spent  happy  days 

roaming  about  the  old  town;  and  where,  in  Mr.  Lennie's  private 
school,  he  met  the  pretty  Jeanie  Morrison  of  his  famous  ballad.  He 
was  a  dreamy,  unstudious  lad,  with  little  taste  for  science  or  the 
classics,  although  passionately  fond  of  imaginative  literature. 

At  fifteen  he  was  placed  to  study  law  in  the  office  of  the  sheriff- 
clerk  of  Paisley,  where  he  was  made  in  time  deputy  sheriff-clerk, 
and  principal  clerk  of  the  county  of  Renfrew,  But  he  was  always 
inclined  toward  a  literary  career;  and  beginning  very  young  to 
contribute  poems  and  sketches  to  various  periodicals,  he  gradually 
drifted  into  journalism,  with  which  he  was  still  connected  at  the  time 
of  his  death  in  1835.  A  man  peculiarly  alive  to  outside  impressions, 
he  was  thus  for  years  subjected  to  the  unpoetic  details  of  editorial 
work;  and  this,  acting  upon  his  constitutional  inertia,  made  the  poetic 
creation  of  which  he  was  capable  especially  difficult. 


William  Motherwell 
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WHEN   I   BENEATH   THE   COLD,   RED   EARTH   AM   SLEEPING 

WHEN  I  beneath  the  cold,  red  earth  am  sleeping, 
Life's  fever  o'er. 
Will  there  for  me  be  any  bright  eye  weeping 
That  I'm  no  more  ? 
Will  there  be  any  heart  still  memory  keeping 
Of  heretofore  ? 

When  the  great  winds,  through  leafless  forests  rushing. 

Like  full  hearts  break; 
When  the  swollen  streams,  o  er  crag  and  gully  gushing. 

Sad  music  make, — 
Will  there  be  one,  whose  heart  despair  is  crushing, 

Mourn  for  my  sake  ? 

When  the  bright  sun  upon  that  spot  is  shining 

With  purest  ray. 
And  the  small  flowers,  their  buds  and  blossoms  twining. 

Burst  through  that  clay, — 
Will  there  be  one  still  on  that  spot  repining 

Lost  hopes  all  day  ? 

When  the  night  shadows,  with  the  ample  sweeping 

Of  her  dark  pall. 
The  world  and  all  its  manifold  creation  sleeping. 

The  great  and  small, — 
Will  there  be  one,  even  at  that  dread  hour,  weeping 

For  me  —  for  all? 

When  no  star  twinkles  with  its  eye  of  glory. 

On  that  low  mound, 
And  wintry  storms  have  with  their  ruins  hoary 

Its  loneness  crowned, — 
Will  there  be  then  one  versed  in  misery's  story 

Pacing  it  round  ? 

It  may  be  so, — but  this  is  selfish  sorrow 

To  ask  such  meed; 
A  weakness  and  a  wickedness  to  borrow 

From  hearts  that  bleed. 
The  wailings  of  to-day,  for  what  to-morrow 

Shall  never  need. 

Lay  me  then  gently  m  my  narrow  dwelling, 
Thou  gentle  heart; 
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And  though  thy  bosom  should  with  grief  be  swelling, 

Let  no  tear  start; 
It  were  in  vain, — for  Time  hath  long  been  knelling, 

«Sad  one,  depart!*^ 


JEANIE   MORRISON 

I've  wandered  east,  I've  wandered  west. 
Through  mony  a  weary  way. 
But  never,  never  can  forget 

The  luve  o'  life's  young  day! 
The  fire  that's  blawn  on  Beltane  e'en 

May  weel  be  black  gin  Yule; 
But  blacker  fa'  awaits  the  heart 
Where  first  fond  luve  grows  cule. 

0  dear,  dear  Jeanie  Morrison, 
The  thochts  o'  bygane  years 

Still  fling  their  shadows  ower  my  path, 

And  blind  my  een  wi'  tears: 
They  blind  my  een  wi'  saut,  saut  tears. 

And  sair  and  sick  I  pine, 
As  memory  idly  summons  up 

The  blithe  blinks  o'  langsyne. 

'Twas  then  we  luvit  ilk  ither  weel, 

'Twas  then  we  twa  did  part; 
Sweet  time  —  sad  time!  twa  bairns  at  scule- 

Twa  bairns  and  but  ae  heart! 
'Twas  then  we  sat  on  ae  laigh  bink, 

To  leir  ilk  ither  lear; 
And  tones  and  looks  and  smiles  were  shed. 

Remembered  evermair. 

1  wonder,  Jennie,  aften  yet. 

When  sitting  on  that  bink. 
Cheek  touchin'  cheek,  loof  locked  in  loof, 

What  our  wee  heads  could  think. 
When  baith  bent  doun  ower  ae  braid  page, 

Wi'  ae  bulk  on  our  knee, 
Thy  lips  were  on  thy  lesson,  but 

My  lesson  was  in  thee. 

Oh,  mind  ye  how  we  hung  our  heads. 
How  cheeks  brent  red  wi'  shame, 
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Whene'er  the  scule-weans  latighin*  said 
We  cleeked  thegither  hame  ? 

And  mind  ye  o'  the  Saturdays, 
(The  scule  then  skail't  at  noon,) 

When  we  ran  oflE  to  speel  the  braes, — 
The  broomy  braes  o'  June  ? 

My  head  rins  round  and  round  about, 
My  heart  flows  like  a  sea, 

As  ane  by  ane  the  thochts  rush  back 
O'  scule-time  and  o'  thee. 

0  mornin'  life!   O  mornin'  luve! 
O  lichtsome  days  and  lang, 

When  hinnied  hopes  around  our  hearts 
Like  simmer  blossoms  sprang! 

Oh,  mind  ye,  luve,  how  aft  we  left 

The  deavin'  dinsome  toun, 
To  wander  by  the  green  burnside, 

And  hear  its  waters  croon  ? 
The  simmer  leaves  hung  ower  our  heads, 

The  flowers  burst  round  our  feet. 
And  in  the  gloamin'  o'  the  wood 

The  throssil  whusslit  sweet; 

The  throssil  whusslit  in  the  wood, 

The  burn  sang  to  the  trees. 
And  we  with  Nature's  heart  in  tune. 

Concerted  harmonies; 
And  on  the  knowe  abune  the  burn. 

For  hours  thegither  sat 
In  the  silentness  o'  joy,  till  baith 

Wi'  very  gladness  grat. 

Ay,  ay,  dear  Jeanie  Morrison, 

Tears  trinkled  doun  your  cheek 
Like  dew-beads  on  a  rose,  yet  nane 

Had  ony  power  to  speak! 
That  was  a  time,  a  Wessed  time, 

When  hearts  were  fresh  and  young, 
When  freely  gushed  all  feelings  forth, 

Unsyllabled, — unsung ! 

1  marvel,  Jeanie  Morrison, 

Gin  I  hae  been  to  thee 
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As  closely  twined  wi'  earliest  thochts, 

As  ye  hae  been  to  me  ? 
Oh,  tell  me  gin  their  music  fills 

Thine  ear  as  it  does  mine! 
Oh,  say  gin  e'er  your  heart  grows  grit 

Wi'  dreamings  o'  langsyne  ? 

I've  wandered  east,  I've  wandered  west, 

I've  borne  a  weary  lot; 
But  in  my  wanderings,  far  or  near, 

Ye  never  were  forgot. 
The  fount  that  first  burst  frae  this  heart 

Still  travels  on  its  way; 
And  channels  deeper,   as  it  rins, 

The  luve  o'  life's  young  day. 

O  dear,  dear  Jeanie  Morrison, 

Since  we  were  sindered  young, 
I've  never  seen  your  face,  nor  heard 

The  music  o'  your  tongue; 
But  I  could  hug  all  wretchedness, 

And  happy  could  I  dee. 
Did  I  but  ken  your  heart  still  dreamed 

O'  bygane  days  and  me! 
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Mv  HEID  is  like  to  rend,  Willie, 
My  heart  is  like  to  break; 
I'm  wearin'  aff  my  feet,  Willie 
I'm  dyin'  for  your  sake ! 
Oh,  lay  your  cheek  to  mine,  Willie, 

Your  hand  on  my  briest-bane; 
Oh,  say  ye'll  think  on  me,  Willie, 
When  I  am  deid  and  gane ! 

It's  vain  to  comfort  me,  Willie, — 

Sair  grief  maun  ha'e  its  will; 
But  let  me  rest  upon  your  briest, 

To  sab  and  greet  my  fill. 
Let  me  sit  on  your  knee,  Willie, 

Let  me  shed  by  your  hair, 
And  look  into  the  face,  Willie, 

I  never  sail  see  mair! 
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I'm  sittin'  on  your  knee,  Willie, 

For  the  last  time  in  my  life, — 
A  puir  heart-broken  thing,  Willie, 

A  mither,  yet  nae  wife. 
Ay,  press  your  hand  upon  my  heart, 

And  press  it  mair  and  mair. 
Or  it  will  burst  the  silken  twine, 

Sae  Strang  is  its  despair. 

Oh,  wae's  me  for  the  hour,  Willie, 

When  we  thegither  met; 
Oh,  wae's  me  for  the  time,  Willie, 

That  our  first  tryst  was  set! 
Oh,  wae's  me  for  the  loanin'  green 

Where  we  were  wont  to  gae, — 
And  wae's  me  for  the  destinie 

That  gart  me  luve  thee  sae! 

Oh,  dinna  mind  my  words,  Willie, 

I  downa  seek  to  blame, — 
But  oh,  it's  hard  to  live,  Willie, 

And  dree  a  warld's  shame! 
Het  tears  are  hailin'  ower  your  cheek. 

And  hailin'  ower  your  chin: 
Why  weep  ye  sae  for  worthlessness, 

For  sorrow,  and  for  sin  ? 

I'm  weary  o'  this  warld,  Willie, 

And  sick  wi'  a'  I  see; 
I  canna  live  as  I  hae  lived, 

Or  be  as  I  should  be. 
But  fauld  unto  your  heart,  Willie, 

The  heart  that  still  is  thine, 
And  kiss  ance  mair  the  white,  white  cheek. 

Ye  said  was  red  langsyne. 

A  stoun'  gaes  through  my  heid,  Willie, 

A  sair  stoun'  through  my  heart; 
Oh,  hand  me  up  and  let  me  kiss 

Thy  brow  ere  we  twa  pairt. 
Anither,  and  anither  yet! 

How  fast  my  life-strings  break! 
Fareweel !   fareweel !   through  yon  kirk-yard 

Step  lichtly  for  my  sakel 
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The  lav'rock  in  the  lift,  Willie, 

That  lilts  far  ower  our  heid, 
Will  sing  the  mom  as  merrilie 

Abune  the  clay-cauld  deid; 
And  this  green  turf  we're  sittin'  on, 

Wi'  dew-draps'  shimmerin'  sheen, 
Will  hap  the  heart  that  luvit  thee 

As  warld  has  seldom  seen. 

But  oh,  remember  me,  Willie, 

On  land  where'er  ye  be, — 
And  oh,  think  on  the  leal,  leal  heart. 

That  ne'er  luvit  ane  but  thee! 
And  oh,  think  on  the  cauld,  cauld  mools 

That  file  my  yellow  hair, — 
That  kiss  the  cheek  and  kiss  the  chin 

Ye  never  sail  kiss  mairl 


MAY  MORN   SONG 

THE  grass  is  wet  with  shining  dews. 
Their  silver  bells  hang  on  each  tree. 
While  opening  flower  and  bursting  bud 
Breathe  incense  forth  unceasingly; 
The  mavis  pipes  in  greenwood  shaw. 

The  throstle  glads  the  spreading  thorn, 
And  cheerily  the  blithesome  lark 
Salutes  the  rosy  face  of  morn. 
'Tis  early  prime: 

And  hark!  hark!  hark! 
His  merry  chime 
Chirrups  the  lark; 
Chirrup !  chirrup !  he  heralds  in 
The  jolly  sun  with  matin  hymn. 

Come,  come,  my  love!  and  May-dews  shake 

In  pailfuls  from  each  drooping  bough; 
They'll  give  fresh  lustre  to  the  bloom 

That  breaks  upon  thy  young  cheek  now. 
O'er  hill  and  dale,  o'er  waste  and  wood, 

Aurora's  smiles  are  streaming  free; 
With  earth  it  seems  brave  holiday, 

In  heaven  it  looks  high  jubilee. 
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And  it  is  right, 

For  mark,  love,  mark! 
How  bathed  in  light 
Chirrups  the  lark; 
Chirrup !  chirrup !  he  upward  flies, 
Like  holy  thoughts  to  cloudless  skies. 

They  lack  all  heart  who  cannot  feel 

The  voice  of  heaven  within  them  thrill, 
In  summer  morn,  when  mounting  high 

This  merry  minstrel  sings  his  fill. 
Now  let  us  seek  yon  bosky  dell 

Where  brightest  wild-flowers  choose  to  be, 
And  where  its  clear  stream  murmurs  on. 
Meet  type  of  our  love's  purity. 
No  witness  there. 

And  o'er  us,  hark! 
High  in  the  air 

Chirrups  the  lark; 
Chirrup !  chirrup !  away  soars  he. 
Bearing  to  heaven  my  vows  to  thee! 
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JOHN   LOTHROP   MOTLEY 

(1814-1877) 

BY  JOHN   FRANKLIN  JAMESON 

'rescott,  in  the  preface  to  his  <  Philip  the  Second,*  dated  in 
1855,  after  speaking  of  the  revolt  of  the  Netherlands  as  an 
episode  in  his  narrative  well  deserving  to  be  made  the  theme 
of  an  independent  work,  adds  with  characteristic  generosity:  —  «It  is 
gratifying  to  learn  that  before  long  such  a  history  may  be  expected 
from  the  pen  of  our  accomplished  countryman  Mr.  J.  Lothrop  Motley.- 
No  one  acquainted  with  the  fine  powers  of  mind  possessed  by  this 
scholar,  and  the  earnestness  with  which  he  has  devoted  himself  to 
his  task,  can  doubt  that  he  will  do  full  justice  to  his  important  but 
difficult  subject.'^  Aside  from  what  these  kindly  words  toward  a  pos- 
sible rival  reveal  of  the  lovable  Prescott,  they  show  us  plainly  that 
in  1855,  when  Motley  was  forty-one  years  old,  his  brilliant  talents  still 
remained  unknown  save  to  a  relatively  small  circle.  Froude,  review- 
ing the  <  Dutch  Republic  *  a  year  later,  said :  « Of  Mr.  Motley's  ante- 
cedents we  know  nothing.  If  he  has  previously  appeared  before  the 
public,  his  reputation  has  not  crossed  the  Atlantic.*^  But  if  Motley 
came  suddenly  and  somewhat  late  to  his  high  fame  as  a  historian, 
there  had  never  been  room  for  doubting  his  unusual  gifts,  nor  his 
vocation  to  literature;  he  had  had,  however,  a  long  period  of  uncer- 
tainty and  experiment,  touching  the  stops  of  various  quills  until  at 
last  he  struck  his  true  note.  Born  in  Dorchester,  Massachusetts,  (now 
a  part  of  Boston,)  on  April  15th,  1814,  he  had  a  good  inheritance  of 
mental  qualities.  His  father,  a  Boston  merchant  of  North-of-Ireland 
descent,  was  a  handsome,  genial,  and  witty  man,  with  a  taste  for  let- 
ters; his  mother,  a  woman  of  singular  beauty  and  charm,  was  the 
descendant  of  several  Puritan  clergymen,  who  had  enjoyed  literary 
repute  in  colonial  and  post-Revolutionary  Boston.  He  was  a  hand- 
some, genial,  and  straightforward  boy,  imaginative  and  impetuous, 
fond  of  reading  though  not  of  hard  study.  The  most  important  part 
of  his  school  life  was  spent  at  Round  Hill,  Northampton,  where 
Joseph  G.  Cogswell  and  George  Bancroft  had  established  a  famous 
school,  and  conducted  it  after  a  manner  likely  to  give  a  quick-minded 
boy,  along  with  his  preparation  for  college,  a  taste  for  European  litr 
erature  and  culture. 
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From  Round  Hill  Motley  went  to  Harvard  College,  and  was  grad- 
uated there  in  1831.  Wendell  Phillips  and  Thomas  G.  Appleton  were 
his  classmates.  He  did  not  win  academic  distinction,  and  appeared 
to  lack  application  and  industry,  being  indeed  only  a  boy  when  he 
completed  his  course.  But  he  was  exceedingly  clever;  and  his  class- 
mates were  not  surprised  when  later  he  became  famous,  though  they 
were  surprised  that  his  fame  was  won  in  a  branch  of  literature  in- 
volving so  much  laborious  drudgery.  His  first  appearance  in  print 
was  a  translation  from  the  German,  which  came  out  in  a  little  col- 
lege magazine.  But  he  did  not  often  contribute  to  the  college  publi- 
cations, and  indeed  kept  somewhat  apart  from  most  of  his  classmates, 
partly  from  shyness  perhaps,  partly  from  youthful  pride.  A  few 
months  after  his  graduation  he  went  to  Germany.  To  go  to  a  Ger- 
man university  to  continue  one's  studies  was  not  then  a  common 
thing  among  American  young  men;  but  Bancroft  and  others  at  Cam- 
bridge had  lately  given  an  impulse  in  that  direction.  Motley  thoroughly 
enjoyed  his  two  years  of  life  at  Gottingen  and  Berlin.  He  followed 
lectures  in  the  civil  law  chiefly;  but  was  by  no  means  wholly  en- 
grossed in  study,  as  may  be  guessed  from  the  fact  that  one  of  his 
most  intimate  companions  at  both  places  was  the  youthful  Bismarck. 
A  year  of  travel  in  Germany,  Austria,  Italy,  France,  and  England 
followed;  and  in  the  autumn  of  1835  Motley  returned  to  Boston, 
and  resumed  the  study  of  the  law.  In  March  1837  he  married  Mary 
Benjamin,  sister  of  Park  Benjamin;  a  lovely  woman,  who  for  thirty- 
seven  years  was  a  constant  source  of  happiness  to  him. 

Motley's  legal  studies  had  never  so  preoccupied  his  mind  as  to 
turn  it  away  from  the  love  of  literature  and  from,  literary  ambitions. 
Two  years  after  his  marriage  he  made  his  first  venture  in  the  literary 
world,  publishing  a  novel  entitled  <  Morton's  Hope,  or  the  Memoirs 
of  a  Young  Provincial,'  of  which  the  scene  is  the  America  of  Revo- 
lutionary times.  The  book  was  wholly  unsuccessful.  Indeed,  it  had 
the  gravest  defects  of  plan  and  general  form.  Yet  it  had  a  certain 
distinction  of  style,  and  contained,  among  its  loosely  woven  scenes, 
not  a  few  passages  of  sufficient  merit  to  justify  those  friends  who 
still  prophesied  final  success  in  spite  of  an  unpromising  beginning. 
Like  many  another  first  novel,  ^  Morton's  Hope '  is  manifestly  in 
part  autobiographic.  It  reveals  to  us  a  young  man  of  brilliant  gifts, 
a  strong  appetite  for  reading,  a  marked  inclination  toward  history, 
a  mind  somewhat  self-centred,  an  impettious  temperament,  and  an 
intense  but  vague  and  unfixed  ambition  for  literary  distinction. 

For  a  time.  Motley's  ambition  was  not  even  confined  to  literature 
exclusively;  he  dallied  with  diplomacy  and  politics.  In  1841,  when 
the  Whigs  for  the  first  time  had  a  chance  at  the  federal  offices,  a 
new  minister  was  sent  out  to   St.  Petersburg,  and  Motley  went  with 
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him  as  secretary  of  legation.  He  remained  there  less  than  three 
months,  and  then  abandoned  the  diplomatic  career  and  returned  to 
Boston,  his  books,  and  his  dearly  loved  family.  In  the  campaign  of 
1844  he  made  some  political  speeches,  and  in  1849  he  was  a  member 
of  the  Legislature  of  Massachusetts.  But  he  derived  little  satisfaction 
from  his  connection  with  politics,  and  felt  a  passionate  disgust  with 
the  rule  of  the  politicians. 

A  second  novel,  <  Merry  Mount,'  published  in  1849,  was  of  much 
more  merit  than  the  first;  and  showed  a  liveliness  of  imagination  and 
a  power  of  description  that  gave  promise  of  success  near  at  hand, 
if  not  to  be  attained  in  precisely  this  direction.  The  field  of  work 
for  which  he  was  best  fitted  had  already  been  made  manifest  to  the 
writer  and  his  friends  by  the  striking  excellences  of  certain  historical 
essays  which  he  had  of  late  contributed  to  American  magazines, 
especially  an  essay  on  Peter  the  Great  in  the  North  American  Review 
for  October  1845.  By  the  next  year  his  mind  was  already  possessed 
with  one  great  historical  subject,  that  of  the  revolt  of  the  Nether- 
lands from  Spain,  the  subject  which  he  has  forever  associated  with 
his  name.  "It  was  not,''  he  afterward  wrote,  "that  I  cared  about 
writing  a  history,  but  that  I  felt  an  inevitable  impulse  to  write  one 
particular  history."  Hearing  that  Prescott  was  preparing  a  history  of 
Philip  II.,  he  thought  of  abandoning  the  ground;  but  Prescott  gener- 
ously encouraged  him.  After  three  or  four  years  of  serious  study, 
Motley  concluded  that  no  satisfactory  work  of  the  kind  he  planned 
could  be  written  save  upon  the  basis  laid  by  thorough  researches  in 
Europe,  especially  in  European  archives.  Accordingly  in  185 1  he  went 
to  Europe  with  his  wife  and  family,  there  to  labor  at  his  absorbing 
task,  and  as  it  proved,  there  to  spend  most  of  his  remaining  days. 

Destroying  what  he  had  already  written.  Motley  immersed  himself 
for  nearly  three  years  in  the  libraries  and  archives  of  Dresden,  The 
Hague,  and  Brussels,  and  so  produced  the  three  volumes  of  the  <  Rise 
of  the  Dutch  Republic'  The  great  Murray  declined  the  book;  and 
it  was  published  in  England  at  the  author's  expense  by  Chapman  & 
Hall,  and  in  New  York  by  Harper  &  Brothers,  in  April  1856.  Its 
success  was  immediate,  and  for  the  production  of  an  almost  unkno'wn 
author,  prodigious.  Nearly  all  the  reviews,  both  British  and  Ameri- 
can, praised  it  in  most  flattering  terms.  The  author  had  written  to 
his  father  that  he  should  be  surprised  if  a  hundred  copies  of  the 
English  edition  had  been  sold  at  the  end  of  a  year;  in  point  of  fact 
the  number  sold  within  a  year  was  seventeen  thousand. 

The  theme  of  that  famous  book  is  the  revolt  of  the  Dutch,  and 
the  struggle  by  which  they  won  their  independence  from  Spain.  Its 
narrative  opens  with  the  abdication  of  Charles  V.  in  1555,  and  closes 
with  the  assassination  of  William  of  Orange  in    1584.     It  relates  the 
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story  of  Spanish  tnisgovernment,  tyranny,  and  religious  persecution 
under  Philip  II. :  the  uprising  of  the  provinces,  both  northern  and 
southern,  against  the  cruelty  of  the  Duke  of  Alva;  the  efforts  of 
the  Prince  of  Orange  to  keep  the  provinces  united  and  to  maintain 
the  war;  the  heroic  sieges  of  Haarlem  and  Leyden;  the  wars  and  nego- 
tiations by  which,  under  the  guidance  of  a  great  statesman,  the  seven 
northern  Dutch  provinces  raised  themselves  from  the  condition  of 
dependents  upon  a  foreign  despot  into  that  of  an  independent  and 
permanent  republic.  No  wonder  that  the  theme  took  possession  of 
Motley's  imagination  with  haunting  power;  for  the  story  is  an  inspir- 
ing and  stirring  one  even  in  the  pages  of  the  sober  annalists  whom 
he  succeeded  and  superseded,  or  in  the  formal  documents  upon  which 
his  work  was  based.  It  appealed  moreover  to  higher  qualities  than 
his  imagination.  It  is  plain  that  the  main  source  of  his  interest  in 
the  story  is  a  generous  love  of  liberty,  and  the  warm  sympathy  of  an 
ardent  and  noble  nature  with  all  exhibitions  of  individual  and  national 
heroism. 

It  is  this  enthusiasm  and  warmth  of  feeling  which  have  given  the 
*  Dutch  Republic,  >  to  most  minds,  its  chief  charm;  which  have  done 
more  than  anything  else  to  make  it,  in  the  estimation  of  the  world 
at  large,  one  of  the  most  interesting  historical  books  ever  written  in 
any  language.  But  it  has  also  many  elements  of  technical  perfection. 
It  is  written  with  great  care.  Many  of  the  sentences  are  exquisite  in 
felicity  and  finish.  The  style  is  dignified,  yet  rich  with  the  evidences 
of  literary  cultivation  and  fertile  fancy.  The  larger  matters  of  com- 
position are  managed  with  taste  and  power.  Rarely  has  any  historian 
in  the  whole  history  of  literature  so  united  laborious  scholarship  with 
dramatic  intensity.  His  pages  abound  in  vivid  descriptions,  and  in 
narrations  instinct  with  life  and  force  and  movement.  Through  all 
runs  that  current  of  generous  ardor  which  makes  the  work  essentially 
an  epic,  having  William  of  Orange  as  its  hero,  and  fraught,  like  the 
*^neid,*  with  the  fortunes  of  a  noble  nation.  No  doubt  this  epic 
sweep  interfered  with  the  due  consideration  of  many  important  and 
interesting  elements  in  Dutch  history.  The  historians  of  that  gener- 
ation were  mostly  political  and  not  constitutional.  Prescott  confessed 
that  he  hated  "hunting  latent,  barren  antiquities.*'  Though  Motley's 
early  legal  studies  had  made  him  more  apt  in  these  constitutional 
inquiries,  so  essential  in  Dutch  history,  his  predilection  was  always 
rather  toward  the  history  of  men  than  toward  the  history  of  institu- 
tions. Neither  did  Motley  entirely  escape  those  dangers  of  partial- 
ity which  beset  the  dramatic  historian.  Under  his  hands  William 
of  Orange,  a  character  undeniably  heroic,  became  almost  faultless; 
while  Philip  and  those  Netherlanders  who  continued  to  adhere  to 
him   were  treated  with  somewhat  less  than  justice.     But  much   was 
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forgiven,  and  rightly,  to  one  who  had  endowed  literature  with  a  book 
so  interesting  and  so  brilliant, — so  full  of  life  and  color  that  it 
seemed  to  have  caught  something  from  the  canvases  of  Rubens  and 
Rembrandt. 

Uncertain  as  to  the  reception  of  a  large  book  by  an  unknown 
author,  Motley  had  paused  after  the  completion  of  the  manuscript  of 
the  *■  Dutch  Republic,  ^  had  spent  a  year  with  his  family  in  Switzer- 
land, and  another  in  Italy,  and  had  made  a  brief  visit  to  Boston.  In 
the  summer  of  1857  he  returned  to  Europe,  and  began  the  preparation 
of  a  work  continuing  the  history  of  the  Netherlands  from  the  date 
of  William's  death.  From  that  time  the  history  of  the  Netherlands 
widens  into  a  broader  stream,  constantly  associated  with  that  of  sev- 
eral other  countries.  Motley  was  obliged  to  make  more  extensive  re- 
searches, delving  in  the  archives  of  London,  Paris,  Brussels,  and  The 
Hague.  He  was  in  London  during  the  London  seasons  of  1858,  1859. 
and  i860;  a  famous  author  now,  feted  everywhere,  and  everywhere 
enjoying  with  genial  appreciation  the  best  of  English  society.  In  the 
two  intervening  winters,  in  Rome  and  in  England,  he  wrote  the  first 
two  volumes  of  the  <  History  of  the  United  Netherlands  from  the 
Death  of  William  the  Silent, >  which  in  i860  were  published  by  Mur- 
ray and  by  Harper.  A  few  months  before,  the  author  had  received 
from  the  University  of  Oxford  the  honorary  degree  of  D.  C.  L. 

The  two  volumes  now  published  dealt  with  the  history  of  five 
years  only,  but  they  were  years  of  the  greatest  moment  to  the  young 
republic.  In  1584  the  mainstay  of  tha  Dutch  had  been  taken  from 
them;  and  Philip's  general,  the  Prince  of  Parma,  was  soon  to  recover' 
both  Ghent  and  Antwerp.  By  1589  the  great  Armada  had  been  de- 
stroyed, the  chief  of  dangers  had  been  removed,  and  the  republic, 
with  Henry  of  Navarre  on  the  throne  of  France,  was  assured  of  inde- 
pendent existence.  During  these  critical  years  the  relations  of  the 
Dutch  with  England  were  so  close,  that  to  describe  duly  the  diplo- 
matic intercourse,  the  governor-generalship  of  Leicester,  and  the  alli- 
ance in  defense  against  the  Armada,  Motley  was  obliged  to  become 
almost  as  much  the  historian  of  England  as  of  the  Netherlands. 
Measured  by  the  technical  standards  of  the  scholar,  the  tale  was 
more  difficult  than  that  which  had  preceded  it,  and  the  achievement 
more  distinguished.  But  Motley  felt  the  lack  of  a  hero;  and  the  new 
volumes  could  not,  from  the  nature  of  the  case,  possess  the  epic 
quality  in  the  same  form  which  had  marked  the  *  Dutch  Republic* 
No  doubt  the  book  has  been  less  widely  read  than  its  predecessor. 
Yet  the  epic  quality  was  present  nevertheless;  and  the  story  of  a 
brave  nation  conquering  for  itself  an  equal  place  among  the  kingdoms 
of  the  world  was  inspiring  to  the  writer  and  deeply  instructive  to 
the  reader. 
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Immediately  there  came  an  opportunity  for  Motley's  inborn  love 
of  liberty,  and  that  appreciation  of  heroic  national  action  which  his 
recent  work  had  brought  him,  to  expend  themselves  on  the  objects  of 
real  and  present  life.  At  the  beginning  of  the  American  Civil  War, 
stirred  deeply  by  the  prevalent  misunderstanding  and  want  of  sym- 
pathy in  England,  he  wrote  to  the  London  Times  an  elaborate  letter, 
afterward  signally  influential  as  a  pamphlet,  explaining  clearly  and 
comprehensively  the  character  of  the  American  Union,  and  the  real 
causes  of  the  war.  Unable  to  remain  away  from  his  country  in  such 
a  crisis,  he  returned  to  the  United  States,  but  was  presently  sent  by 
Mr.  Lincoln  as  minister  to  Austria.  Here  he  made  it  his  chief  occu- 
pation to  promote  in  Europe  a  right  knowledge  of  American  condi- 
tions and  of  the  aims  of  the  Union  party  at  home,  and  to  awaken 
and  sustain  European  sympathy.  In  the  two  delightful  volumes  of 
his  *  Correspondence  ^  (published  in  1889)  nothing  is  more  interesting, 
nothing  contributes  more  to  the  reader's  high  appreciation  of  the 
man,  than  the  series  of  letters  written  from  Vienna  during  war-time. 
They  show  us  a  gifted  and  noble  American  passing  through  that 
transformation  which  came  over  many  another  of  his  countrymen, 
through  the  heart-straining  experiences  of  those  wonderful  days.  He 
who  not  many  years  before  had  looked  upon  the  public  affairs  of  his 
country  with  fastidious  scorn,  as  the  prey  of  low-minded  politicians, 
was  now  warmed  into  ardent  and  even  flaming  patriotism  by  the 
peril  of  the  Union,  the  struggle  and  the  victory. 

Official  life  in  Vienna  did  not  often  leave  much  leisure  for  histor- 
ical composition;  but  in  1867  Motley  saw  through  the  press  the  two 
volumes  which  concluded  his  *  History  of  the  United  Netherlands.* 
They  continued  the  narrative  at  a  more  rapid  rate  than  had  seemed 
appropriate  to  the  critical  years  previously  treated,  and  brought  it 
down  to  the  conclusion  of  the  _  Twelve  Years'  Truce  between  the 
Netherlands  and  Spain,  arranged  in  1609.  Twenty  years  of  Dutch 
history  —  war  against  Spain,  negotiation  with  France  and  England  — 
were  embraced  in  these  two  volumes.  With  Elizabeth  and  Philip  11. 
giving  place  to  James  I.  and  Philip  III.,  these  years  were  not  so 
interesting  nor  so  important  as  those  which  had  preceded;  but  Mot- 
ley's eloquence,  and  his  extraordinary  skill  in  presentation,  prevented 
the  new  volumes  from  seeming  inferior  to  the  old.  Moreover,  to  an 
imaginative  American  mind,  a  new  element  of  interest  was  added 
as  the  young  republic  began  to  be  a  naval  power,  and,  prosperous 
and  energetic,  launched  out  into  brilliant  projects  of  commerce  and 
colonial  expansion  in  the  remote  regions  of  the  East  and  of  the  New 
World. 

Meanwhile,  however.  Motley's  official  connection  with  his  own 
country  had   ceased.     Some  one  wrote  to  President   Johnson  a  letter 
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slandering  Motley.  Though  the  letter  might  well  have  passed  un- 
noticed, Secretary  Seward  requested  explanations.  Motley,  sensitive 
and  impulsive,  accompanied  his  denials  of  the  slanders  with  the  ten- 
der of  his  resignation.  It  was  accepted;  and  he  left  the  diplomatic 
service  with  an  acute  sense  of  the  indignity.  Returning  to  America 
in  1868,  he  was,  by  the  favor  of  President  Grant  and  of  Senator  Sum- 
ner, appointed  in  1869  to  the  high  post  of  minister  to  Great  Britain. 
A  year  later  he  was  asked  to  resign,  and  refusing  to  do  so,  was 
recalled.  A  biographical  sketch  in  a  book  of  literature  is  doubtless 
not  the  place  in  which  to  discuss  the  merits  or  demerits  of  political 
actions  of  recent  times,  still  warmly  debated.  It  has  been  said  on 
the  one  side  that  the  minister  had  departed  from  his  instructions 
in  the  important  matter  of  the  Alabama  claims,  to  a  degree  that  im- 
paired his  usefulness  to  his  government;  on  the  other  side,  that  the 
action  of  President  Grant  and  Secretary  Fish  was  but  an  angry  move 
in  their  quarrel  with  Senator  Sumner.  What  is  certain  is,  that  to 
the  high-spirited  minister,  wholly  unconscious  of  any  but  the  most 
faithful  and  patriotic  service,  this  second  blow  was  crushing.  Indeed, 
it  may  be  said  to  have  been  ultimately  fatal. 

The  plan  which  Motley  had  had  in  mind  while  writing  the  <  His- 
tory of  the  United  Netherlands^  had  been  to  continue  that  narrative 
through  the  period  of  the  Twelve  Years'  Truce,  and  then  to  widen 
it  into  a  history  of  the  Thirty  Years'  War,  or  of  the  war  so  called  in 
Germany,  and  the  thirty  remaining  years  of  warfare  between  the 
Dutch  and  Spain,  both  ending  with  the  peace  of  Westphalia  in  1648. 
The  only  part  of  this  extensive  plan  which  he  succeeded  in  carrying 
out  was  that  relating  to  the  period  of  the  truce.  Throughout  those 
twelve  years  the  leading  matter  of  Dutch  history  is  the  contest  be- 
tween John  van  Oldenbarneveld  and  Count  Maurice  of  Nassau.  Not 
neglecting  other  aspects  of  the  time, —  the  death  of  Henry  IV.,  the 
struggle  over  Jiilich  and  Cleves,  the  preparation  for  the  Thirty  Years' 
War, —  Motley  gave  to  the  two  volumes  which  he  published  in  1874 
a  biographical  form,  and  the  title  of  ^  The  Life  and  Death  of  John  of 
Barneveld.^  Thorough  and  conscientious,  interesting  and  valuable 
as  the  book  is,  it  is  not  to  be  denied  that  it  takes  sides  with  Olden- 
barneveld, and  that  it  is  written  with  less  freshness  and  brilliancy 
than  the  earlier  volumes.  His  proud  and  sensitive  spirit  had  received 
a  lacerating  wound,  and  his  health  had  begun  to  fail.  At  the  end  of 
this  year  his  dearlj^  loved  wife  was  taken  from  him.  He  wrote  no 
more;  and  on  May  29th,   1877,  he  died  near  Dorchester  in  England. 

It  is  a  familiar  thought  that  history  must  be  written  over  again 
for  the  uses  of  each  new  generation.  The  present  world  of  histori- 
ans, critics,  and  readers  is  attentive  to  many  things  which  in  Motley's 
time  were  less  valued.  It  has  grown  more  strenuous  in  insisting 
upon  perfect   objectivity  in  the  treatment  of  international  and   civil 
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conflicts.  Where  forty  years  ago,  in  all  countries,  history  was  chiefly 
the  work  of  men  more  or  less  engaged  in  public  affairs,  or  at  least 
the  offspring  of  political  minds,  it  now  in  all  countries,  whether  for 
good  or  for  ill,  springs  mainly  from  professors  or  from  minds  pro- 
fessorial. Its  fashions 'change.  But  it  is  difficult  to  imagine  that 
any  changes  of  fashion  can  seriously  diminish  either  Motley's  general 
popularity  or  the  force  of  his  appeal  to  cultivated  minds.  His  books, 
while  nowise  lacking  in  most  of  the  highest  qualities  of  scholarship, 
are  also  literature,  —  eloquent,  glowing,  and  powerful, —  and  have,  one 
must  think,  that  permanent  value  which  belongs  to  every  finished 
product  of  fine  art. 


THE   ABDICATION    OF   CHARLES   V.  OF   SPAIN 

From  <The  Rise  of  the  Dutch  Republic.  >     Copyright  1855,  by  John  Lothrop 
Motley.     Reprinted  by  permission  of  Harper  &  Brothers 

ON  THE  twenty-fifth  day  of  October,  1555,  the  estates  of  the 
Netherlands  were  assembled  in  the  great  hall  of  the  palace 
at  Brussels.  They  had  been  summoned  to  be  the  wit- 
nesses and  the  guarantees  of  the  abdication  which  Charles  V.  had 
long  before  resolved  upon,  and  which  he  was  that  day  to  execute. 
The  Emperor,  like  many  potentates  before  and  since,  was  fond 
of  great  political  spectacles.  He  knew  their  influence  upon  the 
masses  of  mankind.  Although  plain  even  to  shabbiness  in  his 
own  costume,  and  usually  attired  in  black,  no  one  ever  under- 
stood better  than  he  how  to  arrange  such  exhibitions  in  a  strik- 
ing and  artistic  style.  We  have  seen  the  theatrical  and  imposing 
manner  in  which  he  quelled  the  insurrection  at  Ghent,  and  nearly 
crushed  the  life  forever  out  of  that  vigorous  and  turbulent  little 
commonwealth.  The  closing  scene  of  his  long  and  energetic 
reign  he  had  now  arranged  with  profound  study,  and  with  an 
accurate  knowledge  of  the  manner  in  which  the  requisite  effects 
were  to  be  produced.  The  termination  of  his  own  career,  the 
opening  of  his  beloved  Philip's,  were  to  be  dramatized  in  a  man- 
ner worthy  the  august  characters  of  the  actors,  and  the  import- 
ance of  the  great  stage  where  they  played  their  parts.  The  eyes 
of  the  whole  world  were  directed  upon  that  day  towards  Brussels; 
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for  an   imperial   abdication  was   an  event  which  had  not,  in  the 
sixteenth  century,  been  staled  by  custom. 

The  gay  capital  of  Brabant  —  of  that  province  which  rejoiced 
in  the  liberal  constitution  known  by  the  cheerful  title  of  the 
<* joyful  entrance" — was  worthy  to  be  the  scene  of  the  imposing 
show.  Brussels  had  been  a  city  for  more  than  five  centuries, 
and  at  that  day  numbered  about  one  hundred  thousand  inhabit- 
ants. Its  walls,  six  miles  in  circumference,  were  already  two 
hundred  years  old.  Unlike  most  Netherland  cities,  lying  usually 
upon  extensive  plains,  it  was  built  along  the  sides  of  an  abrupt 
promontory.  A  wide  expanse  of  living  verdure  —  cultivated  gar- 
dens, shady  groves,  fertile  cornfields  —  flowed  round  it  like  a 
sea.  The  foot  of  the  town  was  washed  by  the  little  river 
Senne,  while  the  irregular  but  picturesque  streets  rose  up  the 
steep  sides  of  the  hill  like  the  semicircles  and  stairways  of  an 
amphitheatre.  Nearly  in  the  heart  of  the  place  rose  the  auda- 
cious and  exquisitely  embroidered  tower  of  the  town-house,  three 
hundred  and  sixty-six  feet  in  height;  a  miracle  of  needlework  in 
stone,  rivaling  in  its  intricate  carving  the  cobweb  tracery  of  that 
lace  which  has  for  centuries  been  synonymous  with  the  city,  and 
rearing  itself  above  a  fagade  of  profusely  decorated  and  brocaded 
architecture.  The  crest  of  the  elevation  was  crowned  by  the 
towers  of  the  old  ducal  palace  of  Brabant,  with  its  extensive 
and  thickly  wooded  park  on  the  left,  and  by  the  stately  mansions 
of  Orange,  Egmont,  Aremberg,  Culemburg,  and  other  Flemish 
grandees,  on  the  right.  The  great  forest  of  Soignies,  dotted  with 
monasteries  and  convents,  swarming  with  every  variety  of  game, 
whither  the  citizens  made  their  summer  pilgrimages,  and  where 
the  nobles  chased  the  wild  boar  and  the  stag,  extended  to  within 
a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  city  walls.  The  population,  as  thrifty, 
as  intelligent,  as  prosperous  as  that  of  any  city  in  Europe,  was 
divided  into  fifty-two  gviilds  of  artisans,  among  which  the  most 
important  were  the  armorers,  whose  suits  of  mail  would  turn  a 
musket-ball;  the  gardeners,  upon  whose  gentler  creations  incred- 
ible sums  were  annually  lavished;  and  the  tapestry-workers, 
whose  gorgeous  fabrics  were  the  wonder  of  the  world.  Seven 
principal  churches,  of  which  the  most  striking  was  that  of  St. 
Gudule,  with  its  twin  towers,  its  charming  fagade,  and  its  mag- 
nificently painted  windows,  adorned  the  upper  part  of  the  city. 
The  number  seven  was  a  magic  number  in  Brussels;  and  was 
supposed    at    that   epoch  —  during    which    astronomy    was   in    its 
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infancy  and  astrolog}'  in  its  prime  —  to  denote  the  seven  plan- 
ets which  governed  all  things  terrestrial  by  their  aspects  and 
influences.  Seven  noble  families,  springing  from  seven  ancient 
castles,  supplied  the  stock  from  which  the  seven  senators  were 
selected  who  composed  the  upper  council  of  the  city.  There 
were  seven  great  squares,  seven  city  gates;  and  upon  the  occas- 
ion of  the  present  ceremony,  it  was  observed  by  the  lovers  of 
wonderful  coincidences  that  seven  crowned  heads  would  be  con- 
gregated under  a  single  roof  in  the  liberty-loving  city. 

The  palace  where  the  states-general  were  upon  this  occasion 
convened  had  been  the  residence  of  the  Dukes  of  Brabant  since 
the   days   of  John   the  Second,   who   had  built  it   about  the  year 
1300.      It  was  a  spacious  and  convenient  building,  but  not  distin- 
guished for  the  beauty  of  its  architecture.     In  front  was  a  large 
open  square,  inclosed  by  an  iron  railing;    in  the  rear  an  extensive 
and   beautiful   park,   filled   with    forest  trees,  and  containing   gar- 
dens and  labyrinths,  fish-ponds  and  game  preserves,  fountains  and 
promenades,  race-courses  and  archery  grounds.    The  main  entrance 
to    this    edifice    opened    upon    a    spacious    hall,    connected    with    a 
beautiful  and  symmetrical  chapel.     The  hall  was  celebrated  for  its 
size,  harmonious  proportions,  and  the  richness  of  its  decorations. 
It  was  the  place  where  the  chapters  of  the  famous  order  of  the 
Golden   Fleece  were  held.     Its  walls  were  hung  with  a  magnifi- 
cent  tapestry   of   Arras,  representing   the   life   and   achievements 
of  Gideon  the  Midianite,  and  giving  particular  prominence  to  the 
miracle    of   the    <<  fleece    of   wool,'*    vouchsafed   to   that   renowned 
champion,  the   great   patron   of   the    Knights   of   the   Fleece.     On 
the    present    occasion    there    were    various    additional    embellish- 
ments  of   flowers   and   votive    garlands.      At   the   western   end   a 
spacious    platform    or    stage,   with    six   or   seven   steps,  had  been 
constructed,  below  which  was  a  range  of  benches  for  the  deputies 
of   the    seventeen   provinces.     Upon    the    stage   itself   there   were 
rows  of  seats,  covered   with    tapestry,  upon   the   right   hand   and 
upon    the    left.      These    were    respectively    to    accommodate    the 
knights  of  the  order  and  the  guests  of  high  distinction.     In  the 
rear  of  these  were  other  benches  for  the  members  of  the  three 
great  councils.     In  the  centre  of  the  stage  was  a  splendid  canopy, 
decorated  with  the  arms  of  Burgundy,  beneath  which  were  placed 
three   gilded   arm-chairs.     All   the   seats  upon  the  platform  were 
vaciint;    but    the    benches   below,   assigned  to   the  deputies  of  the 
provinces,  were  already  filled.     Numerous  representatives  from  all 
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the  States  but  two  —  Gelderland  and  Overyssel  —  had  already 
taken  their  places.  Grave  magistrates  in  chain  and  gown,  and 
executive  officers  in  the  splendid  civic  uniforms  for  which  the 
Netherlands  were  celebrated,  already  filled  every  seat  within 
the  space  allotted.  The  remainder  of  the  hall  was  crowded  with 
the  more  favored  portion  of  the  multitude,  which  had  been  fortu- 
nate enough  to  procure  admission  to  the  exhibition.  The  archers 
and  hallebardiers  of  the  body-guard  kept  watch  at  all  the  doors. 
The  theatre  was  filled,  the  audience  was  eager  with  expecta- 
tion, the  actors  were  yet  to  arrive.  As  the  clock  struck  three, 
the  hero  of  the  scene  appeared.  Caesar,  as  he  was  always  desig- 
nated in  the  classic  language  of  the  day,  entered,  leaning  on  the 
shoulder  of  William  of  Orange.  They  came  from  the  chapel,  and 
were  immediately  followed  by  Philip  the  Second  and  Queen  Mary 
of  Hungary.  The  Archduke  Maximilian,  the  Duke  of  Savoy,  and 
other  great  personages  came  afterwards,  accompanied  by  a  glitter- 
ing throng  of  warriors,  councillors,  governors,  and  Knights  of  the 
Fleece. 

Many  individuals  of  existing  or  future  historic  celebrity  in  the 
Netherlands,  whose  names  are  so  familiar  to  the  student  of  the 
epoch,  seemed  to  have  been  grouped,  as  if  by  premeditated  design, 
upon  this  imposing  platform,  where  the  curtain  wa^  to  fall  for- 
ever upon  the  mightiest  Emperor  since  Charlemagne,  and  where 
the  opening  scene  of  the  long  and  tremendous  tragedy  of  Philip's 
reign  was  to  be  simultaneously  enacted.  There  was  the  bishop 
of  Arras,  soon  to  be  known  throughout  Christendom  by  the  more 
celebrated  title  of  Cardinal  Granvelle, —  the  serene  and  smiling 
priest,  whose  subtle  influence  over  the  destinies  of  so  many  indi- 
viduals then  present,  and  over  the  fortunes  of  the  whole  land, 
was  to  be  so  extensive  and  so  deadly.  There  was  that  flower  of 
Flemish  chivalry,  the  lineal  descendant  of  ancient  Frisian  kings, 
already  distinguished  for  his  bravery  in  many  fields,  but  not  hav- 
ing yet  won  those  two  remarkable  victories  which  were  soon  to 
make  the  name  of  Egmont  like  the  sound  of  a  trumpet  through- 
out the  whole  country.  Tall,  magnificent  in  costume,  with  dark 
flowing  hair,  soft  brown  e5'e,  smooth  cheek,  a  slight  mustache, 
and  features  of  almost  feminine  delicacy, —  such  was  the  gallant 
and  ill-fated  Lamoral  Egmont.  The  Count  of  Horn,  too,  with 
bold,  sullen  face,  and  fan-shaped  beard, —  a  brave,  honest,  discon- 
tented, quarrelsome,  unpopular  man ;  those  other  twins  in  doom, 
the    Marquis    Berghen    and    the    Lord    of    Montigny;    the    Baron 
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Berlaymont,  brave,  intensely  loyal,  insatiably  greedy  for  office 
and  wages,  but  who  at  least  never  served  but  one  party;  the 
Duke  of  Arschot,  who  was  to  serve  all,  essay  to  rule  all,  and  to 
betray  all, —  a  splendid  seignior,  magnificent  in  cramoisy  velvet, 
but  a  poor  creature,  who  traced  his  pedigree  from  Adam  accord- 
ing to  the  family  monumental  inscriptions  at  Louvain,  but  who 
was  better  known  as  grandnephew  of  the  Emperor's  famous 
tutor  Chievres;  the  bold,  debauched  Brederode,  with  handsome, 
reckless  face  and  turbulent  demeanor;  the  infamous  Noircarmes, 
whose  name  was  to  be  covered  with  eternal  execration  for 
aping  towards  his  own  compatriots  and  kindred  as  much  of 
Alva's  atrocities  and  avarice  as  he  was  permitted  to  exercise;  the 
distinguished  soldiers  Meghen  and  Aremberg, —  these,  with  many 
others  whose  deeds  of  arms  were  to  become  celebrated  throueh- 
out  Europe,  were  all  conspicuous  in  the  brilliant  crowd.  There 
too  was  that  learned  Frisian,  President  Viglius,  crafty,  plausible, 
adroit,  eloquent, —  a  small,  brisk  man,  with  long  yellow  hair,  glit- 
tering green  eyes,  round,  tumid,  rosy  cheeks,  and  flowing  beard. 
Foremost  among  the  Spanish  grandees,  and  close  to  Philip,  stood 
the  famous  favorite,  Ruy  Gomez, —  or  as  he  was  familiarly  called, 
*  Re  y  Gomez '^  (King  and  Gomez), —  a  man  of  meridional  aspect, 
with  coal-blgck  hair  and  beard,  gleaming  eyes,  a  face  pallid  with 
intense  application,  and  slender  but  handsome  figure ;  while  in 
immediate  attendance  upon  the  Emperor  was  the  immortal  Prince 
of  Orange. 

Such  were  a  few  only  of  the  most  prominent  in  that  gay 
throng,  whose  fortunes  in  part  it  will  be  our  humble  duty  to 
narrate;  how  many  of  them  passing  through  all  this  glitter  to  a 
dark  and  mysterious  gloom !  some  to  perish  on  public  scaffolds, 
some  by  midnight  assassination;  others,  more  fortunate,  to  fall 
on  the  battle-field;  nearly  all,  sooner  or  later,  to  be  laid  in  bloody- 
graves  ! 

All  the  company  present  had  risen  to  their  feet  as  the  Em- 
peror entered.  By  his  command,  all  immediately  after  resumed 
their  places.  The  benches  at  either  end  of  the  platform  were 
accordingly  filled  with  the  royal  and  princely  personages  invited, 
—  with  the  Fleece  Knights,  wearing  the  insignia  of  their  order, 
with  the  members  of  the  three  great  councils,  and  with  the 
governors.  The  Emperor,  the  King,  and  the  Queen  of  Hungary, 
were  left  conspicuous  in  the  centre  of  the  scene.  As  the  whole 
object  of  the  ceremony  was  to  present  an  impressive  exhibition. 
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it  is  worth  our  while  to  examine  minutely  the  appearance  of  the 
two  principal  characters. 

Charles  the  Fifth  was  then  fifty-five  years  and  eight  months 
old;  but  he  was  already  decrepit  with  premature  old  age.  He 
was  of  about  the  middle  height,  and  had  been  athletic  and  well 
proportioned.  Broad  in  the  shoulders,  deep  in  the  chest,  thin  in 
the  flank,  very  muscular  in  the  arms  and  legs,  he  had  been  able 
to  match  himself  with  all  competitors  in  the  tourney  and  the 
ring,  and  to  vanquish  the  bull  with  his  own  hand  in  the  favorite 
national  amusement  of  Spain.  He  had  been  able  in  the  field  to 
do  the  duty  of  captain  and  soldier,  to  endure  fatigue  and  expos- 
ure, and  every  privation  except  fasting.  These  personal  advan- 
tages were  now  departed.  Crippled  in  hands,  knees,  and  legs, 
he  supported  himself  with  difficulty  upon  a  crutch,  with  the  aid 
of  an  attendant's  shoulder.  In  face  he  had  always  been  extremely 
ugly,  and  time  had  certainly  not  improved  his  physiognomy.  His 
hair,  once  of  a  light  color,  was  now  white  with  age,  close-clipped 
and  bristling;  his  beard  was  gray,  coarse,  and  shaggy.  His  fore- 
head was  spacious  and  commanding;  the  eye  was  dark-blue,  with 
an  expression  both  majestic  and  benignant.  His  nose  was  aqui- 
line but  crooked.  The  lower  part  of  his  face  was  famous  for  its 
deformity.  The  under  lip,  a  Burgundian  inheritance,  as  faithfully 
transmitted  as  the  duchy  and  county,  was  heavy  and  hanging; 
the  lower  jaw  protruding  so  far  beyond  the  upper,  that  it  was 
impossible  for  him  to  bring  together  the  few  fragments  of  teeth 
which  still  remained,  or  to  speak  a  whole  sentence  in  an  intel- 
ligible voice.  Eating  and  talking,  occupations  to  which  he  was 
always  much  addicted,  were  becoming  daily  more  arduous  in  con- 
sequence of  this  original  defect;  which  now  seemed  hardly  human, 
but  rather  an  original  deformity. 

So  much  for  the  father.  The  son,  Philip  the  Second,  was  a 
small,  meagre  man,  much  below  the  middle  height,  with  thin 
legs,  a  narrow  chest,  and  the  shrinking,  timid  air  of  a  habitual 
invalid.  He  seemed  so  little  upon  his  first  visit  to  his  aunts, 
the  Queens  Eleanor  and  Mary,  accustomed  to  look  upon  proper 
men  in  Flanders  and  Germany,  that  he  was  fain  to  win  their 
favor  by  making  certain  attempts  in  the  tournament,  in  which 
his  success  was  sufficiently  problematical.  "His  body,"  says  his 
professed  panegyrist,  "  was  but  a  human  cage,  in  which,  however 
brief  and  narrow,  dwelt  a  soul  to  whose  flight  the  immeasurable 
expanse    of   heaven   was   too    contracted."      The    same   wholesale 
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admirer  adds  that  "  his  aspect  was  so  reverend,  that  rustics  who 
met  him  alone  in  a  wood,  without  knowing  him,  bowed  down 
with  instinctive  veneration.*  In  face  he  was  the  living  image  of 
his  father;  having  the  same  broad  forehead  and  blue  eye,  with 
the  same  aquiline,  but  better  proportioned,  nose.  In  the  lower 
part  of  the  countenance  the  remarkable  Burgundian  deformity 
was  likewise  reproduced:  he  had  the  same  heavy,  hanging  lip, 
with  a  vast  mouth,  and  monstrously  protruding  lower  jaw.  His 
complexion  was  fair,  his  hair  light  and  thin,  his  beard  3^ellow, 
short,  and  pointed.  He  had  the  aspect  of  a  Fleming,  but  the 
loftiness  of  a  Spaniard,  His  demeanor  in  public  was  still,  silent, 
almost  sepulchral.  He  looked  habitually  on  the  ground  when  he 
conversed,  was  chary  of  speech,  embarrassed  and  even  suffering 
in  manner.  This  was  ascribed  partly  to  a  natural  haughtiness, 
which  he  had  occasionally  endeavored  to  overcome,  and  partly  to 
habitual  pains  in  the  stomach,  occasioned  by  his  inordinate  fond- 
ness for  pastry. 

Such  was  the  personal  appearance  of  the  man  who  was  about 
to  receive  into  his  single  hand  the  destinies  of  half  the  world; 
whose  single  will  was,  for  the  future,  to  shape  the  fortunes  of 
every  individual  then  present,  of  many  millions  more  in  Europe, 
America,  and  at  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  of  countless  millions 
yet  unborn. 

The  three  royal  personages  being  seated  upon  chairs  placed 
triangularly  under  the  canopy,  such  of  the  audience  as  had  seats 
provided  for  them  now  took  their  places,  and  the  proceedings 
commenced.  Philibert  de  Bruxelles,  a  member  of  the  privy  coun- 
cil of  the  Netherlands,  arose  at  the  Emperor's  command,  and 
made  a  long  oration.  He  spoke  of  the  Emperor's  warm  affection 
for  the  provinces,  as  the  land  of  his  birth;  of  his  deep  regret 
that  his  broken  health  and  failing  powers,  both  of  body  and 
mind,  compelled  him  to  resign  his  sovereignty,  and  to  seek  relief 
for  his  shattered  frame  in  a  more  genial  climate.  Caesar's  gout 
was  then  depicted  in  energetic  language,  which  must  have  cost 
him  a  twinge  as  he  sat  there  and  listened  to  the  councilor's  elo- 
quence, ^* 'Tis  a  most  truculent  executioner,**  said  Philibert:  "it 
invades  the  whole  body,  from  the  crown  of  the  head  to  the  soles 
of  the  feet,  leaving  nothing  untouched.  It  contracts  the  nerves 
with  intolerable  anguish,  it  enters  the  bones,  it  freezes  the  mar- 
row, it  converts  the  lubricating  fluids  of  the  joints  into  chalk; 
it  pauses  not   until,  having  exhausted  and  debilitated  the  whole 
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body,  it  has  rendered  all  its  necessary  instruments  useless,  and 
conquered  the  mind  by  immense  torture."  Engaged  in  mortal 
struggle  with  such  an  enemy,  Caesar  felt  himself  obliged,  as  the 
councilor  proceeded  to  inform  his  audience,  to  change  the  scene 
of  the  contest  from  the  humid  air  of  Flanders  to  the  warmer 
atmosphere  of  Spain.  He  rejoiced,  however,  that  his  son  was 
both  vigorous  and  experienced,  and  that  his  recent  marriage 
with  the  Queen  of  England  had  furnished  the  provinces  with  a 
most  valuable  alliance.  He  then  again  referred  to  the  Emperor's 
boundless  love  for  his  subjects;  and  concluded  with  a  tremen- 
dous, but  superfluous,  exhortation  to  Philip  on  the  necessity  of 
maintaining  the  Catholic  religion  in  its  purity.  After  this  long 
harangue,  which  has  been  fully  reported  by  several  historians 
who  were  present  at  the  ceremony,  the  councilor  proceeded  to 
read  the  deed  of  cession,  by  which  Philip,  already  sovereign  of 
Sicily,  Naples,  Milan,  and  titular  king  of  England,  France,  and 
Jerusalem,  now  received  all  the  duchies,  marquisates,  earldoms, 
baronies,  cities,  towns,  and  castles  of  the  Burgundian  property, 
including  of  course  the  seventeen  Netherlands. 

As  De  Bruxelles  finished,  there  was  a  buzz  of  admiration 
throughout  the  assembly,  mingled  with  murmurs  of  regret  that  in 
the  present  great  danger  upon  the  frontiers,  from  the  belliger- 
ent King  of  France  and  his  warlike  and  restless  nation,  the  prov- 
inces should  be  left  without  their  ancient  and  puissant  defender. 
The  Emperor  then  rose  to  his  feet.  Leaning  on  his  crutch,  he 
beckoned  from  his  seat  the  personage  upon  whose  arm  he  had 
leaned  as  he  entered  the  hall.  A  tall,  handsome  youth  of  twenty- 
two  came  forward:  a  man  whose  name  from  that  time  forward, 
and  as  long  as  history  shall  endure,  has  been  and  will  be  more 
familiar  than  any  other  in  the  mouths  of  Netherlanders.  At  that 
day  he  had  rather  a  southern  than  a  German  or  Flemish  appear- 
ance. He  had  a  Spanish  cast  of  features,  dark,  well  chiseled, 
and  symmetrical.  His  head  was  small  and  well  placed  upon  his 
shoulders.  His  hair  was  dark  brown,  as  were  also  his  mustache 
and  peaked  beard.  His  forehead  was  lofty,  spacious,  and  already 
prematurely  engraved  with  the  anxious  lines  of  thought.  His 
eyes  were  full,  brown,  well  opened,  and  expressive  of  profound 
reflection.  He  was  dressed  in  the  magnificent  apparel  for  which 
the  Netherlanders  were  celebrated  above  all  other  nations,  and 
which  the  ceremon}^  rendered  necessary.  His  presence  being 
considered   indispensable   at    this   great   ceremony,   he    had    been 
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summoned  but  recently  from  the  camp  on  the  frontier,  where, 
notwithstanding  his  youth,  the  Emperor  had  appointed  him  to 
command  his  army  in  chief  against  such  antagonists  as  Admiral 
Coligny  and  the  Due  de  Nevers. 

Thus  supported  upon  his  crutch  and  upon  the  shoulder  of 
William  of  Orange,  the  Emperor  proceeded  to  address  the  States, 
by  the  aid  of  a  closely  written  brief  which  he  held  in  his  hand. 
He  reviewed  rapidly  the  progress  of  events  from  his  seventeenth 
year  up  to  that  day.  He  spoke  of  his  nine  expeditions  into 
Germany,  six  to  Spain,  seven  to  Italy,  four  to  France,  ten  to 
the  Netherlands,  two  to  England,  as  many  to  Africa,  and  of  his 
eleven  voyages  by  sea.  He  sketched  his  various  wars,  victories, 
and  treaties  of  peace;  assuring  his  hearers  that  the  welfare  of 
his  subjects  and  the  security  of  the  Roman  Catholic  religion 
had  ever  been  the  leading  objects  of  his  life.  As  long  as  God 
had  granted  him  health,  he  continued,  only  enemies  could  have 
regretted  that  Charles  was  living  and  reigning;  but  now  that  his 
strength  was  but  vanity,  and  life  fast  ebbing  away,  his  love  for 
dominion,  his  affection  for  his  subjects,  and  his  regard  for  their 
interests,  required  his  departure.  Instead  of  a  decrepit  man  with 
one  foot  in  the  grave,  he  presented  them  with  a  sovereign  in  the 
prime  of  life  and  the  vigor  of  health.  Turning  toward  Philip,  he 
observed  that  for  a  dying  father  to  bequeath  so  magnificent  an 
empire  to  his  son  was  a  deed  worthy  of  gratitude;  but  that  when 
the  father  thus  descended  to  the  grave  before  his  time,  and  by  an 
anticipated  and  living  burial  sought  to  provide  for  the  welfare  of 
his  realms  and  the  grandeur  of  his  son,  the  benefit  thus  conferred 
was  surely  far  greater.  He  added  that  the  debt  would  be  paid 
to  him  and  with  usury,  should  Philip  conduct  himself  in  his  ad- 
ministration of  the  province  with  a  wise  and  affectionate  regard 
to  their  true  interests.  Posterity  would  applaud  his  abdication, 
should  his  son  prove  worthy  of  his  bounty;  and  that  could  only 
be  by  living  in  the  fear  of  God,  and  by  maintaining  law,  justice, 
and  the  Catholic  religion  in  all  their  purity,  as  the  true  founda- 
tion of  the  realm.  In  conclusion,  he  entreated  the  estates,  and 
through  them  the  nation,  to  render  obedience  to  their  new 
prince,  to  maintain  concord,  and  to  preserve  inviolate  the  Catho- 
lic faith;  begging  them,  at  the  same  time,  to  pardon  him  all 
errors  or  offenses  which  he  might  have  committed  towards  them 
during  his  reign,  and  assuring  them  that  he  should  unceasingly 
remember   their  obedience   and   affection   in   his   every  prayer  to 
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that   Being   to  whom  the  remainder  of  his  life  was  to  be  dedi- 
cated. 

Such  brave  words  as  these,  so  many  vigorous  asseverations  of 
attempted  performance  of  duty,  such  fervent  hopes  expressed  of 
a  benign  administration  in  behalf  of  the  son,  could  not  but  affect 
the  sensibilities  of  the  audience,  already  excited  and  softened  by 
the  impressive  character  of  the  whole  display.  Sobs  were  heard 
throughout  every  portion  of  the  hall,  and  tears  poured  profusely 
from  every  eye.  The  Fleece  Knights  on  the  platform  and  the 
burghers  in  the  background  were  all  melted  with  the  same  emo- 
tion. As  for  the  Emperor  himself,  he  sank  almost  fainting  upon 
his  chair  as  he  concluded  his  address.  An  ashy  paleness  over- 
spread his  countenance,  and  he  wept  like  a  child.  Even  the  icy 
Philip  was  almost  softened,  as  he  rose  to  perform  his  part  in  the 
ceremony.  Dropping  upon  his  knees  before  his  father's  feet,  he 
reverently  kissed  his  hand.  Charles  placed  his  hands  solemnly 
upon  his  son's  head,  made  the  sign  of  the  cross,  and  blessed  him 
in  the  name  of  the  Holy  Trinity.  Then  raising  him  in  his  arms 
he  tenderly  embraced  him,  saying,  as  he  did  so,  to  the  great 
potentates  around  him,  that  he  felt  a  sincere  compassion  for  the 
son  on  whose  shoulders  so  heavy  a  weight  had  just  devolved,  and 
which  only  a  lifelong  labor  would  enable  him  to  support.  Philip 
now  uttered  a  few  words  expressive  of  his  duty  to  his  father 
and  his  affection  for  his  people.  Turning  to  the  orders,  he  signi- 
fied  his  regret  that  he  was  unable  to  address  them  either  in 
the  French  or  Flemish  language,  and  was  therefore  obliged  to 
ask  their  attention  to  the  Bishop  of  Arras,  who  would  act  as  his 
interpreter.  Antony  Perrenot  accordingly  arose,  and  in  smooth, 
fluent,  and  well-turned  commonplaces,  expressed  at  great  length 
the  gratitude  of  Philip  towards  his  father,  with  his  firm  deter- 
mination to  walk  in  the  path  of  duty,  and  to  obey  his  father's 
counsels  and  example  in  the  future  administration  of  the  prov- 
inces. This  long  address  of  the  prelate  was  responded  to  at 
equal  length  by  Jacob  Maas,  member  of  the  Council  of  Brabant, 
a  man  of  great  learning,  eloquence,  and  prolixity;  who  had  been 
selected  to  reply  on  behalf  of  the  States-General,  and  who  now, 
in  the  name  of  these  bodies,  accepted  the  abdication  in  an  ele- 
gant and  complimentary  harangue.  Queen  Mary  of  Hungary  —  the 
<^  Christian  widow '^  of  Erasmus,  and  Regent  of  the  Netherlands 
during  the  past  twenty-five  years  —  then  rose  to  resign  her  office, 
making  a  brief  address  expressive  of  her  affection  for  the  people, 
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her  regrets  at  leaving  them,  and  her  hopes  that  all  errors  which 
she  might  have  committed  during  her  long  administration  would 
be  forgiven  her.  Again  the  redundant  Maas  responded,  asserting 
in  terms  of  fresh  compliment  and  elegance  the  uniform  satisfac- 
tion of  the  provinces  with  her  conduct  during-  her  whole  career. 
The  orations  and  replies  having  now  been  brought  to  a  close, 
the  ceremony  was  terminated.  The  Emperor,  leaning  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  Prince  of  Orange  and  of  the  Count  de  Buren, 
slowly  left  the  hall,  followed  by  Philip,  the  Queen  of  Hungary, 
and  the  whole  court;  all  in  the  same  order  in  which  they  had 
entered,  and  by  the  same  passage  into  the  chapel. 
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THE  blaze  and  smoke  of  ten  thousand  beacon-fires,  from  the 
Land's  End  to  Margate,  and  from  the  Isle  of  Wight  to 
Cumberland,  gave  warning  to  every  Englishman  that  the 
enemy  was  at  last  upon  them.  Almost  at  that  very  instant, 
intelligence  had  been  brought  from  the  court  to  the  Lord  Admi- 
ral at  Plymouth  that  the  Armada,  dispersed  and  shattered  by 
the  gales  of  June,  was  not  likely  to  make  its  appearance  that 
year;  and  orders  had  consequently  been  given  to  disarm  the  four 
largest  ships  and  send  them  into  dock.  Even  Walsingham,  as 
already  stated,  had  participated  in  this  strange  delusion. 

Before  Howard  had  time  to  act  upon  this  ill-timed  suggestion, 
—  even  had  he  been  disposed  to  do  so, — he  received  authentic 
intelligence  that  the  great  fleet  was  off  the  Lizard.  Neither  he 
nor  Francis  Drake  were  the  men  to  lose  time  in  such  an  emer- 
gency; and  before  that  Friday  night  was  spent,  sixty  of  the  best 
English  ships  had  been  warped  out  of  Plymouth  harbor. 

On  Saturday,  30th  July,  the  wind  was  very  light  at  southwest, 
with  a  mist  and  drizzling  rain;  but  by  three  in  the  afternoon 
the  two  fleets  could  descry  and  count  each  other  through  the 
haze. 

By  nine  o'clock,  31st  July,  about  two  mites  from  Looe  on  the 
Cornish  coast,  the  fleets  had  their  first  meeting.  There  were  one 
hundred    and    thirty-six   sail    of   the    vSpaniards,    of    which    ninety 
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were  large  ships;  and  sixty- seven  of  the  English.  It  was  a  sol- 
emn moment.  The  long-expected  Armada  presented  a  pompous, 
almost  a  theatrical  appearance.  The  ships  seemed  arranged  for 
a  pageant,  in  honor  of  a  victory  already  won.  Disposed  in  form 
of  a  crescent,  the  horns  of  which  were  seven  miles  asunder,  those 
gilded,  towered,  floating  castles,  with  their  gaudy  standards  and 
their  martial  music,  moved  slowly  along  the  channel,  with  an  air 
of  indolent  pomp.  Their  captain-general,  the  golden  duke,  stood 
in  his  private  shot-proof  fortress,  on  the  deck  of  his  great  galleon 
the  St.  Martin,  surrounded  by  generals  of  infantry  and  colonels 
of  cavalry,  who  knew  as  little  as  he  did  himself  of  naval  matters. 
The  English  vessels,  on  the  other  hand, —  with  a  few  exceptions 
light,  swift,  and  easily  handled, —  could  sail  round  and  round 
those  unwieldy  galleons,  hulks,  and  galleys  rowed  by  fettered 
slave  gangs.  The  superior  seamanship  of  free  Englishmen,  com- 
manded by  such  experienced  captains  as  Drake,  Frobisher,  and 
Hawkins, —  from  infancy  at  home  on  blue  water, —  was  manifest 
in  the  very  first  encounter.  They  obtained  the  weather-gage 
at  once,  and  cannonaded  the  enemy  at  intervals  with  considera- 
ble effect;  easily  escaping  at  will  out  of  range  of  the  sluggish 
Armada,  which  was  incapable  of  bearing  sail  in  pursuit,  although 
provided  with  an  armament  which  could  sink  all  its  enemies  at 
close  quarters.  **  We  had  some  small  fight  with  them  that  Sun- 
day afternoon,'^  said  Hawkins. 

Medina  Sidonia  hoisted  the  royal  standard  at  the  fore;  and 
the  whole  fleet  did  its  utmost,  which  was  little,  to  offer  general 
battle.  It  was  in  vain.  The  English,  following  at  the  heels 
of  the  enemy,  refused  all  such  invitations,  and  attacked  only  the 
rear-guard  of  the  Armada,  where  Recalde  commanded.  That 
admiral,  steadily  maintaining  his  post,  faced  his  nimble  antago- 
nists, who  continued  to  tease,  to  maltreat,  and  to  elude  him,  while 
the  rest  of  the  fleet  proceeded  slowly  up  the  Channel  closely 
followed  by  the  enemy.  And  thus  the  running  fight  continued 
along  the  coast,  in  full  view  of  Plymouth,  whence  boats  with 
reinforcements  and  volunteers  were  perpetually  arriving  to  the 
English  ships,  until  the  battle  had  drifted  quite  out  of  reach  of 
the  town. 

Already  in  this  first  ^' small  fight  ^^  the  Spaniards  had  learned 
a  lesson,  and  inight  even  entertain  a  doubt  of  their  invincibilitv. 
But  before  the  sun  set  there  were  more  serious  disasters.  Much 
powder  and  shot  had  been  expended  by  the  Spaniard  to  very  little 
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purpose,  and  so  a  master-gunner  on  board  Admiral  Oquendo's 
flag-ship  was  reprimanded  for  careless  ball-practice.  The  gunner, 
who  was  a  Fleming,  enraged  with  his  captain,  laid  a  train  to  the 
powder-magazine,  fired  it,  and  threw  himself  into  the  sea.  Two 
decks  blew  up.  The  great  castle  at  the  stern  rose  into  clouds, 
carrying  with  it  the  paymaster-general  of  the  fleet,  a  large  por- 
tion of  treasure,  and  nearly  two  hundred  men.  The  ship  was  a 
wreck,  but  it  was  possible  to  save  the  rest  of  the  crew.  So 
Medina  Sidonia  sent  light  vessels  to  remove  them,  and  wore  with 
iiis  flag-ship  to  defend  Oquendo,  who  had  already  been  fastened 
upon  by  his  English  pursuers.  But  the  Spaniards,  not  being 
so  light  in  hand  as  their  enemies,  involved  themselves  in  much 
embarrassment  by  this  manoeuvre;  and  there  was  much  falling 
foul  of  each  other,  entanglement  of  rigging,  and  carrying  away 
of  yards.  Oquendo's  men,  however,  were  ultimately  saved  and 
taken  to  other  ships. 

Meantime  Don  Pedro  de  Valdez,  commander  of  the  Andalusian 
squadron,  having  got  his  galleon  into  collision  with  two  or  three 
Spanish  ships  successively,  had  at  last  carried  away  his  fore-mast 
close  to  the  deck,  and  the  wreck  had  fallen  against  his  main- 
mast. He  lay  crippled  and  helpless,  the  Armada  was  slowly 
deserting  him,  night  was  coming  on,  the  sea  was  running  high, 
and  the  English,  ever  hovering  near,  were  ready  to  grapple  with 
him.  In  vain  did  Don  Pedro  fire  signals  of  distress.  The  captain- 
general —  even  as  though  the  unlucky  galleon  had  not  been  con- 
nected with  the  Catholic  fleet  —  calmly  fired  a  gun  to  collect  his 
scattered  ships,  and  abandoned  Valdez  to  his  fate.  *^  He  left  me 
comfortless  in  sight  of  the  whole  fleet, '^  said  poor  Pedro;  *^and 
greater  inhumanity  and  unthankfulness  I  think  was  never  heard 
of  among  men.** 

Yet  the  vSpaniard  comported  himself  most  gallantly.  Frobisher, 
in  the  largest  ship  of  the  English  fleet,  the  Triumph  of  eleven 
hundred  tons,  and  Hawkins  in  the  Victory  of  eight  hundred, 
cannonaded  him  at  a  distance,  but  night  coming  on,  he  was  able 
to  resist;  and  it  was  not  till  the  following  morning  that  he  sur- 
rendered to  the  Revenge. 

Drake  then  received  the  gallant  prisoner  on  board  his  flag- 
ship,—  much  to  the  disgust  and  indignation  of  Frobisher  and 
Hawkins,  thus  disappointed  of  their  prize  and  ransom  money, — 
treated  him  with  much  courtesy,  and  gave  his  word  of  honor  that 
he    and    his    men    should    be    treated    fairly    like    good    prisoners 
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of  war.  This  pledge  was  redeemed;  for  it  was  not  the  English. 
as  it  was  the  Spanish  custom,  to  convert  captives  into  slaves, 
but  only  to  hold  them  for  ransom.  Valdez  responded  to  Drake's 
politeness  by  kissing  his  hand,  embracing  him,  and  overpowering 
him  with  magnificent  compliments.  He  was  then  sent  on  board 
the  Lord  Admiral,  who  received  him  with  similar  urbanity,  and 
expressed  his  regret  that  so  distinguished  a  personage  should 
have  been  so  coolly  deserted  by  the  Duke  of  Medina,  Don  Pedro 
then  returned  to  the  Revenge,  where,  as  the  guest  of  Drake,  he 
was  a  witness  to  all  subsequent  events  up  to  the  loth  of  August; 
on  which  day  he  was  sent  to  London  with  some  other  officers, 
Sir  Francis  claiming  his  ransom  as  his  lawful  due. 

Here  certainly  was  no  very  triumphant  beginning  for  the 
Invincible  Armada.  On  the  very  first  day  of  their  being  in  pres- 
ence of  the  English  fleet  —  then  but  sixty-seven  in  number,  and 
vastly  their  inferior  in  size  and  weight  of  metal  —  they  had  lost 
the  flag-ships  of  the  Guipuzcoan  and  of  the  Andalusian  squad- 
rons, with  a  general-admiral,  four  hundred  and  fifty  officers  and 
men,  and  some  one  hundred  thousand  ducats  of  treasure.  TJiey 
had  been  outmanoeuvred,  outsailed,  and  thoroughly  maltreated  by 
their  antagonists,  and  they  had  been  unable  to  inflict  a  single 
blow  in  return.  Thus  the  <^  small  fight '^  had  been  a  cheerful  one 
for  the  opponents  of  the  Inquisition,  and  the  English  were  pro- 
portionally encouraged.     .     .     , 

Never,  since  England  was  England,  had  such  a  sight  been  seen 
as  now  revealed  itself  in  those  narrow  straits  between  Dover  and 
Calais.  Along  that  long,  low,  sandy  shore,  and  quite  within  the 
range  of  the  Calais  fortifications,  one  hundred  and  thirty  Spanish 
ships  —  the  greater  number  of  them  the  largest  and  most  heavily 
armed  in  the  world  —  lay  face  to  face,  and  scarcely  out  of  cannon- 
shot,  with  one  hundred  and  fifty  English  sloops  and  frigates,  the 
strongest  and  swiftest  that  the  island  could  furnish,  and  com- 
manded by  men  whose  exploits  had  rung  through  the  world. 

Farther  along  the  coast,  invisible,  but  known  to  be  performing 
a  most  perilous  and  vital  service,  was  a  squadron  of  Dutch  ves- 
sels of  all  sizes,  lining  both  the  inner  and  outer  edges  of  the 
sandbanks  off  the  Flemish  coasts,  and  swarming  in  all  the  estu 
aries  and  inlets  of  that  intricate  and  dangerous  cruising-ground 
between  Dunkirk  and  Walcheren.  Those  fleets  of  Holland  and 
Zeeland,  numbering  some  one  hundred  and  fifty  galleons,  sloops, 
and  fly-boats,  under  Warmond,  Nassau,  Van  der  Does,  De  Moor, 
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and  Rosendael,  lay  patiently  blockading  every  possible  egress 
from  Newport,  or  Gravelines,  or  Sluys,  or  Flushing,  or  Dunkirk; 
and  longing  to  grapple  with  the  Duke  of  Parma,  so  soon  as  his 
fleet  of  o-unboats  and  hoys,  packed  with  his  Spanish  and  Italian 
veterans,  should  venture  to  set  forth  upon  the  sea  for  their  long- 
prepared  exploit. 

It  was  a  pompous  spectacle  that  midsummer  night,  upon  those 
narrow  seas.  The  moon,  which  was  at  the  full,  was  rising  calmly 
upon  a  scene  of  anxious  expectation.  Would  she  not  be  looking, 
by  the  morrow's  night,  upon  a  subjugated  England,  a  re-enslaved 
Holland  —  upon  the  downfall  of  civil  and  religious  liberty?  Those 
ships  of  Spain,  which  lay  there  with  their  banners  waving  in  the 
moonlight,  discharging  salvos  of  anticipated  triumph  and  filling 
the  air  with  strains  of  insolent  music  —  would  they  not,  by  day- 
break, be  moving  straight  to  their  purpose,  bearing  the  conquer- 
ors of  the  world  to  the  scene  of  their  cherished  hopes  ? 

That  English  fleet,  too,  which  rode  there  at  anchor,  so  anx- 
iously on  the  watch  —  would  that  swarm  of  nimble,  lightly  han- 
dled, but  slender  vessels,  which  had  held  their  own  hitherto  in 
hurried  and  desultory  skirmishes,  be  able  to  cope  with  their  great 
antagonist,  now  that  the  moment  had  arrived  for  the  death  grap- 
ple ?  Would  not  Howard,  Drake,  Frobisher,  Seymour,  Winter, 
and  Hawkins  be  swept  out  of  the  straits  at  last,  yielding  an 
open  passage  to  Medina,  Oquendo,  Recalde,  and  Farnese  ?  Would 
those  Hollanders  and  Zeelanders  cruising  so  vigilantly  among 
their  treacherous  shallows  dare  to  maintain  their  post,  now  that 
the  terrible  "  Holofernes,^^  with  his  invincible  legions,  was  re- 
solved to  come  forth  ?     .     .     . 

And  the  impatience  of  the  soldiers  and  sailors  on  board  the 
fleet  was  equal  to  that  of  their  commanders.  There  was  London 
almost  before  their  eyes, —  a  huge  mass  of  treasure,  richer  and 
more  accessible  than  those  mines  beyond  the  Atlantic  which  had 
so  often  rewarded  Spanish  chivalry  with  fabulous  wealth.  And 
there  were  men  in  those  galleons  who  remembered  the  sack  of 
Antwerp  eleven  years  before;  men  who  could  tell,  from  per- 
sonal experience,  how  helpless  was  a  great  commercial  city  when 
once  in  the  clutch  of  disciplined  brigands;  men  who  in  that 
dread  '*  fury  of  Antwerp  *^  had  enriched  themselves  in  an  hour 
with  the  accumulations  of  a  merchant's  lifetime,  and  who  had 
slain  fathers  and  mothers,  sons  and  daughters,  brides  and  bride- 
grooms, before  each  other's  eyes,  until  the  number  of  inhabitants 
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butchered  in  the  blazing  streets  rose  to  many  thousands,  and 
the  plunder  from  palaces  and  warehouses  was  counted  by  millions, 
before  the  sun  had  set  on  the  « great  fury.»  Those  Spaniards, 
and  Italians,  and  Walloons  were  now  thirsting  for  more  gold, 
for  more  blood;  and  as  the  capital  of  England  was  even  more 
wealthy  and  far  more  defenseless  than  the  commercial  metropolis 
of  the  Netherlands  had  been,  so  it  was  resolved  that  the  London 
*'  fury "  should  be  more  thorough  and  more  productive  than  the 
<<fury  of  Antwerp,'^  at  the  memory  of  which  the  world  still  shud- 
dered. And  these ,  professional  soldiers  had  been  taught  to  con- 
sider the  English  as  a  pacific,  delicate,  effeminate  race;  dependent 
on  good  living,  without  experience  of  war,  quickly  fatigued  and 
discouraged,  and  even  more  easily  to  be  plundered  and  butchered 
than  were  the  excellent  burghers  of  Antwerp. 

And  so  these  southern  conquerors  looked  down  from  their 
great  galleons  and  galeasses  upon  the  English  vessels.  More  than 
three  quarters  of  them  were  merchantmen.  There  was  no  com- 
parison whatever  between  the  relative  strength  of  the  fleets.  In 
number  they  were  about  equal,  being  each  from  one  hundred 
and  thirty  to  one  hundred  and  fifty  strong;  but  the  Spaniards 
had  twice  the  tonnage  of  the  English,  four  times  the  artillery, 
and  nearly  three  times  the  number  of  men.     .     .     . 

As  the  twilight  deepened,  the  moon  became  totally  obscured, 
dark  cloud  masses  spread  over  the  heavens,  the  sea  grew  black, 
distant  thimder  rolled,  and  the  sob  of  an  approaching  tempest 
became  distinctly  audible.  Such  indications  of  a  westerly  gale 
were  not  encouraging  to  those  cumbrous  vessels,  with  the  treach- 
erous quicksands  of  Flanders  under  their  lee. 

At  an  hour  past  midnight,  it  was  so  dark  that  it  was  difficult 
for  the  most  practiced  eye  to  pierce  far  into  the  gloom.  But  a 
faint  drip  of  oars  now  struck  the  ears  of  the  Spaniards  as  they 
watched  from  the  decks.  A  few  moments  afterwards  the  sea 
became  suddenly  luminous;  and  six  flaming  vessels  appeared  at 
a  slight  distance,  bearing  steadily  down  upon  them  before  the 
wind   and  tide. 

There  were  men  in  the  Armada  who  had  been  at  the  siege 
of  Antwerp  only  three  years  before.  They  remembered  with  hor- 
ror the  devil-ships  of  Gianibelli, —  those  floating  volcanoes  which 
had  seemed  to  rend  earth  and  ocean,  whose  explosion  had  laid  so 
many  thousands  of  soldiers  dead  at  a  blow,  and  which  had  shat- 
tered the  bridge  and  floating  forts  of  Farnese  as  though  they  had 
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been  toys  of  glass.     They  knew  too  that  the  famous  engineer  was 
at  that  moment  in  England. 

In  a  moment  one  of  those  horrible  panics  which  spread 
with  such  contagious  rapidity  among  large  bodies  of  men,  seized 
upon  the  Spaniards.  There  was  a  yell  throughout  the  fleet  — 
« The  fireships  of  Antwerp !  the  fire-ships  of  Antwerp !  '^  and  in 
an  instant  every  cable  was  cut,  and  frantic  attempts  were  made 
by  each  galleon  and  galeasse  to  escape  what  seemed  imminent 
destruction.  The  confusion  was  beyond  description.  Four  or  five 
of  the  largest  ships  became  entangled  with  each  other.  Two  oth- 
ers were  set  on  fire  by  the  flaming  vessels  and  were  consumed. 
Medina  Sidonia,  who  had  been  warned,  even  before  his  departure 
from  Spain,  that  some  such  artifice  would  probably  be  attempted, 
and  who  had  even,  early  that  morning,  sent  out  a  party  of  sailors 
in  a  pinnace  to  search  for  indications  of  the  scheme,  was  not  sur- 
prised or  dismayed.  He  gave  orders  —  as  well  as  might  be  —  that 
every  ship,  after  the  danger  should  be  passed,  was  to  return  to 
its  post  and  await  his  further  orders.  But  it  was  useless  in  that 
moment  of  unreasonable  panic  to  issue  commands.  The  despised 
Mantuan,  who  had  met  with  so  many  rebuffs  at  Philip's  court, 
and  who  —  owing  to  official  incredulity  —  had  been  but  partially 
successful  in  his  magnificent  enterprise  at  Antwerp,  had  now,  by 
the  mere  terror  of  his  name,  inflicted  more  damage  on  Philip's 
Armada  than  had  hitherto  been  accomplished  by  Howard  and 
Drake,   Hawkins  and  Frobisher  combined. 

So  long  as  night  and  darkness  lasted,  the  confusion  and  up- 
roar continued.  When  the  Monday  morning  dawned,  several  of 
the  Spanish  vessels  lay  disabled,  while  the  rest  of  the  fleet  was 
seen  at  a  distance  of  two  leagues  from  Calais,  driving  towards 
the  Flemish  coast.  The  threatened  gale  had  not  yet  begun  to 
blow;  but  there  were  fresh  squalls  from  the  W.  S.  W.,  which,  to 
such  awkward  sailors  as  the  Spanish  vessels,  were  difficult  to  con- 
tend with.  On  the  other  hand,  the  English  fleet  were  all  astir, 
and  ready  to  pursue  the  Spaniards,  now  rapidly  drifting  into  the 
North  Sea. 
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THE  ARMADA  DESTROYED 
From  the  <  History  of  the  United  Netherlands  > 

THE  battle  lasted  six  hours  long,  hot  and  furious;  for  now  there 
was  no  excuse  for  retreat  on  the  part  of  the  Spaniards, 
but  on  the  contrary,  it  was  the  intention  of  the  captain- 
general  to  return  to  his  station  off  Calais,  if  it  were  within  his 
power.  Nevertheless,  the  English  still  partially  maintained  the 
tactics  which  had  proved  so  successful,  and  resolutely  refused 
the  fierce  attempts  of  the  Spaniards  to  lay  themselves  alongside. 
Keeping  within  musket-range,  the  well-disciplined  English  mari- 
ners poured  broadside  after  broadside  against  the  towering  ships 
of  the  Armada  which  afforded  so  easy  a  mark;  while  the  Span- 
iards on  their  part  found  it  impossible,  while  wasting  incredible 
quantities  of  powder  and  shot,  to  inflict  any  severe  damage  on 
their  enemies.  Throughout  the  action,  not  an  English  ship  was 
destroyed,  and  not  a  hundred  men  were  killed.  On  the  other 
hand,  all  the  best  ships  of  the  Spaniards  were  riddled  through 
and  through;  and  with  masts  and  yards  shattered,  sails  and  rig- 
ging torn  to  shreds,  and  a  northwest  wind  still  drifting  them 
towards  the  fatal  sandbanks  of  Holland,  they  labored  heavily 
in  a  chopping  sea,  firing  wildly,  and  receiving  tremendous  pun- 
ishment at  the  hands  of  Howard,  Drake,  Seymour,  Winter,  and 
their  followers.  Not  even  master-gunner  Thomas  could  complain 
that  day  of  "  blind  exercise  *  on  the  part  of  the  English,  with 
"  little  harm  done  ^^  to  the  enemy.  There  was  scarcely  a  ship 
in  the  Armada  that  did  not  suffer  severely;  for  nearly  all  were 
engaged  in  that  memorable  action  off  the  sands  of  Gravelines. 
The  captain-general  himself,  Admiral  Recalde,  Alonzo  de  Leyva, 
Oquendo,  Diego  Flores  de  Valdez,  Bertendona,  Don  Francisco 
de  Toledo,  Don  Diego  de  Pimentel,  Telles  Enriquez,  Alonzo  de 
Luzon,  Garibay,  with  most  of  the  great  galleons  and  galeasses, 
were  in  the  thickest  of  the  fight;  and  one  after  the  other  each  of 
these  huge  ships  were  disabled.  Three  sank  before  the  fight  was 
over;  many  others  were  soon  drifting  helpless  wrecks  towards  a 
hostile  shore;  and  before  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  at  least 
sixteen  of  their  best  ships  had  been  sacrificed,  and  from  four  to 
five  thousand  soldiers  killed. 

Nearly  all  the  largest  vessels  of  the  Armada,  therefore,  having 
been  disabled  or  damaged, — according  to  a  Spanish  eye-witness, — • 
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and  all  their  small  shot  exhausted,  Medina  Sidonia  reluctantly 
gave  orders  to  retreat.  The  captain-general  was  a  bad  sailor; 
but  he  was  a  chivalrous  Spaniard  of  ancient  Gothic  blood,  and 
he  felt  deep  mortification  at  the  plight  of  his  invincible  fleet, 
together  with  undisguised  resentment  against  Alexander  Faniese, 
through  whose  treachery  and  incapacity  he  considered  the  great 
Catholic  cause  to  have  been  so  foully  sacrificed.  Crippled,  mal- 
treated, and  diminished  in  number  as  were  his  ships,  he  would 
have  still  faced  the  enemy,  but  the  winds  and  currents  were  fast 
driving  him  on  a  lee-shore;  and  the  pilots,  one  and  all,  assured 
him  that  it  would  be  inevitable  destruction  to  remain.  After 
a  slight  and  very  ineffectual  attempt  to  rescue  Don  Diego  de 
Pimentel  in  the  St.  Matthew  —  who  refused  to  leave  his  disabled 
ship  —  and  Don  Francisco  de  Toledo,  whose  great  galleon  the  St. 
Philip  was  fast  driving,  a  helpless  wreck,  towards  Zeeland,  the 
Armada  bore  away  N.  N.  E.  into  the  open  sea,  leaving  those  who 
could  not  follow,  to  their  fate.     ... 

But  Howard  decided  to  wrestle  no  further  pull.  Having 
followed  the  Spaniards  till  Friday,  12th  of  August,  as  far  as 
the  latitude  of  56°  17',  the  Lord  Admiral  called  a  council.  It  was 
then  decided,  in  order  to  save  English  lives  and  ships,  to  put 
into  the  Frith  of  Forth  for  water  and  provisions,  leaving  two 
"pinnaces  to  dog  the  fleet  until  it  should  be  past  the  Isles  of 
Scotland.'^  But  the  next  day,  as  the  wind  shifted  to  the  north- 
west, another  council  decided  to  take  advantage  of  the  change, 
and  bear  away  for  the  North  Foreland,  in  order  to  obtain  a  sup- 
ply of  powder,  shot,  and  provisions. 

Up  to  this  period  the  weather,  though  occasionally  threaten- 
ing, had  been  moderate.  During  the  week  which  succeeded  the 
eventful  night  off  Calais,  neither  the  Armada  nor  the  English 
ships  had  been  much  impeded  in  their  manoeuvres  by  storms  or 
heavy  seas.  But  on  the  following  Sunday,  14th  of  August,  there 
was  a  change.  The  wind  shifted  again  to  the  southwest;  and 
during  the  whole  of  that  day  and  the  Monday,  blew  a  tremen- 
dous gale.  " 'Twas  a  more  violent  storm,'*  said  Howard,  **  than 
was  ever  seen  before  at  this  time  of  the  year."  The  retreat- 
ing English  fleet  was  scattered,  many  ships  were  in  peril  "  among 
the  ill-favored  sands  off  Norfolk,**  but  within  four  or  five  days 
all  arrived  safely  in  Margate  roads. 

Far  different  was  the  fate  of  the  Spaniards.  Over  their  In- 
vincible   Armada,    last    seen    by_  the    departing    English    midway 
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between  the  coasts  of  Scotland  and  Denmark,  the  blackness  of 
night  seemed  suddenly  to  descend.  A  mystery  hung  for  a  long 
time  over  their  fate.  Damaged,  leaking,  without  pilots,  without  a 
competent  commander,  the  great  fleet  entered  that  furious  storm, 
and  was  whirled  along  the  iron  crags  of  Norway,  and  between 
the  savage  rocks  of  Faroe  and  the  Hebrides.  In  those  regions 
of  tempest  the  insulted  North  wreaked  its  full  vengeance  on  the 
insolent  Spaniards.  Disaster  after  disaster  marked  their  perilous 
track,  gale  after  gale  swept  them  hither  and  thither,  tossing  them 
on  sandbanks  or  shattering  them  against  granite  cliffs.  The 
coasts  of  Norway,  Scotland,  Ireland,  were  strewn  with  the  wrecks 
of  that  pompous  fleet  which  claimed  the  dominion  of  the  seas; 
with  the  bones  of  those  invincible  legions  which  were  to  have 
sacked   London  and  made   England  a   Spanish  viceroyalty. 

Through  the  remainder  of  the  month  of  August  there  was 
a  succession  of  storms.  On  the  2d  of  September  a  fierce  south- 
wester  drove  Admiral  Oquendo  in  his  galleon,  together  \vith  one 
of  the  great  galeasses,  two  large  Venetian  ships  (the  Ratta  and 
the  Balauzara),  and  thirty-six  other  vessels,  upon  the  Irish  coast, 
where  nearly  every  soul  on  board  perished;  while  the  few  who 
escaped  to  the  shore  —  notwithstanding  their  religious  affinity 
with  the  inhabitants  —  were  either  butchered  in  cold  blood,  or  sent 
coupled  in  halters  from  village  to  village,  in  order  to  be  shipped 
to  England.  A  few  ships  were  driven  on  the  English  coast; 
others  went   ashore  near   Rochelle. 

Of  ^  the  four  galeasses  and  four  galleys,  one  of  each  returned 
to  Spain.  Of  the  ninety-one  great  galleons  and  hulks,  fifty-eight 
were  lost  and  thirty-three  returned.  Of  the  tenders  and  zabras, 
seventeen  were  lost  and  eighteen  returned.  Of  one  hundred  and 
thirty-four  vessels  which  sailed  from  Coruna  in  July,  but  fifty- 
three,  great  and  small,  made  their  escape  to  Spain;  and  these 
were  so  damaged  as  to  be  utterly  worthless.  The  Invincible 
Armada  had  not  only  been  vanquished  but  annihilated. 

Of  the  thirty  thousand  men  who  sailed  in  the  fleet,  it  is  prob- 
able that  not  more  than  ten  thousand  ever  saw  their  native  land 
again.  Most  of  the  leaders  of  the  expedition  lost  their  lives. 
Medina  Sidonia  reached  Santander  in  October,  and  as  Philip  for  a 
moment  believed,  "with  the  greater  part  of  the  Armada,'*  although 
the  King  soon  discovered  his  mistake.  Recalde,  Diego  Flores  de 
Valdez,  Oquendo,  Maldonado,  Bobadilla,  Manriquez,  either  per- 
ished at  sea,  or  died  of  exhaustion  immediately  after  their  return. 
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Pedro  de  Valdez,  Vasco  de  Silva,  Alonzo  de  Sayas,  Pimentel, 
Toledo,  with  many  other  nobles,  were  prisoners  in  England  and 
Holland.  There  was  hardly  a  distinguished  family  in  Spain  not 
placed  in  mourning;  so  that,  to  relieve  the  universal  gloom,  an 
edict  was  published  forbidding  the  wearing  of  mourning  at  all. 
On  the  other  hand,  a  merchant  of  Lisbon,  not  yet  reconciled 
to  the  Spanish  conquest  of  his  country,  permitted  himself  some 
tokens  of  hilarity  at  the  defeat  of  the  Armada,  and  was  immedi- 
ately hanged  by  express  command  of  Philip.  Thus  —  as  men  said 
—  one  could  neither  cry  nor  laugh  within  the  Spanish  dominions. 
This  was  the  result  of  the  invasion,  so  many  years  preparing, 
and  at  an  expense  almost  incalculable.  In  the  year  1588  alone, 
the  cost  of  Philip's  armaments  for  the  subjugation  of  England 
could  not  have  been  less  than  six  millions  of  ducats;  and  there 
was  at  least  as  large  a  sum  on  board  the  Armada  itself,  although 
the  Pope  refused  to  pay  his  promised  million.  And  with  all  this 
outlay,  and  with  the  sacrifice  of  so  many  thousand  lives,  nothing 
had  been  accomplished;  and  Spain,  in  a  moment,  instead  of  seem- 
ing terrible  to  all  the  world,  had  become  ridiculous. 


THE  FATE  OF  JOHN  OF  BARNEVELD 

From  the   <  Life  and   Death  of  John  of  Bameveld.>     Copyright   1874,  by  John 
Lothrop  Motley.     Reprinted  by  permission  of  Harper  &  Brothers 

BARNEVELD  was  about  to  enter  the  judges'  chamber  as  usual, 
but  was  informed  that  the  sentence  would  be  read  in  the 
great  hall  of  judicature.  They  descended  accordingly  to 
the  basement  story,  and  passed  down  the  narrow  flight  of  steps 
which  then  as  now  connected  the  more  modern  structure,  where 
the  Advocate  had  been  imprisoned  and  tried,  with  what  remained 
of  the  ancient  palace  of  the  Counts  of  Holland.  In  the  centre  of 
the  vast  hall  —  once  the  banqueting  chamber  of  those  petty  sov- 
ereigns, with  its  high  vaulted  roof  of  cedar  which  had  so  often  in 
ancient  days  rung  with  the  sounds  of  mirth  and  revelry  —  was  a 
great  table  at  which  the  twenty-four  judges  and  the  three  prose- 
cuting officers  were  seated,  in  their  blaek  caps  and  gowns  of 
office.  The  room  was  lined  with  soldiers,  and  crowded  with  a  dark 
surging  mass  of  spectators,  who  had  been  waiting  there  all  night. 
A  chair  was  placed  for  the  prisoner.  He  sat  down,  and  the 
clerk  of  the  commission,  Pots  by  name,  proceeded  at  once  to  read 
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the  sentence.  A  summary  of  this  long,  rambling,  and  tiresome 
paper  has  been  already  laid  before  the  reader.  If  ever  a  man 
could  have  found  it  tedious  to  listen  to  his  own  death  sentence, 
the  great  statesman  might  have  been  in  that  condition  as  he 
listened  to   Secretary   Pots. 

During  the  reading  of  the  sentence  the  Advocate  moved 
uneasily  on  his  seat,  and  seemed  about  to  interrupt  the  clerk 
at  several  passages  which  seemed  to  him  especially  preposterous. 
But  he  controlled  himself  by  a  strong  effort,  and  the  clerk  went 
steadily  on  to  the  conclusion. 

Then  Barneveld  said:  — 

"  The  judges  have  put  down  many  things  which  they  have  no 
right  to  draw  from   my  confession.     Let  this  protest  be  added." 

^^  I  thought  too,"  he  continued,  ^*  that  my  lords  the  ^tates- 
General  would  have  had  enough  in  my  life  and  blood,  and  that 
my  wife  and  children  might  keep  what  belongs  to  them.  Is  this 
my  recompense  for  forty-three  years'  service  to  these  provinces  ?  ** 

President  de  Voogd  rose:  — 

^^  Your  sentence  has  been  pronounced,"  he  said.  ^^Away! 
away ! "  So  saying,  he  pointed  to  the  door  into  which  one  of 
the  great  windows  at  the  southeastern  front  of  the  hall  had  been 
converted. 

Without  another  word  the  old  man  rose  from  his  chair  and 
strode,  leaning  on  his  staff,  across  the  hall,  accompanied  by  his 
faithful  valet  and  the  provost,  and  escorted  by  a  file  of  soldiers. 
The  mob  of  spectators  flowed  out  after  him  at  every  door  into 
the  inner  court-yard  in  front  of  the  ancient  palace. 

In  the  beautiful  village-capital  of  the  ^^  Count's  Park,"  com 
monly  called  The  Hague,  the  most  striking  and  picturesque  spov 
then  as  now  was  that  where  the  transformed  remains  of  the  old 
moated  castle  of  those  feudal  sovereigns  were  still  to  be  seen.  A 
three-storied  range  of  simple,  substantial  buildings,  in  brown 
brickwork  picked  out  with  white  stone,  in  a  style  since  made 
familiar  both  in  England  and  America,  and  associated  with  a 
somewhat  later  epoch  in  the  history  of  the  House  of  Orange, 
surrounded  three  sides  of  a  spacious  inner  paved  quadrangle 
called  the  Inner  Court,  the  fourth  or  eastern  side  being  over- 
shadowed by  a  beechen  grove.  A  square  tower  flanked  each 
angle;  and  on  both  sides  of  the  southwestern  turret  extended  the 
commodious  apartments  of  the   Stadtholder.     The  great   gateway 
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on  the  southwest  opened  into  a  wide  open  space  called  the  Outer 
Court-yard.  Along  the  northwest  side  a  broad  and  beautiful  sheet 
of  water,  in  which  the  walls,  turrets,  and  chapel-spires  of  the 
inclosed  castle  mirrored  themselves,  was  spread  between  the  mass 
of  buildings  and  an  umbrageous  promenade  called  the  Vyverberg, 
consisting  of  a  sextuple  alley  of  lime-trees,  and  embowering  here 
and  there  a  stately  villa.  A  small  island,  fringed  with  weeping 
willows,  and  tufted  all  over  with  lilacs,  laburnums,  and  other 
shrubs  then  in  full  flower,  lay  in  the  centre  of  the  miniature  lake; 
and  the  tall  solid  tower  of  the  Great  Church,  surmounted  by  a 
light  openwork  spire,  looked  down  from  a  little  distance  over  the 
scene. 

It  was  a  bright  morning  in  May.  The  white  swans  v/ere 
sailing^ tranquilly  to  and  fro  over  the  silver  basin;  and  the  mavis, 
blackbird,  and  nightingale,  which  haunted  the  groves  surround- 
ing the  castle  and  the  town,  were  singing  as  if  the  daybreak 
were  ushering  in  a   summer  festival. 

But  it  was  not  to  a  merry-making  that  the  soldiers  were 
marching,  and  the  citizens  thronging  so  eagerly  from  every 
street  and  alley  towards  the  castle.  By  four  o'clock  the  Outer 
and  Inner  Courts  had  been  lined  with  detachments  of  the 
Prince's  Guard,  and  companies  of  other  regiments  to  the  num- 
ber of  twelve  hundred  men.  Occupying  the  northeastern  side  of 
the  court  rose  the  grim,  time-worn  front  of  the  ancient  hall, 
consisting  of  one  tall  pyramidal  gable  of  ancient  gray  brickwork 
flanked  with  two  tall  slender  towers;  the  whole  with  the  lancet- 
shaped  windows  and  severe  style  of  the  twelfth  century,  except- 
ing a  rose-window  in  the  centre,  with  the  decorated  mullions  of 
a  somewhat  later  period. 

In  front  of  the  lower  window,  with  its  Gothic  archway  hastily 
converted  into  a  door,  a  shapeless  platform  of  rough,  unhewn 
planks  had  that  night  been  rudely  patched  together.  This  was 
the  scaffold.  A  slight  railing  around  it  served  to  protect  it  from 
the  crowd,  and  a  heap  of  coarse  sand  had  been  thrown  upon  it. 
A  squalid,  unclean  box  of  unplaned  boards,  originally  prepared  as 
a  coflfin  for  a  Frenchman, —  who  some  time  before  had  been  con- 
demned to  death  for  murdering  the  son  of  Goswyn  Meurskens, 
a  Hague  tavern-keeper,  but  pardoned  by  the  Stadtholder,  —  lay 
on  the  scafTold.  It  was  recognized  from  having  been  left  for 
a  long  time,  half  forgotten,  at  the  public  execution  place  of  The 
Hague. 
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Upon  this  coffin  now  sat  two  common  soldiers  of  ruffianly 
aspect  playing  at  dice,  betting  whether  the  Lord  or  the  Devil 
would  get  the  soul  of  Barneveld.  Many  a  foul  and  ribald  jest 
at  the  expense  of  the  prisoner  was  exchanged  between  these 
gamblers,  some  of  their  comrades,  and  a  few  townsmen  who 
were  grouped  about  at  that  early  hour.  The  horrible  libels, 
caricatures,  and  calumnies  which  had  been  circulated,  exhibited, 
and  sung  in  all  the  streets  for  so  many  months,  had  at  last 
thoroughly  poisoned  the  minds  of  the  vulgar  against  the  fallen 
statesman. 

The  great  mass  of  the  spectators  had  forced  their  way  by 
daybreak  into  the  hall  itself  to  hear  the  sentence,  so  that  the 
Inner  Court-yard  had  remained  comparatively  empty. 

At  last,  at  half-past  nine  o'clock,  a  shout  arose,  *^  There  he 
comes !  there  he  comes !  '^  and  the  populace  flowed  out  from  the 
hall  of  judgment  into  the  court-yard  like  a  tidal  wave. 

In  an  instant  the  Binnenhof  was  filled  with  more  than  three 
thousand  spectators. 

The  old  statesman,  leaning  on  his  staff,  walked  out  upon  the 
scaffold  and  calmly  surveyed  the  scene.  Lifting  his  eyes  to 
heaven,  he  was  heard  to  murmur,  "O  God!  what  does  man 
come  to !  ^^  Then  he  said  bitterly  once  more,  *^  This,  then,  is  the 
reward  of  forty  years'  service  to  the  State !  ^* 

La  Motte,  who  attended  him,  said  fervently:  ^*  It  is  no  longer 
time  to  think  of  this.      Let  us  prepare  your  coming  before  God.'* 

'^  Is  there  no  cushion  or  stool  to  kneel  upon  ?  **  said  Barneveld, 
looking  around  him. 

The  provost  said  he  would  send  for  one;  but  the  old  man 
knelt  at  once  on  the  bare  planks.  His  servant,  who  waited  upon 
him  as  calmly  and  composedly  as  if  he  had  been  serving  him 
at  dinner,  held  him  by  the  arm.  It  was  remarked  that  neither 
master  nor  man,  true  stoics  and  Hollanders  both,  shed  a  single 
tear  upon  the  scaffold. 

La  Motte  prayed  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  the  Advocate  re- 
maining on  his  knees. 

He  then  rose  and  said  to  John  Franken,  "  See  that  he  does 
not  come  near  me,"  pointing  to  the  executioner,  who  stood  in 
the  background  grasping  his  long  double-handed  sword.  Barne- 
veld then  rapidly  imbuttoned  his  doublet  with  his  own  hands, 
and  the  valet  helped  him  off  with  it.  ^*  Make  haste !  make 
haste !  '*    said  his  master. 
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The  statesman  then  came  forward,  and  said  in  a  loud,  firm 
voice  to  the   people:  — 

<*  Men,  do  not  believe  that  I  am  a  traitor  to  the  country.  I 
have  ever  acted  uprightly  and  loyally  as  a  good  patriot,  and  as 
such  I  shall  die.'^ 

The  crowd  was  perfectly  silent. 

He  then  took  his  cap  from  John  Franken,  drew  it  over  his 
eyes,  and  went  forward  towards  the  sand,  saying:  — 

*^  Christ  shall  be  my  guide.  O  Lord,  my  Heavenly  Father, 
receive  my  spirit.'* 

As  he  was  about  to  kneel  with  his  face  to  the  south,  the 
provost   said :  — 

^'  My  lord  will  be  pleased  to  move  to  the  other  side,  not 
where  the  sun  is  in  his  face.** 

He  knelt  accordingly  with  his  face  towards  his  own  house. 
The  servant  took  farewell  of  him,  and  Bameveld  said  to  the 
executioner:  — 

"  Be  quick  about  it.      Be  quick.  **   • 

The  executioner  then  struck  his  head  off  at  a  single  blow. 

Many  persons  from  the  crowd  now  sprang,  in  spite  of  all 
opposition,  upon  the  scaffold,  and  dipped  their  handkerchiefs  in 
his  blood,  cut  wet  splinters  from  the  boards,  or  gnibbed  up  the 
sand  that  was  steeped  in  it;  driving  many  bargains  afterwards  for 
these  relics  to  be  treasured,  with  various  feelings  of  sorrow,  joy, 
glutted  or  expiated  vengeance. 

It  has  been  recorded,  and  has  been  constantly  repeated  to 
this  day,  that  the  Stadtholder,  whose  windows  exactly  faced  the 
scaffold,  looked  out  upon  the  execution  with  a  spy -glass;  saying 
as  he  did  so:  — 

**  See  the  old  scoundrel,  how  he  trembles!  He  is  afraid  of  the 
stroke.  ** 

But  this  is  calumny.  Colonel  Hauterive  declared  that  he  was 
with  Maurice  in  his  cabinet  during  the  whole  period  of  the  exe- 
cution; that  by  order  of  the  prince  all  the  windows  and  shutters 
were  kept  closed;  that  no  person  wearing  his  livery  was  allowed 
to  be  abroad;  that  he  anxiously  received  messages  as  to  the  pro- 
ceedings, and  heard  of  the  final  catastrophe  with  sorrowful  emo- 
tion. 
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JOHN   MUIR 

(1 836-) 

John  Muir,  an  explorer  and  naturalist,  whose  field  of  work  has 
been  particularly  the  western  and  northwestern  mountain 
regions  of  America, —  where  at  least  one  great  glacier  now 
bears  his  name, — was  born  at  Dunbar,  Scotland,  in  1836.  With  his 
parents  and  a  large  flock  of  brothers  and  sisters,  he  came  to  the 
United  States  in  1850,  after  some  good  common-schooling  in  Dunbar. 
He  began  his  study  of  nature  in  the  region  near  Fort  Winnebago, 
Wisconsin,  with  an  ever  increasing  interest  and  delight  in  whatever 
belongs  to  the  world  of  creatures,  plants, 
and  stones,  particularly  in  the  waving  soli- 
tudes of  forests  and  rock-and-snow  tracts  of 
the  northwestern  Sierras. 

Muir's  freedom  to  devote  himself  to  a 
life  of  observation  and  record  was  delayed: 
and  in  the  story  of  his  years  of  manual 
work  as  a  farmer,  mechanic,  lumberman, 
sheep-herder,  and  what  not  besides,  there 
comes  surprise  at  his  power  to  find  time 
and  energy  for  other  pursuits  in  the  nature 
of  an  avocation;  and  with  the  surprise  we 
have  a  sense  of  pleasure  that  a  man  of 
untiring  muscles  and  mind  could  win  free 
of  all  that  checked  his  natural  preferences. 
He  studied  grammar  and  mathematics  while  a  farm  hand,  and  read 
through  a  library  of  books  when  in  the  fields.  He  earned  enough  as 
a  young  man  to  give  himself  four  years  of  special  scientific  study 
in  the  University  of  Wisconsin.  Then  began  an  independent  life, 
in  which  he  alternated  seasons  of  hard  work,  wholly  or  much  alone ; 
partly  through  the  circumstances  of  his  wanderings,  partly  by  his 
own  choice.  It  is  said  that  during  ten  years  of  moimtaineering  in  the 
remoter  Sierras,  he  met  no  men  except  one  band  of  ]\Iono  tribesmen. 
For  some  ten  summers  and  winters  prior  to  1876,  Mr.  I\Iuir  was 
settled  near  the  Yosemite  district.  In  the  year  named  he  became  a 
member  of  the  Geodetic  Survey  of  the  Great  Basin,  and  attempted 
much  botanical  work.  During  1879  and  subsequently,  after  he  reached 
Alaska,  he  explored  and  charted  its  vast  mountain  ranges,  discovered 
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Glacier  Bay  and  the  Mtiir  Glacier  system;  and  with  that  expedition  and 
the  two  succeeding  tours  he  became  the  foremost  authority  on  Alas- 
ka's geologic  and  other  natural  aspects.  He  also  visited  the  Yukon 
and  Mackenzie  Rivers,  and  traversed  the  cailon  country  of  California. 
He  was  of  the  party  on  board  the  Corwin  in  1881,  sent  out  to  trace 
the  lost  Jeannette,  which  enterprise  added  largely  to  his  sketches 
and  notes  for  scientific  use.  Since  1879,  the  year  of  his  marriage, 
Mr.  Muir  has  had  his  home  in  California;  but  to  find  him  in  it  at 
other  than  a  given  time,  is  somewhat  an  accident,  so  indefatigable 
is  his  industry  as  a  naturalist.  He  is  as  ready  to-day  for  an  alpine 
excursion  of  weeks  or  months  as  in  the  early  period  of  a  naturalistic 
career  exceptionally  arduous  and  fruitful, 

Mr.  Muir  has  written  much  less  than  his  explorations  would 
suggest:  but  as  a  contributor  to  the  highest  class  of  American  and 
foreign  periodicals,  and  the  author  of  volumes  dealing  with  his  expe- 
riences, impressions,  and  discoveries,  he  is  a  writer  of  distinct  and 
unusual  individuality.  He  is  less  a  man  of  letters  in  his  manner  than 
he  is  the  direct,  graphic,  and  sincere  observer,  whose  aim  is  to  v/rite 
down  simply  what  he  sees  or  feels,  to  piit  the  reader  in  the  quickest 
and  closest  touch  with  a  topic  or  a  scene.  But  the  simplicity  and 
personal  effect  of  his  style  give  it  a  peculiar  vigor  and  eloquence. 
He  has  been  spoken  of  as  a  naturalist  whose  observations  ^^have  the 
force  of  mathematical  demonstration.**  In  the  study  of  glacial  con- 
ditions, botanic  life,  the  fauna  of  the  Northwest,  and  kindred  subjects, 
he  is  reckoned  a  specialist  by  the  first  scientists  of  the  day;  and  his 
personal  traits  have  won  him  the  esteem  of  the  army  of  scientists 
who  have  visited  the  Western  country  where  he  lives  and  works. 
His  most  popular  volume,  <The  Mountains  of  California,*  promises 
to  become  a  classic;  his  editorial  contributions  in  Picturesque  Cali- 
fornia are  thoroughlj'-  effective ;  and  he  has  won  wide  favor  through 
descriptive  pages,  splendid  for  spontaneous  and  vivid  prose  pictures 
of  great  scenery, —  studies  of  the  wind's  movement  of  a  pine  forest, 
or  a  delicate  flower  of  California,  or  a  wild-bird's  lonely  nest. 


A   WIND-STORM    IN   THE   FORESTS 

From  <The  Mountains  of  California.*     Copyright  1894,  by  The  Century 

Company 

THE  mountain  winds,  like  the  dew  and  rain,  sunshine  and  snow, 
arc    measured    and    bestowed    with    love    on    the    forests,  to 
develop  their  strength  and  beauty.      However  restricted  the 
scope  of  other   forest   influences,  that  of  the  winds  is  universal. 
The  snow   bends  and   trims  the  upper   forests  every  winter,  the 
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lightning-  strikes  a  single  tree  here  and  there,  while  civalanches 
mow  down  thousands  at  a  swoop  as  a  gardener  trims  out  a  bed 
of  flowers.  But  the  winds  go  to  every  tree,  fingering  every  leaf 
and  branch  and  furrowed  bole;  not  one  is  forgotten:  the  Mount- 
ain Pine  towering  with  outstretched  arms  on  the  rugged  but- 
tresses of  the  icy  peaks,  the  lowliest  and  most  retiring  tenant  of 
the  dells, —  they  seek  and  find  them  all,  caressing  them  tenderly, 
bending  them  in  lusty  exercise,  stimulating  their  growth,  pluck- 
ing off  a  leaf  or  limb  as  required,  or  removing  an  entire  tree  or 
grove,  now  whispering  and  cooing  through  the  branches  like  a 
sleepy  child,  now  roaring  like  the  ocean;  the  winds  blessing  the 
forests,  the  forests  the  winds,  with  ineffable  beauty  and  harmony 
as  the  sure  result. 

After  one  has  seen  pines  six  feet  in  diameter  bending  like 
grasses  before  a  mountain  gale,  and  ever  and  anon  some  giant 
falling  with  a  crash  that  shakes  the  hills,  it  seems  astonishing 
that  any,  save  the  lowest  thick-set  trees,  could  ever  have  found 
a  period  sufficiently  stormless  to  establish  themselves;  or  once 
established,  that  they  should  not  sooner  or  later  have  been  blown 
down.  But  when  the  storm  is  over,  and  we  behold  the  same 
forests  tranquil  again,  towering  fresh  and  unscathed  in  erect 
majesty,  and  consider  what  centuries  of  storms  have  fallen  upon 
them  since  they  were  first  planted:  hail,  to  break  the  tendei 
seedlings;  lightning,  to  scorch  and  shatter;  snow,  winds,  and 
avalanches,  to  crush  and  overwhelm,  —  while  the  manifest  result 
of  all  this  wild  storm-culture  is  the  glorious  perfection  we  behold: 
then  faith  in  Nature's  forestry  is  established,  and  we  cease  to 
deplore  the  violence  of  her  most  destructive  gales,  or  of  any 
other  storm  implement  whatsoever. 

There  are  two  trees  in  the  Sierra  forests  that  are  never  blown 
down,  so  long  as  they  continue  in  sound  health.  These  are  the 
Juniper  and  the  Dwarf  Pine  of  the  summit  peaks.  Their  stiff, 
crooked  roots  grip  the  storm-beaten  ledges  like  eagles'  claws; 
while  their  lithe,  cord-like  branches  bend  round  compliantly, 
offering  but  slight  holds  for  winds,  however  violent.  The  other 
alpine  conifers  —  the  Needle  Pine,  Mountain  Pine,  Two-leaved 
Pine,  and  Hemlock  Spruce  —  are  never  thinned  out  by  this 
agent  to  any  destructive  extent,  on  account  of  their  admirable 
toughness  and  the  closeness  of  their  growth.  In  general  the 
same  is  true  of  the  giants  of  the  lower  zones.  The  kingly  Sugar 
Pine,  towering  aloft  to  a  height  of  more  than  two  hundred  feet. 
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offers  a  fine  mark  to  storm -winds ;  but  it  is.  not  densely  foliaged, 
and  its  long  horizontal  arms  swing  round  compliantly  in  the 
blast,  like  tresses  of  green,  fluent  algae  in  a  brook:  while  the  Sil- 
ver Firs  in  most  places  keep  their  ranks  well  together  in  united 
strength. 

The  Yellow  or  Silver  Pine  is  more  frequently  overturned 
than  any  other  tree  on  the  Sierra,  because  its  leaves  and  branches 
form  a  larger  mass  in  proportion  to  its  height;  while  in  many 
places  it  is  planted  sparsely,  leaving  open  lanes  through  which 
storms  may  enter  with  full  force.  Furthermore,  because  it  is 
distributed  along  the  lower  portion  of  the  range,  which  was  the 
first  to  be  left  bare  on  the  breaking  up  of  the  ice-sheet  at  the 
close  of  the  glacial  winter,  the  soil  it  is  growing,  upon  has  been 
longer  exposed  to  post-glacial  weathering,  and  consequently  is  in 
a  more  crumbling,  decayed  condition  than  the  fresher  soils  far- 
ther up  the  range,  and  therefore  offers  a  less  secure  anchorage 
for  the  roots.  While  exploring  the  forest  zones  of  Mount  Shasta, 
I  discovered  the  path  of  a  hurricane  strewn  with  thousands  of 
pines  of  this  species.  Great  and  small  had  been  uprooted  or 
wrenched  off  by  sheer  force,  making  a  clean  gap,  like  that  made 
by  a  snow  avalanche.  But  hurricanes  capable  of  doing  this  class 
of  work  are  rare  in  the  Sierra;  and  when  we  have  explored  the 
forests  from  one  extremity  of  the  range  to  the  other,  we  are 
compelled  to  believe  that  they  are  the  most  beautiful  on  the 
face  of  the  earth,  however  we  may  regard  the  agents  that  have 
made  them  so. 

There  is  always  something  deeply  exciting,  not  only  in  the 
sounds  of  winds  in  the  woods,  which  exert  more  or  less  influence 
over  every  mind,  but  in  their  varied  water-like  flow  as  manifested 
by  the  movements  of  the  trees,  especially  those  of  the  conifers. 
By  no  other  trees  are  they  rendered  so  extensively  and  impress- 
ively visible;  not  even  by  the  lordly  tropic  palms  or  tree-ferns 
responsive  to  the  gentlest  breeze.  The  waving  of  a  forest  of 
the  giant  Sequoias  is  indescribably  impressive  and  sublime;  but 
the  pines  seem  to  me  the  best  interpreters  of  winds.  They  are 
mighty  waving  golden-rods,  ever  in  tune,  singing  and  writing 
wind-music  all  their  long  century  lives.  Little,  however,  of  this 
noble  tree-waving  and  tree-music  will  you  see  or  hear  in  the 
strictly  alpine  portion  of  the  forests.  The  burly  Juniper,  whose 
girth  sometimes  more  than  equals  its  height,  is  about  as  rigid  as 
the  rocks  on  which  it  grows.     The  slender  lash-like  sprays  of  the 
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Dwarf  Pine  stream  out  in  wavering  ripples,  but  the  tallest  and 
slenderest  are  far  too  unyielding  to  wave  even  in  the  heaviest 
gales.  They  only  shake  in  quick,  short  vibrations.  The  Hemlock 
Spruce,  however,  and  the  Mountain  Pine,  and  some  of  the  tallest 
thickets  of  the  Two-leaved  species,  bow  in  storms  with  consid- 
erable scope  and  gracefulness.  But  it  is  only  in  the  lower  and 
middle  zones  that  the  meeting  of  winds  and  woods  is  to  be  seen 
in  all  its  grandeur. 

One  of  the  most  beautiful  and  exhilarating  storms  I  ever 
enjoyed  in  the  Sierra  occurred  in  December  1874,  when  I  hap- 
pened to  be  exploring  one  of  the  tributary  valleys  of  the  Yuba 
River.  The  sky  and  the  ground  and  the  trees  had  been  thor- 
oughly rain-washed  and  were  dry  again.  The  day  was  intensely 
pure:  one  of  those  incomparable  bits  of  California  winter,  warm 
and  balmy  and  full  of  white  sparkling  sunshine,  redolent  of  all 
the  purest  influences  of  the  spring,  and  at  the  same  time  enliv- 
ened with  one  of  the  most  bracing  wind-storms  conceivable. 
Instead  of  camping  out,  as  I  usually  do,  I  then  chanced  to  be 
stopping  at  the  house  of  a  friend.  But  when  the  storm  began 
to  sound,  I  lost  no  time  in  pushing  out  into  the  woods  to  enjoy 
it.  For  on  such  occasions  Nature  has  always  something  rare  to 
show  us,  and  the  danger  to  life  and  limb  is  hardly  greater  than 
one  would  experience  crouching  deprecatingly  beneath  a  roof. 

It  was  still  early  morning  when  I  found  myself  fairly  adrift. 
Delicious  sunshine  came  pouring  over  the  hills,  lighting  the  tops 
of  the  pines,  and  setting  free  a  steam  of  summery  fragrance 
that  contrasted  strangely  with  the  wild  tones  of  the  storm.  The 
air  was  mottled  with  pine-tassels  and  bright  green  plumes,  that 
went  flashing  past  in  the  sunlight  like  birds  pursued.  But  there 
was  not  the  slightest  dustiness;  nothing  less  pure  than  leaves,  and 
ripe  pollen,  and  flecks  of  withered  bracken  and  moss.  I  heard 
trees  falling  for  hours  at  the  rate  of  one  every  two  or  three 
minutes:  some  uprooted,  partly  on  account  of  the  loose,  water- 
soaked  condition  of  the  ground;  others  broken  straight  across, 
where  some  weakness  caused  by  fire  had  determined  the  spot. 
The  gestures  of  the  various  trees  made  a  delightful  study. 
Young  Sugar  Pines,  light  and  feathery  as  squirrel-tails,  were 
bowing  almost  to  the  ground;  while  the  grand  old  patriarchs, 
whose  massive  boles  had  been  tried  in  a  hundred  storms,  waved 
solemnly  above  them,  their  long,  arching  branches  streaming 
fluently  on  the  gale,  and  every  needle  thrilling  and  ringing  and 
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shedding  off  keen  lances  of  light  like  a  diamond.  The  Douglas 
Spruces,  with  long  sprays  drawn  out  in  level  tresses,  and  needles 
massed  in  a  gray,  shimmering  glow,  presented  a  most  striking 
appearance  as  they  stood  in  bold  relief  along  the  hilltops.  The 
madroiios  in  the  dells,  with  their  red  bark  and  large  glossy  leaves 
tilted  every  way,  reflected  the  sunshine  in  throbbing  spangles 
like  those  one  so  often  sees  on  the  rippled  surface  of  a  glacier 
lake.  But  the  Silver  Pines  were  now  the  most  impressively 
beautiful  of  all.  Colossal  spires  two  hundred  feet  in  height  waved 
like  supple  golden-rods  chanting  and  bowing  low  as  if  in  worship; 
while  the  whole  mass  of  their  long,  tremulous  foliage  was  kindled 
into  one  continuous  blaze  of  white  sun-fire.  The  force  of  the 
gale  was  such  that  the  most  steadfast  monarch  of  them  all  rocked 
down  to  its  roots,  with  a  motion  plainly  perceptible  when  one 
leaned  against  it.  Nature  was  holding  high  festival,  and  every 
fibre  of  the  most  rigid  giants  thrilled  with  glad  excitement. 

I  drifted  on  through  the  midst  of  this  passionate  music  and 
motion,  across  many  a  glen,  from  ridge  to  ridge;  often  halting  in 
the  lee  of  a  rock  for  shelter,  or  to  'gaze  and  listen.  Even  when 
the  grand  anthem  had  swelled  to  its  highest  pitch,  I  could  dis- 
tinctly hear  the  varying  tones  of  individual  trees, —  Spruce,  and 
Fir,  and  Pine,  and  leafless  Oak, —  and  even  the  infinitely  gentle, 
rustle  of  the  withered  grasses  at  my  feet.  Each  was  express- 
ing itself  in  its  own  way, —  singing  its  own  song,  and  making  its 
own  peculiar  gestures, —  manifesting  a  richness  of  variety  to  be 
found  in  no  other  forest  I  have  yet  seen.  The  coniferous  woods 
of  Canada  and  the  Carolinas  and  Florida  are  made  up  of  trees 
that  resemble  one  another  about  as  nearly  as  blades  of  grass, 
and  grow  close  together  in  much  the  same  way.  Coniferous 
trees,  in  general,  seldom  possess  individual  character,  such  as  is 
manifest  among  Oaks  and  Elms.  But  the  California  forests  are 
made  up  of  a  greater  number  of  distinct  species  than  any  other 
in  the  world.  And  in  them  we  find,  not  only  a  marked  differ- 
entiation into  special  groups,  but  also  a  marked  individuality  in 
almost  every  tree,  giving  rise  to  storm  effects  indescribably  glo- 
rious. 

Toward  midday,  after  a  long,  tingling  scramble  through  copses 
of  hazel  and  ceanothus,  I  gained  the  summit  of  the  highest  ridge 
in  the  neighborhood;  and  then  it  occurred  to  me  that  it  would 
be  a  fine  thing  to  climb  one  of  the  trees,  to  obtain  a  wider  out- 
look and   get  my  ear  close  to  the  ^olian   music  of  its   topmost 
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needles.  But  under  the  circumstances  the  choice  of  a  tree  was 
a  serious  matter.  One  whose  instep  was  not  very  strong  seemed 
m  danger  of  being  blown  down,  or  of  being  struck  by  others  in 
case  they  should  fall;  another  was  branchless  to  a  considerable 
height  above  the  ground,  and  at  the  same  time  too  large  to  be 
grasped  with  arms  and  legs  in  climbing;  while  others  were  not 
favorably  situated  for  clear  views.  After  cautiously  casting  about, 
I  made  choice  of  the  tallest  of  a  group  of  Douglas  Spruces  that 
were  growing  close  together  like  a  tuft  of  grass,  no  one  of  which 
seemed  likely  to  fall  unless  all  the  rest  fell  with  it.  Though 
comparatively  young,  they  were  about  a  hundred  feet  high,  and 
their  lithe,  brushy  tops  were  rocking  and  swirling  in  wild  ecstasy. 
Being  accustomed  to  climb  trees  in  making  botanical  studies, 
I  experienced  no  difficulty  in  reaching  the  top  of  this  one;  and 
never  before  did'  I  enjoy  so  noble  an  exhilaration  of  motion. 
The  slender  tops  fairly  flapped  and  swished  in  the  passionate 
torrent,  bending  and  swirling  backward  and  forward,  round  and 
round,  tracing  indescribable  combinations  of  vertical  and  hori- 
zontal curves,  while  I  clung  with  muscles  firm  braced,  like  a 
bobolink  on  a  reed. 

In   its   widest   sweeps    my  tree-top  described   an   arc   of   from 
twenty  to   thirty  degrees;    but   I   felt   sure    of   its   elastic    temper, 
having  seen  others  of  the   same   species   still   more  severely  tried 
—  bent    almost    to  the    ground    indeed,  in   heavy  snows  —  without 
breaking  a  fibre.     I  was  therefore  safe,  and  free  to  take  the  wind 
into  my  pulses  and  enjoy  the  excited  forest  from  my  superb  out- 
look.    The   view   from   here  must  be  extremely  beautiful  in  any 
weather.      Now  my  eye    roved    over    the   piny  hills  and    dales  as 
over  fields  of  waving  grain,  and  felt  the  light  running  in  ripples 
and  broad   swelling  undulations  across  the  valleys  from  ridge  to 
ridge,  as  the   shining   foliage  was  stirred  by  corresponding  waves 
of   air.     Oftentimes   these   waves   of    reflected   light   would   break 
up  suddenly  into  a  kind  of  beaten  foam,  and  again,  after  chasing 
one  another  in  regular  order,  they  would  seem  to  bend  forward 
in    concentric    curves,    and    disappear   on    some    hillside,    like    sea 
waves  on  a  shelving  shore.     The  quantity  of  light  reflected  from 
the  bent  needles  was   so   great   as  to  make  whole   groves  appear 
as   if   covered  with    snow,  while    the    black    shadows   beneath  the 
trees  greatly  enhanced  the  effect  of  the   silvery  splendor. 

Excepting    only    the    shadows,    there    was    nothing    sombre    in 
all  this  wild  sea  of  pines.     On  the  contrary,  notwithstanding  this 
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was  the  winter  season,  the  colors  were  remarkably  beautiful. 
The  shafts  of  the  pine  and  libocedrus  were  brown  and  purple, 
and  most  of  the  foliage  was  well  tinged  with  yellow;  the  laurel 
groves,  with  the  pale  under  sides  of  their  leaves  turned  upward, 
made  masses  of  gray;  and  then  there  was  many  a  dash  of  choc- 
olate color  from  clumps  of  manzanita,  and  jet  of  vivid  crimson 
from  the  bark  of  the  madroiios;  while  the  ground  on  the  hillsides, 
appearing  here  and  there  through  openings  between  the  groves, 
displayed  masses  of  pale  purple  and  brown. 

The  sounds  of  the  storm  corresponded  gloriously  with  this 
wild  exuberance  of  light  and  motion,  The  profound  bass  of  the 
naked  branches  and  boles  booming  like  waterfalls;  the  quick, 
tense  vibrations  of  the  pine-needles,  now  rising  to  a  shrill,  whis- 
tling hiss,  now  falling  to  a  silky  murmur;  the  rustling  of  laurel 
groves  in  the  dells,  and  the  keen  metallic  click  of  leaf  on  leaf, — 
all  this  was  heard  in  easy  analysis  when  the  attention  was  calmly 
bent. 

The  varied  gestures  of  the  multitude  were  seen  to  fine  ad- 
vantage, so  that  one  could  recognize  the  different  species  at  a 
distance  of  several  miles  by  this  means  alone,  as  well  as  by  their 
forms  and  colors  and  the  way  they  reflected  the  light.  All 
seemed  strong  and  comfortable,  as  if  really  enjoying  the  storm, 
while  responding  to  its  most  enthusiastic  greetings.  We  hear 
much  nowadays  concerning  the  universal  struggle  for  existence, 
but  no  struggle  in  the  common  meaning  of  the  word  was  mani- 
fest here;  no  recognition  of  danger  by  any  tree;  no  deprecation: 
but  rather  an  invincible  gladness,  as  remote  from  exultation  as 
from  fear. 

I  kept  my  lofty  perch  for  hours,  frequently  closing  my  eyes 
to  enjoy  the  music  by  itself,  or  to  feast  quietly  on  the  delicious 
fragrance  that  was  streaming  past.  The  fragrance  of  the  woods 
was  less  marked  than  that  produced  during  warm  rain,  when  so 
many  balsamic  buds  and  leaves  are  steeped  like  tea;  but  from 
the  chafing  of  resiny  branches  against  each  other,  and  the  inces- 
sant attrition  of  myriads  of  needles,  the  gale  was  spiced  to  a  very 
tonic  degree.  And  besides  the  fragrance  from  these  local  sources, 
there  were  traces  of  scents  brought  from  afar.  For  this  wind 
came  first  from  the  sea,  rubbing  against  its  fresh,  briny  waves, 
then  distilled  through  the  redwoods,  threading  rich  ferny  gulches, 
and  spreading  itself  in  broad  undulating  currents  over  many  a 
flower-enameled    ridge   of    the    coast    Uiountains,  then    across    the 
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golden  plains,  up  the  purple  foot-hills,  and  into  these  piny  woods 
with  the  varied  incense  gathered  by  the  way. 

Winds  are  advertisements  of  all  they  touch,  however  much  or 
little  we  may  be  able  to  read  them;  telling  their  wanderings 
even  by  their  scents  alone.  Mariners  detect  the  flowery  perfume 
of  land-winds  far  at  sea,  and  sea-winds  carry  the  fra.grance  of 
dulse  and  tangle  far  inland,  where  it  is  quickly  recognized,  though 
mingled  with  the  scents  of  a  thousand  land-flowers.  As  an  illus- 
tration of  this,  I  may  tell  here  that  I  breathed  sea-air  on  the 
Firth  of  Forth,  in  Scotland,  while  a  boy;  then  was  taken  to  Wis- 
consin, where  I  remained  nineteen  years:  then,  without  in  all  this 
time  having  breathed  one  breath  of  the  sea,  I  walked  quietly, 
alone,  from  the  middle  of  the  Mississippi  Valley  to  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico,  on  a  botanical  excursion;  and  while  in  Florida,  far  from 
the  coast,  my  attention  wholly  bent  on  the  splendid  tropical  vege- 
tation about  me,  I  suddenly  recognized  a  sea-breeze,  as  it  came 
sifting  through  the  palmettos  and  blooming  vine-tangles,  which 
at  once  awakened  and  set  free  a  thousand  dormant  associations, 
and  made  me  a  boy  again  in  Scotland,  as  if  all  the  intervening 
years  had  been  annihilated. 

Most  people  like  to  look  at  mountain  rivers,  and  bear  them 
in  mind;  but  few  care  to  look  at  the  winds,  though  far  more 
beautiful  and  sublime,  and  though  they  become  at  times  about  as 
visible  as  flowing  water.  When  the  north  winds  in  winter  are 
making  upward  sweeps  over  the  curving  summits  of  the  High 
Sierra,  the  fact  is  sometimes  published  with  flying  snow-banners 
a  mile  long.  Those  portions  of  the  winds  thus  embodied  can 
scarce  be  wholly  invisible,  even  to  the  darkest  imagination.  And 
when  we  look  around  over  an  agitated  forest,  we  may  see  some- 
thing of  the  wind  that  stirs  it,  by  its  effects  upon  the  trees. 
Yonder  it  descends  in  a  rush  of  water-like  ripples,  and  sweeps 
over  the  bending  pines  from  hill  to  hill.  Nearer,  we  see  detached 
plumes  and  leaves,  now  speeding  by  on  level  currents,  now  whirl- 
ing in  eddies,  or  escaping  over  the  edges  of  the  whirls,  soaring 
aloft  on  grand,  upswelling  domes  of  air,  or  tossing  on  flame-like 
crests.  Smooth,  deep  currents,  cascades,  falls,  and  swirling  eddies, 
sing  around  every  tree  and  leaf,  and  over  all  the  varied  topog- 
raphy of  the  region  with  telling  changes  of  form,  like  mountain 
rivers  conforming  to  the  features  of  their  channels. 

After  tracing  the  Sierra  streams  from  their  fountains  to  the 
plains,  marking  where  they  bloom  white  in  falls,  glide  in  crystal 


plumes,  surge  gray  and  foam-filled  in  bowlder-choked  gorges, 
and  slip  through  the  woods  in  long,  tranquil  reaches  —  after  thus 
learning  their  language  and  forms  in  detail,  we  may  at  length 
hear  them  chanting  all  together  in  one  grand  anthem,  and  com- 
prehend them  all  in  clear  inner  vision,  covering  the  range  like 
lace.  But  even  this  spectacle  is  far  less  sublime  and  not  a  whit 
more  substantial  than  what  we  may  behold  of  these  storm-streams 
of  air  in  the  mountain  woods. 

We  all  travel  the  Milky  Way  together,  trees  and  men;  but 
it  never  occurred  to  me  until  this  storm  day,  while  swinging  in 
the  wind,  that  trees  are  travelers,  in  the  ordinary  sense.  They 
make  many  journeys;  not  extensive  ones,  it  is  true;  but  our  own 
little  journeys,  away  and  back  again,  are  only  little  more  than 
tree-wavings  —  many  of  them  not  so  much. 

When  the  storm  began  to  abate,  I  dismounted  and  sauntered 
down  through  the  calming  woods.  The  storm-tones  died  away, 
and  turning  toward  the  east,  I  beheld  the  countless  hosts  of  the 
forests  hushed  and  tranquil,  towering  above  one  another  on  the 
slopes  of  the  hills  like  a  devout  audience.  The  setting  sun  filled 
them  with  amber  light,  and  seemed  to  say,  while  they  listened, 
**  My  peace  I  give  unto  you.  *^ 

As  I  gazed  on  the  impressive  scene,  all  the  so-called  ruin  of 
the  storm  was  forgotten ;  and  never  before  did  these  noble  woods 
appear  so  fresh,  so  joyous,  so  immortal. 
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ELISHA   MULFORD 

(1833-1885) 

—HEN  the  Civil  War  drew  to  its  close,  there  was  a  general  idea 
that  the  stress  of  emotional  feeling  through  which  we  had 
passed,  the  quickening  of  the  national  consciousness  by  the 
season  of  national  peril,  and  the  remembrance  of  countless  instances 
of  heroism  and  adventure,  would  result  in  the  production  of  a  dis- 
tinct type  of  national  literature,  from  which  the  note  of  either  pro- 
vincialism or  cosmopolitanism  should  be  absent. 

This  anticipation  has  been  realized,  but  within  different  limits  and 
in  different  forms  from  those  expected  by  the  generation  which  took 
part  in  the  struggle.  There  is  a  body  of  war  literature,  in  which 
General  Grant's  < Memoirs*  perhaps  ranks  highest;  but  it  is  seen  that 
this  literature  is  still  but  material  from  which,  as  from  « old  chron- 
icles of  wasted  time,''  future  generations  must  draw  the  inspiration 
for  higher  forms,  perhaps  of  song  or  sustained  poem,  perhaps  of 
drama  or  historical  novel.  The  war,  however,  did  inspire  contem- 
porary writings.  In  no  case  is  this  more  evident  than  in  Mulford's 
< Nation,'  which  glows  with  a  lofty  and  impassioned  idea  of  patriot- 
ism. In  the  preface  the  writer  says  that  he  has  "  sought,  however 
imperfectly,  to  give  expression  to  the  thought  of  the  people  in  the 
late  war,  and  that  conception  of  the  nation  which  they  who  were  so 
worthy,   held  worth  living  and  dying  for." 

Elisha  Mulford  was  born  in  Montrose,  Pennsylvania,  in  1833,  from 
the  stock  of  those  Puritans  who  settled  the  eastern  end  of  Long 
Island.  He  was  graduated  at  Yale  in  1855;  and  after  a  year  in 
Germany  was  admitted,  in  1862,  to  the  priesthood  of  the  Episcopal 
Church.  A  slight  infirmity  of  deafness  interfered  with  his  usefulness 
as  a-  parish  priest;  and  after  a  settlement  in  South  Orange,  New 
Jersey,  he  spent  his  life  in  literary  and  philosophical  study,  first  at 
Friendsville,  Pennsylvania,  and  afterwards  at  Cambridge,  Massa- 
chusetts. In  1862  he  married  Rachel  Carmalt,  daughter  of  Caleb 
Carmalt,  a  prominent  member  of  the  Society  of  Friends  of  Northern 
Pennsylvania.  His  book  <The  Nation  >  secured  him  a  recognized 
place  among  the  profound  and  original  minds  of  his  generation,  and 
was  published  in  1871;  and  his  other  book,  <  The  Republic  of  God. 
an  Institute  in  Theology,'  in  1881.  This  last  holds  something  of  the 
position  in  the   Episcopal   Church  that  Dr.  Bushnell's  writings  do  in 
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the  Congregational  Church,  and  is  characterized  by  the  lofty  spiritu- 
ality which  belonged  to  the  great  ages  of  the  Church. 

In  both  of  his  books,  Mulford's  philosophical  standpoint  is  that 
of  Hegel,  especially  in  regarding  every  human  institution  as  the 
embodiment  of  an  idea  which  virtually  constitutes  its  soul  or  proper 
life.  The  nation  and  the  church  he  talks  about  are  our  ideal,  and 
the  outward  form  is  the  government;  the  church  organizations  are 
of  little  consequence  except  as  the  visible  body  of  the  metaphysical 
entity  behind  them.  This  tone  of  thought  is  not  in  favor  at  present: 
his  writings  are  highly  valued  but  by  a  chosen  few;  and  his  philoso- 
phy seems  mystical  or  impractical  to  many.  Mulford's  literary  style 
is  marred  by  the  saturation  of  his  mind  with  the  mannerisms  of  the 
German  metaphysicians.  Nevertheless,  there  is  a  weight  and  dignity 
in  it  which  is  found  only  in  the  pages  of  the  writers  of  the  greatest 
periods,  and  there  are  many  passages  which  in  rhythm  and  powei 
are  hardly  to  be  matched  in  American  prose. 

Mr.  Mulford  was  of  singularly  attractive  and  unselfish  character. 
His  gifts  as  a  conversationalist  and  occasional  speaker  were  of  a  high 
order,  for  he  never  failed  to  idealize  the  subject  in  hand  in  a  pecul- 
iarly felicitous  manner.  Many  of  his  sermons  were  of  singular  beauty 
and  elevation,  but  only  the  memory  of  them  remains.  At  the  time 
of  his  death  in  1885  he  had  projected  several  important  works.  His 
grave  is  in  the  cemetery  at  Concord,  not  far  from  the  graves  of 
Emerson  and  Hawthorne. 

As  a  political  thinker,  Mr.  Mulford  won  recognition  from  those 
to  whom  the  thought-element,  the  moral  in  the  highest  sense,  is  re- 
garded as  the  basis  of  the  nature  of  the  State.  President  Garfield, 
Charles  Sumner,  Wayne  MacVeagh,  President  Angell,  Professor  Di- 
man,  F.  D.  Maurice,  and  Dean  Stanley,  among  others,  testified  warmly 
to  their  appreciation  of  the  force  and  elevation  of  <The  Nation.* 
The  austere  dignity  which  characterizes  the  <  Republic  of  God  *  has 
strengthened  the  faith  and  comforted  the  hearts  of  many  who 
have  come  to  feel  that  theology  was  a  « baseless  fabric,*  or  at  best 
a  metaphysical  system  resting  on  traditionary  assumptions.  It  can 
hardly  be  doubted  that  when  the  present  tendency  to  exalt  the  con- 
crete both  in  philosophy  and  worship  shall  have  spent  its  force,  the 
<  Republic  of  God  *  will  be  turned  to  by  sincere  Christians  as  one  of 
the  great  modern  <^ Institutes  in  Theology.* 
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[The  following    selections    are   taken    from   <  The   Nation,*   copyright   187c 
by   E.    Mulford,  and  from    <The    Republic   of  God,>   copyright   1881  by  Elisha 
Mulford ;  and  are  reprinted  by  permission  of  Mrs.  Mulford,  and  of  Houghton 
Mifflin  &  Co.,  the  publishers.] 

THE   NATION   IS  A  CONTINUITY 
From  <The  Nation  > 

IT  NO  more  exists  complete  in  a  single  period  of  time  than  does 
the  race;  it  is  not  a  momentary  existence,  as  if  defined  in 
some  circumstance.  It  is  not  composed  of  its  present  occu- 
pants alone,  but  it  embraces  those  who  are,  and  have  been, 
and  shall  be.  There  is  in  it  the  continuity  of  the  generations;  it 
reaches  backward  to  the  fathers  and  onward  to  the  children,  and 
its  relation  is  manifest  in  its  reverence  for  the  one  and  its  hope 
for  the  other. 

The  evidence  of  this  continuity  is  in  the  consciousness  of  a 
people.  It  appears  in  the  apprehension  of  the  nation  as  an  in- 
heritance received  from  the  fathers,  to  be  transmitted  unimpaired 
to  the  children.  This  conviction,  that  has  held  the  nation  as  a 
heritage  'worth  living  and  worth  dying  for,  has  inspired  the  devo- 
tion and  sacrifice  of  a  people. 

The  evidence  of  this  continuity  is  also  in  the  fact  that  the 
spirit  of  a  people  always  contemplates  it.  The  nation  has  never 
existed  which  placed  a  definite  termination  to  its  existence  —  a 
period  when  its  order  was  to  expire  and  the  obligation  to  its  law 
to  cease.  It  cannot  anticipate  a  time  when  it  shall  be  resolved 
into  its  elements,  but  contends  with  the  intensity  of  life  against 
every  force  which  threatens  dissolution.  Those  who  have  repre- 
sented the  State  as  a  compact,  have  yet  held  it  to  be  a  perpetual 
one,  in  which  the  children  are  bound  by  the  acts  of  their  fathers. 

This  continuity  is  the  condition  of  the  existence  of  the  nation 
in  history.  The  nation  persists  through  a  form  of  outward  cir- 
cumstance. Judea  was  the  same  under  the  judges  and  under  the 
kings;  Rome  was  the  same  under  the  kings  and  under  the  con- 
suls. The  elements  of  the  being  of  the  nation  subsist  in  this 
continuity.  In  it,  also,  the  products  of  human  effort  are  con- 
served, and  the  law  of  human  production  conforms  to  it.  The 
best  attainments  pass  slowly  from  their  germ  to  their  perfectness, 
as  in  the  growth  of  the  language  and  the  law,  the  arts  and  the 
literature  of  a  people.     Chaucer  and  Spenser,  through  intervals  of 


I04I8 


ELISHA  MULFORD 


slow  advance,  precede  Shakespeare,  as  Giotto  and  Perugino  ieacl 
the  way  to  Michael  Angelo  and  Raphael. 

The  nation  is  a  continuity,  as  also  in  itself  the  product  of 
succeeding  generations.  It  transcends  the  achievement  of  a  sin- 
gle individual  or  a  separate  age.  The  life  of  the  individual  is 
not  its  measure.  In  its  fruition  there  is  the  work  of  the  gen- 
erations; and  even  in  the  moments  of  its  existence,  the  expres- 
sion of  their  spirit, —  the  blending  of  the  strength  of  youth,  the 
resolve  of  manhood,  and  the  experience  of  age  —  the  hope  and 
the  inspiration  of  the  one,  the  wisdom  and  repose  of  the  other. 
There  is  the  spirit  which  is  always  young,  and  yet  always  full  of 
years;  and  even  in  its  physical  course  the  correspondence  to  an 
always  renewed  life. 

This  continuity  has  found  expression  in  the  highest  political 
thought.  Shakespeare  has  it  in  his  historical  plays:  the  continu- 
ity of  the  nation  is  represented  as  existing  through  the  years 
with  the  vicissitudes  of  the  people,  in  the  changes  of  scene, 
with  the  coming  and  going  of  men;  and  there  is,  as  in  the 
nation,  the  unity  of  the  drama  in  which  so  many  actors  move, 
and  whose  events  revolve  from  age  to  age;  and  thus  these  plays 
hold  an  attraction  apart  from  the  separate  scenes  and  figures 
which  present  some  isolated  ideal  for  the  poet  to  shape.  Burke 
has  represented  this  continuity  in  the  nation  as  moving  through 
generations,  in  a  life  which  no  spectilative  schemes  and  no  legal 
formulas  may  compass :  "  The  nation  is  indeed  a  partnership,  but 
a  partnership  not  only  between  those  who  are  living,  but  between 
those  who  are  living,  those  who  are  dead,  and  those  who  are  to 
be  born.** 


THE   NATION   THE   REALIZATION   OF   FREEDOM 
From  <The  Nation  > 

THERE  is  always  a  tendency  in  those  withdrawn  from  the  bat- 
tle, and  its  "confused  noise  and  garments  rolled  in  blood," 
to  bear  its  issues  into  some  ideal  and  abstract  sphere. 
Thus  the  war  is  represented  as  the  immediate  conflict  of  the 
antagonistic  ideas,  freedom  and  slavery.  The  reality  is  other 
than  this-  the  hosts  are  mustered  in  no  intellectual  arena,  and 
the  forces  called  into  its  field  are  other  than  spectral  ideas. 
This  tendency  to  resolve  history  into  the  conflict  and  progress  of 
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abstract  ideas,  or  the  de\^elopment  of  what  is  called  an  intellect- 
ual conception,  can  apprehend  nothing  of  the  real  passion  of 
history.  It  knows  not  what,  with  so  deep  significance,  is  called 
the  burden  of  history.  It  enters  not  into  the  travail  of  time,  it 
discerns  not  the  presence  of  a  living  Person  in  the  judgments 
which  are  the  crises  of  the  world.  It  comprehends  only  some 
intellectual  conflict  in  the  issue  of  necessary  laws,  but  not  the 
strife  of  a  living  humanity.  The  process  of  a  legal  formula,  the 
evolution  of  a  logical  sequence,  the  supremacy  of  abstract  ideas, — 
this  has  nothing  to  compensate  for  the  agony  and  the  suffering 
and  the  sacrifice  of  the  actual  battle,  and  it  discerns  not  the  real 
glory  of  the  deliverance  of  humanity,  the  real  triumph  borne 
through  but  over  death;  There  was  in  the  war,  in  the  issue 
which  came  upon  us,  ^'even  upon  us,^*  and  in  the  sacrifice  of 
those  who  were  called,  the  battle  of  the  nation  for  its  very 
being;  and  it  was  the  nation  which  met  slavery  in  mortal  strife. 
The  inevitable  conflict  was  of  slavery  with  the  life  of  the  nation. 
There  is  no  vague  rhetoric,  but  a  deep  truth,  in  the  words 
"  Liberty  and  union,  now  and  forever,  one  and  inseparable.^^  They 
are  worthy  to  live  upon  the  lips  of  the  people,  for  there  can  be 
no  union  without  freedom,  since  slavery  has  its  necessary  result 
in  the  dissolution  of  the  being  of  the  nation;  and  there  can  be 
no  freedom  without  union,  for  it  is  only  in  the  being  of  the 
nation  that  freedom  becomes  real. 


THE    PEOPLE  AND   THE   LAND 
From  <The  Nation  > 

BUT  in  the  existence  of  the  nation,  which  is  the  substance  of 
civilization,  there  is  a  power  higher  than  the  necessary 
process  of  the  physical  world.  It  exists  in  the  order  of  the 
moral  world.  This  cannot  be  determined  by  physical  elements. 
The  history  of  the  world  cannot  be  deduced  from  its  geography. 
In  the  political  course  of  the  nation  the  land  is  a  necessary  ele- 
ment, but  it  is  not  the  creative  nor  the  controlling  element.  The 
future  of  the  nation  will  not  be  concluded  by  its  relative  near- 
ness to  the  equator.  The  nation  exists  historically  in  the  reali- 
zation of  the  freedom  of  man,  and  his  consequent  dominion  over 
nature.     Mr.   Buckle,  when  he    stood  in  Judea,   avowed   that  his 
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only  interest  was  in  the  agriculture  of  the  country:  but  the  soil 
is  the  same  upon  which  a  people  lived  who  stood  in  the  continu- 
ity of  a  nation,  which  long  captivity  in  strange  lands  and  under 
strange  skies  did  not  destroy,  whose  unity  was  lost  in  the  grand- 
eur of  no  imperialism,  and  whose  lines  of  kings  and  prophets 
looked  to  the  coming  of  One  in  whom  was  the  hope  of  humanity; 
but  the  physical  process  of  nature  does  not  renew  that  life.  The 
mountains  of  Attica  are  the  same  upon  which  the  Parthenon  was 
built,  and  their  quarries  the  same  which  furnished  marble  for 
the  sculpture  of  Athene,  and  the  windy  plains  are  the  same  upon 
which  an  army  was  mustered  at  Marathon,  and  the  sea  is  the 
same  whose  waves  were  parted  by  their  ships  at  Salamis;  but 
the  conflict  which  in  its  moral  interest  made  these  names  immor- 
tal, has  closed. 


THE   PERSONALITY  OF  MAN 
From  <The  Republic  of  God> 

THE  personality  of  man  is  not  to  be  represented  as  a  reflection 
of  the  personality  of  God.  It  is  no  remote  imitation  and  no 
faint  impression  of  the  personality  of  God.  It  is  real.  It 
has  the  strength  of  the  free  spirit.  It  moves  among  the  fleeting 
forms  and  fading  images  of  the  finite,  where  shadow  pursues 
shadow,  but  it  is  not  of  them.  In  the  accident  of  time  it  is  con- 
scious of  a  life  "  builded  far  from  accident." 

The  personality  of  God  is  the  ground  of  his  relation  with  the 
personality  of  man.  Without  personality  in  God,  he  would,  so 
far  as  the  knowledge  of  man  goes,  be  lower  than  man;  and  with- 
out personality  in  man,  there  would  be  no  ground  of  relation  to 
God. 


THE   PERSONALITY  OF   GOD 
From  <The  Republic  of  God> 

THE   personality  of  God  is  the   postulate   of   the  knowledge   of 
God.     In  this  human  life  and  these  human  relations,  in  the 
knowledge  of  a  person  by  a  person,  there  are  elements  of 
strength   and   love,  elements   of  freedom   which   are   deeper   than 
those  which   exist  in   the   knowledge  of  the  physical  world.     The 
knowledge    of   the    physical   process   is   the   result   of  observation 
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and  comparison;  it  is  the  fruit  of  research:  but  in  human  rela- 
tions there  are  other  elements.  There  is  a  knowledge  which  is 
not  the  result  of  experiment,  and  yet  may  come  through  experi^ 
ence.  Thus,  for  instance,  one  will  not  experiment  on  a  friend, 
and  sympathy  and  love  are  not  among  the  results  of  research. 
There  may  be  in  the  words,  /  hiow  Hint  in  tvhoni  I  have  believed^ 
a  deeper  knowledge  than  that  which  man  obtains  through  the 
external  observation  of  phenomena. 


THE  TELEOLOGICAL  ARGUMENT 
From  <The  Republic  of  God> 

THE  conditions  of  this  process  are  those  of  conflict,  a  struggle 
for  existence ;  it  is  "  the  rack  of  this  tough  world, "  and  one 
form  passes  beyond  another  form  by  survival.  There  are  in 
nature  elements  of  subsistence  for  production  and  for  destruction. 
One  race  to  subsist  must  prey  with  ravin  upon  another  race. 
There  is  the  adaptation  of  the  wing  of  the  crow  and  of  the  tooth 
of  the  shark.  There  is  a  strange  intermingling  in  the  poison 
that  fills  the  chalice  of  the  rhost  beautiful  flower,  the  malaria 
that  is  borne  upon  the  softest  airs,  the  colors  that  gleam  re- 
splendently  in  the  sinuous  folds  of  the  serpent.  There  is  the 
fair  light  that  illumines  the  dawn  and  empurples  the  evening,  but 
throws  its  radiance  over  mists  and  exhalations.  There  are  smooth 
waters  that  bear  the  reflection  of  the  clouds  which  hold  the 
tempest,  and  are  changed  with  the  clouds  which  burst  over  them 
into  the  rage  of  cruel  seas.  The  tides  rise  and  fall  with  almost 
changeless  precision;  but  they  are  swept  by  the  storm  that  marks 
their  lines  with  wreck.  By  the  cleft  and  broken  strata  of  the 
rocks,  one  may  still  seem  to  hear  "  the  sea  rehearse  its  ancient 
song  of  chaos,  '^  There  is  in  nature  that  which  is  beautiful,  and 
that  which  is  fantastic  and  monstrous.  These  aspects  of  nature 
become  more  apparent  in  tropical  countries,  where  there  is  a 
stronger  movement  of  the  impulse,  the  passion  of  nature,  with 
more  impetuous  energies.  Thus  in  India  there  are  more  images 
and  shrines  of  supplication  to  Siva  the  destroyer,  than  to  Brahma 
the  creator  and  Vishnu  the  preserver. 
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THE   SCRIPTURES 
From  <The  Republic  of  God> 

THE  Bible  is  a  book  written  in  literal  forms,  subject  to  the 
ordinary  riiles  of  construction,  as  defined  in  the  science  of 
grammar. 

The  Bible  is  a  book  written  in  languages,  as  the  Hebraic,  the 
Chaldaic,  the  Greek,  or  Grseco-Hebraic;  subject  to  the  ordinary 
rules  of  derivation  and  distinction,  as  defined  in  the  science  of 
comparative  philology. 

The  Bible  is  a  book  written  in  manuscripts;  which  require 
in  their  transcription  and  authentication  the  critical  study  which 
belongs  to  the  science  which  —  in  comparing,  for  instance,  the 
uncial  with  other  styles  —  is  the  science  which  deals  with  scriptory 
forms. 

The  Bible  is  a  book  which  has  been  subject  to  the  mutations 
of  literature.  It  is  written  in  manuscripts  of  unequal  value,  no 
one  of  which  is  entirely  perfect  in  itself,  so  as  to  displace  all 
others,  and  none-  are  free  from  obscure  or  various  readings.  It 
has  suffered  simply  the  mutations  of  literature,  and  has  had  no 
exemptions  from  them. 

It  embraces  the  most  varied  forms  of  literature;  as  genealo- 
gies, laws,  histories,  records  of  legislative  and  judicial  procedure, 
methods  of  sanitary,  civil,  and  military  administration.  There  is 
legend  and  myth.  There  are  various  forms  of  poetry:  the  ode, 
as  in  the  antiphone  of  Moses  and  Miriam;  the  drama,  as  in  the 
Book  of  Job;  the  idyl,  as  in  the  Song  of  Solomon;  the  lyric,  as 
in  the  Book  of  the  Psalms,  and  the  opening  pages  of  the  Gospel 
of  St.  Luke;  and  in  the  writings  of  St.  Paul,  citations  from  the 
Greek  comedy,  as  from  Menander, 

These  Scriptures  embraced,  in  substance,  all  the  literature  that 
the  ancient  Hebrew  people  possessed.  Their  productions  in  art 
and  music  always  remained  rude  and  simple,  and  in  architecture 
they  were  the  common  adaptations  of  a  primitive  mode  of  life,  or 
often  the  reproduction  of  forms  copied  from  Egypt,  or  imported 
from  Phoenicia. 

There  are  traces  in  these  writings  of  the  races,  countries, 
and  ages  in  which  they  appeared,  and  of  climatic  conditions  with 
respect  to  languages,  customs,  and  laws.  There  is  a  popular 
element,  as  Mn  the  stories  of  Samson  and  Ruth;  and  there  is 
also    a    priestly   and    a   kingly    element,    as    in    the    Books   of   the 
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Chronicles  and  Kings,  In  some  books  there  are  the  traces  of 
reflective  phases  of  thought,  as  in  the  Book  of  Ecclesiastes;  and 
in  some  there  are  traces  of  Asiatic  forms  and  Asiatic  institu- 
tions. 

These  Scriptures  were  written  by  various  writers  in  various 
ages,  and  bear  the  note  and  accent  of  the  individuality  of  these 
writers  in  their  modes  of  expression.  If  it  needs  to  be  said, 
the  literary  forms  of  the  older  parts  rise  often  to  great  dignity 
of  expression,  as  the  later  chapters  of  Isaiah  and  the  books  of 
Hosea  and  Job;  and  they  have,  in  this  quality,  a  comparative 
excellence  in  the  literature  of  the  world.  There  is  in  the  New 
Testament  not  an  indifference  to  literary  form,  but  no  distinction 
of  literary  form.  These  writings  are  simply  narrative;  in  a 
biographical  arrangement,  or  in  the  style  of  letters  that  are  few 
and  direct  and  very  unequal  in  their  expression.  There  is  a  his- 
torical narrative  of  a  discursive  character,  apparently  embracing 
the  work  of  various  writers.  The  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews  has 
d  singular  finish,  with  an  antithetic  expression,  and  an  elaborate 
detail  of  historical  portraiture,  that  indicates  the  culture  of  the 
writer  in  the  schools  of  rhetoric  in  his  age.  ■  The  evangel  of 
St.  Luke  is  commended  for  the  diligence  and  thoroughness  of  its 
research.  The  writings  of  St.  Paul,  in  the  Epistles,  which  may 
be  distinctively  called  catholic,  indicate  more  plainly  the  modifica- 
tions to  which  the  Greek  language  was  subject  when  it  became 
the  instrument  for  the  expression  of  Hebrew  forms  of  thought; 
and  they  indicate  also,  in  their  illustrative  expression,  the  influ- 
ence of  a  knowledge  of  Roman  law  in  an  age  of  great  Roman 
lawyers.  But  the  writings  of  St.  Paul  have  no  literary  form  to 
commend  them, — to  bring  them  into  comparison,  in  Greek  with 
the  consummate  beauty  of  phrase  in  ^schylus,  or  the  repose 
in  the  style  of  Plato,  or  the  sustained  strength  of  the  masterful 
style  of  Aristotle.  There  is  often,  from  language  of  great  ele- 
vation, a  lapse  to  some  digressive  phrase;  as,  for  an  extreme 
instance,  in  the  thirty-third  verse  of  the  fifteenth  chapter  of  the 
first  Epistle  to  the  Corinthians,  which  drops  and  moves  on  with 
a  quotation  from  the  Greek  comedy.  They  lack  the  form  which 
belongs  to  the  great  hymns  of  the  Vedas,  and  the  constructive 
unity  and  consonance  with  a  formal  system  which  belongs  to  the 
Koran.  The  Koran  is  also  better  preserved,  and  has  suffered  less 
in  transcription,  with  proportionately  fewer  obscure  or  various 
readings.     The  style  has  no  distinctive  quality :  but  they  who,  in 
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common  parlance  with  religious  society,  speak  of  their  beautiful 
Hturgy,  suggest  a  comparison  with  the  hymns  of  the  Vedas;  and 
they  who  write  of  the  poetry  of  the  Bible  must  draw  their  paral- 
lel with  ^schylus  and  Shakespeare,  and  the  masters  of  the  liter- 
ary art  to  which  they  invite  attention. 

The  Bible  has  a  unity  which  is  deeper  than  any  structural 
form,  however  various  and  complete.  This  prevails  with  a  con- 
tinuous and  continually  increasing  manifestation  through  the 
whole.  It  is  not  merely  the  unity  which  appears  in  the  literature 
of  a  people,  as  the  Latin  or  the  English  literature:  it  is  that,  but 
it  is  more  and  other  than  that.  It  is  not  merely  the  unity  which 
attaches  to  the  continuous  history,  the  institutions,  laws,  customs, 
wars  of  a  people:    it  is  that,  but  it  is  more  and  other  than  that. 

The  Bible  is  the  record  of  the  revelation  of  God.  It  is  the 
record  of  a  revelation  of  God  in  man  and  to  the  world.  It  is 
testamentary  to  the  revelation  of  God  to  and  through  the  world. 
This  revelation,  and  not  a  literature  nor  a  body  of  traditions,  is 
the  ground  of  the  unity  which  it  discovers.  It  is  the  record  of 
the  revelation  of  God,  in  his  revelation  with  humanity;  in  the 
fulfillment  of  his  eternal  purpose,  which  was  before  the  foundation 
of  the  world ;  in  the  righteousness  in  which  he  manifests  his  own 
being,  and  in  the  life  which  he  has  given  for  the  world.  It 
is  of  the  coming  of  his  kingdom,  in  which  the  kingdoms  of  this 
world  become  the  kingdoms  of  Christ.  It  is  of  a  revelation  in 
an  order  in  the  world,  of  the  family  and  the  nation.  It  is  of  a 
revelation  of  and  in  the  Christ. 


I 


10425 


FREDERICK   MAX   MULLER 

(1823- I 900) 

BY   HENRY   A.    STIMSON 

?ROFESSOR  Max  Muller  has  told  an  incident  that  occurred  early 
in  his  Oxford  life,  which   not   only  fixes   his   parentage   but 
introduces  us  to  the  rare  literary  circle  that  opened  to  him 
in  England,  and  which  did  so  much  for  his  future  career. 

He  was  invited  to  meet  Thackeray  at  a  little  dinner.  Miiller  had 
as  yet  mastered  English  but  imperfectly,  and  was  moreover  some- 
what awed  by  the  great  man.  A  fine  fish, 
a  John  Dory,  was  brought  on;  when  Thack- 
eray turned  his  large  spectacled  eyes  upon 
the  stranger,  and  said,  "Are  you  going  to 
eat  your  own  ancestor  ? '  Everybody  stared 
in  silence ;  looking  very  grave  and  learned, 
Thackeray  said,  "  Surely  you  are  the  son  of 
the  Dorian  Miiller  —  the  Miiller  who  wrote 
that  awfully  learned  book  on  the  Dorians: 
and  was  not  John  Dory  the  ancestor  of  all 
the  Dorians  ?  '>  In  the  laugh  that  followed, 
Muller  replied  that  he  was  not  the  son  of 
Ottfried  Miiller,  who  wrote  on  the  Dorians, 
but  of  Wilhelm  Miiller  the  poet,  who  wrote 
'■  Die  Homerische  Vorschule ' ;  and  as  to  John 

Dory  being  his  ancestor,  that  was  impossible,  as  the  original  John 
Dory  was  t7  J'am'fore, —  that  is,  St.  Peter, — and  he  had  no  wife.  After 
which  quick  repartee  the  young  scholar  was  well  launched. 

He  was  then  but  twenty-five  years  of  age.  He  was  born  at  Des- 
sau, December  6th,  1823.  After  studying  in  Leipzig  and  Berlin,  taking 
his  degree  in  1843,  and  publishing  his  first  Sanskrit  work  in  1844,  he 
went  to  Paris  to  study  with  the  great  Orientalist,  Burnouf.  Recog- 
nizing his  abilities,  Burnouf  helped  him  to  decide  upon  a  career, 
and  directed  him  to  England;  whither  he  went  in  1846  to  collate 
manuscripts  for  an  edition  of  the  Rig-Veda,  the  Sacred  Hymns  of  the 
Brahmins. 

In  London  he  introduced  himself  to  the  Prussian  Minister,  Baron 
Bunsen,  who  became   his  lifelong   friend,  and   by  whose  good   offices 
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the  East  India  Company  was  induced  to  bear  the  expense  of  the 
first  edition  of  the  <  Rig-Veda.  >  The  troubled  state  of  affairs  on  the 
Continent  made  it  more  easy  for  the  student,  whose  life  work  was 
to  be  so  largely  among  cumbersome  and  illegible  manuscripts,  to  take 
advantage  of  the  quiet  seclusion  of  England.  He  went  at  once  to 
Oxford,  and  that  became  his  future  home. 

It  is  no  strange  thing  for  foreign  scholars  to  visit  London  and 
the  English  universities,  but  it  is  not  easy  for  them  to  become  domes- 
ticated there.  Erasmus  tried  it  for  a  year;  Taine,  with  all  his  admir- 
ation for  things  English,  was  never  more  than  a  visitor;  and  such 
Orientalists  as  Renan,  Darmesteter,  and  Burnouf  did  not  make  the 
attempt.  In  <^the  don  city,**  where,  as  Bunsen  warned  him,  ^<  every 
English  idiosyncrasy  strengthens  itself,  and  buries  itself  in  coteries,** 
Miiller  settled  with  such  success  that  ten  years  later,  in  1858,  Bunsen 
wrote  to  him :  <^  Without  ceasing  to  be  a  German,  you  have  appro- 
priated all  that  is  excellent  and  superior  in  English  life ;  and  of  that 
there  is  much.** 

Oxford  was  very  hospitable  to  him.  He  was  invited  to  lecture 
before  the  University  in  1850,  made  honorary  M.  A.  of  Christ  Church 
in  1 85 1,  elected  Taylorian  professor  in  1854,  curator  of  the  Bodleian 
Library  in  1856,  fellow  of  All  Souls  in  1858;  and  in  1868  was  named  in 
the  act  of  convocation  for  the  chair  of  comparative  philology,  the 
first  professorship  ever  created  by  the  University  itself.  He  resigned 
this  in  1875,  but  afterwards  remained  in  Oxford,  engaged  by  the  Uni- 
versity to  edit  a  series  of  translations  of  the  '  Sacred  Books  of  the 
East.'  He  was  a  prolific  author  on  a  large  variety  of  subjects,  and 
a  frequent   and  welcomed   lecturer. 

His  life  work  was  editing  the  text  and  furnishing  translations 
of  the  Rig-Veda;  and  by  this  he  would  probably  prefer  to  be  remem- 
bered. But  he  is  better  known  to  the  public,  and  has  exerted  a  wide 
and  powerful  influence  by  his  writings  on  *The  Science  of  Language,* 
*The  Science  of  Religion,*  and  collateral  topics.  His  lectures  on  the 
Science  of  Language,  delivered  in  1861  and  1862  in  the  Royal  Insti- 
tution, London,  attracted  wide  attention,  passed  through  many  edi- 
tions when  published,  and  are  asserted  to  have  made  good  for  the 
first  time  the  claims  of  philology  to  be  ranked  among  the  sciences. 
He  carried  out  his  theories  in  the  realm  of  religion  in  the  Gifford 
Lectures  before  the  University  of  Glasgow  in  1889,  1891,  1892,  and 
1893;  and  in  the  Hibbert  Lectures,  of  which  he  was  chosen  to  deliver 
the  first  series  on  the  Origin  and  Growth  of  Religion  as  Illustrated 
by  the  Religions  of  India,  in  the  chapter  house  of  Westminster  in 
1878. 

His  theories  of  the  origin  and  growth  of  language  have  been 
strenuously  combated,  and  his   accuracy  as  an  observer  and  collater 
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of  facts  sometimes  discredited;  notably  by  the  accomplished  Ameri- 
can Orientalist,  the  late  Professor  W.  D.  Whitney  of  Yale  University. 
He  has  been  exposed  to  the  danger  of  hasty  and  superficial  general- 
izations :  but  his  doctrine  of  •  myths  as  originating  in  the  natural 
phenomena  of  the  sky  —  the  sun,  the  moon,  the  dawn  —  has  awak- 
ened wide  interest,  and  greatly  stimulated  intelligent  investigation; 
while  his  effort  to  make  a  science  of  religion  —  with  a  law  of  growth, 
a  steady  absorption  of  new  material,  and  a  historical  procedure  — 
while  still  recognizing  that  religion  is  an  aspiration,  and  in  its  essence 
what  neither  sense  nor  reason  can  supply,  has  done  much  to  broaden 
Christian  sympathies,  and  to  open  the  way  for  those  wider  studies 
into  the  history  of  other  religions,  which  are  to-day  laying  surer 
foundations  for  religion  itself.  He  modestly  spoke  of  his  labors  in  this 
department  as  *'  but  a  desire  and  a  seed.^' 

He  was  not  disappointed  in  his  aim  to  help  build  again  the 
bridge  between  the  East  and  the  West,  which  stood  firm  in  earliest 
times,  but  which,  while  never  altogether  destroyed  for  the  great  na- 
tions of  antiquity,  has  been  broken  in  the  course  of  the  historic 
centuries.  It  is  much  to  have  been  a  leader  in  the  labors  of  the  dis- 
tinguished band  of  Orientalists,  as  a  result  of  which  we  are  enabled 
to-day  to  read  the  thoughts,  comprehend  the  motives,  hear  the  pray- 
ers, understand  the  life,  and  know  the  business,  the  worship,  the  laws, 
the  poetry,  of  a  world  buried  from  three  to  eight  thousand  years. 

Professor  Max  Miiller's  command  of  a  beautiful  and  virile  English 
style  had  much  to  do  with  his  success.  The  captious  Saturday 
Review  called  him '<  really  one  of  the  best  English  writers  of  the 
day." 

A  passage  to  illustrate  both  his  manner  and  his  views  may  be 
taken  from  his  inaugural  address  as  president  of  the  Congress  of 
Orientalists  in    1892:  — 

«What  people  call  <mere  words  >  are  in  truth  the  monuments  of  the  finest 
intellectual  battles,  triumphal  arches  of  the  grandest  \nctories,  won  by  the 
intellect  of  man.  When  man  had  found  names  for  body  and  soul,  for  father 
and  mother,  and  not  till  then,  did  the  first  act  of  human  history  begin.  Not 
till  there  were  names  for  right  and  wrong,  for  God  and  man,  could  there 
be  anything  worthy  of  the  name  of  human  society.  Every  new  word  was 
a  discovery;  and  these  early  discoveries,  if  but  properly  understood,  are 
more  important  to  us  than  the  greatest  conquests  of  the  Kings  of  Egj'pt  and 
Babylon.  Not  one  of  our  greatest  explorers  has  unearthed  with  his  spade  or 
pickaxe  more  splendid  palaces  and  temples,  whether  in  Egypt  or  in  Babylon, 
than  the  etymologist.  Every  word  is  the  palace  of  a  human  thought;  and  in 
scientific  etymolog\^  we  possess  the  charm  with  which  to  call  these  ancient 
thoughts  back  to  life.  Languages  mean  speakers  of  language;  and  families 
of  speech  presuppose  real  families,  or  classes,  or  powerful  confederacies,  which 
have  struggled  for  their  existence,  and  held  their  ground  against  all  enemies.* 
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His  marriage  to  Miss  Grenfell,  by  which  he  became  connected 
with  the  families  of  Charies  Kingsley  and  of  Froude,  served  only  to 
widen  and  render  more  intimate  the  circle  of  literary  and  profes- 
sional friends  which  had  been  so  characteristic  of  Miiller's  life  from 
the  first.  In  Leipzig,  Hermann,  Haupt,  and  Brockhaus;  in  Berlin, 
Alexander  von  Humboldt  and  Boeckh;  in  Paris,  Burnouf;  in  England, 
Thackeray,  Tennyson,  Browning,  Arnold,  Clough,  Jowett,  Ruskin, — 
and  indeed  almost  every  one  of  prominence  in  scientific  and  liter- 
ary affairs, — were  his  friends  or  were  helpful  to  his  fame.  This 
argues  exceptional  gifts  of  heart  and  person,  as  well  as  of  intellect. 
His  strong  and  beautiful  face  was  crowned  with  a  wealth  of  snowy 
hair,  and  shone  with  eager  intelligence  and  the  sweetness  of 
thorough  kindliness.  As  an  instance  of  this  kindliness,  it  is  related 
that  two  young  ladies,  strangers,  from  some  unknown  motive  wrote 
him  asking  advice  in  the  choice  of  a  language  to  study,  of  which 
no  one  in  England  knew  anything.  His  answer  reveals  his  amiabil- 
ity and  genuine  helpfulness.     He  writes:  — 

«It  is  by  no  means  easy  to  reply  to  your  inquiry.  To  take  up  any  work 
in  good  earnest  is  a  most  excellent  thing;  and  I  should  be  the  last  person  to 
find  fault  with  anybody  for  fixing  on  learning  a  language,  even  for  the  mere 
safe  of  learning  something.  Yet  it  is  right  that  our  work  should  have  some 
useful  object  beyond  the  mere  pleasure  of  working.  ...  I  take  it  that  lit- 
erature would  form  an  object  to  you  in  the  choice  of  a  language. >> 

Then  he  suggests  several  languages,   giving  reasons  for  each,  ending 
with  a  pleasant  wish  for  their  perseverance  and  success. 

He  directed  his  studies  largely  in  the  line  of  religion,  because 
religion  was  to  him  a  cherished  personal  possession.  In  his  lecture 
on  Missions  delivered  in  Westminster  Abbey,  December  3d,  1873,  he 
says : — 

« There  is  one  kind  of  faith  that  revels  in  words,  there  is  another  that  can 
hardly  find  utterance:  the  former  is  like  riches  that  come  to  us  by  inherit- 
ance, the  latter  is  like  the  daily  bread  which  each  of  us  has  to  win  by  the 
sweat  of  his  brow.  The  former  we  cannot  expect  from  new  converts;  we 
ought  not  to  expect  it  or  exact  it,  for  fear  it  might  lead  to  hypocrisy  and 
superstition.  .  .  .  We  want  less  of  creeds  but  more  of  trust,  less  of  cere- 
mony but  more  of  work,  less  of  solemnity  but  more  of  genial  honesty,  less  of 
doctrine  but  more  of  love.  There  is  a  faith  as  small  as  a  grain  of  mustard 
.seed ;  but  that  grain  alone  can  remove  mountains,  and  more  than  that,  it  can 
move  hearts. » 

Theories  are  forgotten,  and  sciences  are  outgrown ;  but  to  have 
been  the  inspiring  leader  of  many  in  the  onward  march  of  knowl- 
edge, and  to  have  achieved  a  serene  and  rounded  character,  go  far 
to  amply  crown  any  life. 


FREDERICK  MAX  MULLER  IO429 

«Denn  wer  den  Besten  seiner  Zeit  genug 
Gethan,  der  hat  gelebt  fur  alle  Zeiten.» 

«That  which  lived 
True  life,  lives  on.» 

But  to  have  added  to  this  that  which  should  accompany  old  age, — 
'*  honor,  love,  and  troops  of  friends, ^^  was  this  ambitious  scholar's  happy 
portion.     Professor  Mviller  died,  at  Oxford,  England,  October  28,  1900. 


ON  THE  MIGRATION   OF   FABLES 
From  < Chips  from  a  German  Workshop* 

«  •-^ouNT  not  your  chickens  before  they  be  hatched,"  is  a  well- 
\^__^  known  proverb  in  English;  and  most  people,  if  asked 
what  was  its  origin,  would  probably  appeal  to  La  Fon- 
taine's delightful  fable,  ^  La  Laitiere  et  le  Pot  au  Lait.^  We  all 
know  Perrette,  lightly  stepping  along  from  her  village  to  the  town, 
and  in  her  day-dreams  selling  her  milk  for  a  good  sum,  then 
buying  a  hundred  eggs,  then  selling  the  chickens,  then  buying 
a  pig,  fattening  it,  selling  it  again,  and  buying  a  cow  with  a 
calf.  The  calf  frolics  about,  and  kicks  up  his  legs  —  so  does  Per- 
rette; and  alas!  the  pail  falls  down,  the  milk  is  spilt,  her  riches 
gone,  and  she  only  hopes  when  she  comes  home  that  she  may 
escape  a  flogging  from  her  husband. 

Did  La  Fontaine  invent  this  fable  ?  or  did  he  merely  follow 
the  example  of  Sokrates,  who,  as  we  know  from  the  ^Phaedon,* 
occupied  himself  in  prison,  during  the  last  days  of  his  life,  with 
turning  into  verse  some  of  the  fables  —  or  as  he  calls  them,  the 
myths  —  of  ^sop. 

La  Fontaine  published  the  first  six  books  of  his  fables  in 
1668;  and  it  is  well  known  that  the  subjects  of  most  of  these 
fables  were  taken  from  -^sop,  Phsedrus,  Horace,  and  other  clas- 
sical fabulists, — ii  we  may  adopt  this  word  **  fabuliste, '^  which  La 
Fontaine  was  the  first  to  introduce  into  French. 
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In  1678  a  second  of  these  six  books  was  published,  enriched 
by  five  books  of  new  fables;  and  in  1694  a  new  edition  appeared, 
containing  one  additional  book,  thus  completing  the  collection  of 
his  charming-  poems. 

The  fable  of  Perrette  stands  in  the  seventh  book;  and  was 
published,  therefore,  for  the  first  time  in  the  edition  of  1678.  In 
the  preface  to  that  edition,  La  Fontaine  says:  ^*  It  is  not  neces- 
sary that  I  should  say  whence  I  have  taken  the  subjects  of  these 
new  fables.  I  shall  only  say,  from  a  sense  of  gratitude,  that  I 
owe  the  largest  portion  of  them  to  Pilpay,  the  Indian  sage.'^ 

If  then  La  Fontaine  tells  us  himself  that  he  borrowed  the 
subjects  of  most  of  his  new  fables  from  Pilpay,  the  Indian  sage, 
we  have  clearly  a  right  to  look  to  India  in  order  to  see  whether, 
in  the  ancient  literature  of  that  country,  any  traces  can  be  dis- 
covered of  Perrette  with  the  milk-pail. 

Sanskrit  literature  is  very  rich  in  fables  and  stories;  no  other 
literature  can  vie  with  it  in  that  respect;  nay,  it  is  extremely 
likely  that  fables,  in  particular  animal  fables,  had  their  principal 
source  in  India.  In  the  sacred  literature  of  the  Buddhists,  fables 
held  a  most  prominent  place.  The  Buddhist  preachers,  address- 
ing themselves  chiefly  to  the  people,  to  the  untaught,  the  un- 
cared-for, the  outcast,  spoke  to  them  as  we  still  speak  to  children, 
in  fables  and  parables.  Many  of  these  fables  and  parables  must 
have  existed  before  the  rise  of  the  Buddhist  religion;  others,  no 
doubt,  were  added  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  just  as  Sokrates 
would  invent  a  myth  or  fable  whenever  that  form  of  argument 
seemed  to  him  most  likely  to  impress  and  convince  his  hearers. 
But  Buddhism  gave  a  new  and  permanent  sanction  to  this  whole 
branch  of  moral  mythology;  and  in  the  sacred  canon,  as  it  was 
settled  in  the  third  century  before  Christ,  many  a  fable  received, 
and  holds  to  the  present  day,  its  recognized  place.  After  the 
fall  of  Buddhism  in  India,  and  even  during  its  decline,  the  Brah- 
mans  claimed  the  inheritance  of  their  enemies,  and  used  their  pop- 
ular fables  for  educational  purposes.  The  best  known  of  these 
collections  of  fables  in  Sanskrit  is  the  *  Paii/'atantra,  *  literally  the 
Pentateuch  or  Pentamerone.  From  it  and  from  other  sources 
another  collection  was  made,  well  known  to  all  Sanskrit  scholars 
by  the  name  of  *  Hitopadcya  * ;  /.  e.,  Salutary  Advice.  Both  these 
books  have  been  published  in  England  and  Germany,  and  there 
are  translations  of  them  in  English,  German,  French,  and  other 
languages. 
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JAPANESE  MANUSCRIPT 

This  is  a  fine   specimen   of   the  variety   of  Japanese   writing  called   "  Fira 

Kana '■ — that  is,  equal  or  extended.     This   was  a  real  tachygraphy 

or  abbreviation   of   the   Chinese   signs.     The   signs   of  this 

Japanese     syllabary     number     forty-seven.     They 

are  traced  with   a  brush,  and  are  written 

in   columns   from   right  to   left. 
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The  first  question  which  we  have  to  answer  refers  to  the 
date  of  these  collections;  and  dates  in  the  history  of  vSanskrit 
literature  are  always  difficult  points.  Fortunately,  as  we  shall 
see,  we  can  in  this  case  fix  the  date  of  the  ^  Paii/^atantra  >  at 
least,  by  means  of  a  translation  into  ancient  Persian,  which  was 
made  about  five  hundred  and  fifty  years  after  Christ,  though 
even  then  we  can  only  prove  that  a  collection  somewhat  like  the 
*■  Pah/'atantra '  must  have  existed  at  that  time ;  but  we  cannot 
refer  the  book,  in  exactly  that  form  in  which  we  now  possess  it, 
to  that  distant  period. 

If  we  look  for  La  Fontaine's  fable  in  the  Sanskrit  stories  of 
<  Pah/'atantra,  ^  we  do  not  find,  indeed,  the  milkmaid  counting  her 
chickens  before  they  are  hatched,  but  we  meet  with  the  follow- 
ing story:  — 

"There  lived  in  a  certain  place  a  Brahman,  whose  name  was 
Svabhavak;7pa;/a,  which  means  ^a  born  miser.  ^  He  had  collected  a 
quantity  of  rice  by  begging  [this  reminds  us  somewhat  of  the  Bud- 
dhist mendicants],  and  after  having  dined  off  it,  he  filled  a  pot  with 
what  was  left  over.  He  hung  the  pot  on  a  peg  on  the  wall,  placed 
his  couch  beneath,  and  looking  intently  at  it  all  the  night,  he  thought, 
<Ah,  that  pot  is  indeed  brimful  of  rice.  Now,  if  there  should  be  a 
famine,  I  should  certainly  make  a  hundred  rupees  by  it.  With  this 
I  shall  buy  a  couple  of  goats.  They  will  have  young  ones  every  six 
months,  and  thus  I  shall  have  a  whole  herd  of  goats.  Then  with  the 
goats  I  shall  buy  cows.  As  soon  as  they  have  calved,  I  shall  sell 
the  calves.  Then  with  the  cows  I  shall  buy  buffaloes;  with  the  buf- 
faloes, mares.  When  the  mares  have  foaled,  I  shall  have  plenty  of 
horses;  and  when  I  sell  them,  plenty  of  gold.  With  that  gold  I  shall 
get  a  house  with  four  wings.  And  then  a  Brahman  will  come  to  my 
house,  and  will  give  me  his  beautiful  daughter,  with  a  large  dowry. 
She  will  have  a  son,  and  I  shall  call  him  Somai-arman.  When  he  is 
old  enough  to  be  danced  on  his  father's  knee,  I  shall  sit  with  a  book 
at  the  back  of  the  stable,  and  while  I  am  reading,  the  boy  will  see 
me,  jump  from  his  mother's  lap  and  run  towards  me  to  be  danced  on 
my  knee.  He  will  come  too  near  the  horse's  hoof,  and  full  of  anger, 
I  shall  call  to  my  wife,  "Take  the  baby;  take  him !  >>  But  she,  dis 
tracted  by  some  domestic  work,  does  not  hear  me.  Then  I  get  up, 
and  give  her  such  a  kick  with  my  foot.>  While  he  thought  this,  he 
gave  a  kick  with  his  foot,  and  broke  the  pot.  All  the  rice  fell  over 
him,  and  made  him  quite  white.  Therefore  I  say,  ^  He  who  makes 
foolish  plans  for  the  future  will  be  white  all  over,  like  the  father  ot 
Somayarnaan.  *  *^ 
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I  shall  at  once  proceed  to  read  you  the  same  story,  though 
slightly  modified,  from  the  ^  Hitopadej-a.  *  The  *  Hitopade^a  ^  pro- 
fesses to  be  taken  from  the  *  Paii/^atantra  ^  and  some  other  books; 
and  in  this  case  it  would  seem  as  if  some  other  authority  had 
been  followed.  You  will  see,  at  all  events,  how  much  freedom 
there  was  in  telling  the  old  story  of  the  man  who  built  castles  in 
the  air. 

<*In  the  town  of  Deviko/'/a  there  lived  a  Brahman  of  the  name  of 
Devayarman.  At  the  feast  of  the  great  equinox  he  received  a  plate 
full  of  rice.  He  took  it,  went  into  a  potter's  shop,  which  was  full  of 
crockery,  and  overcome  by  the  heat,  he  lay  down  in  a  corner  and 
began  to  doze.  In  order  to  protect  his  plate  of  rice  he  kept  his 
stick  in  his  hand,  and  began  to  think:  <Now,  if  I  sell  this  plate  of 
rice,  I  shall  receive  ten  cowries  [kapardaka].  I  shall  then,  on  the 
spot,  buy  pots  and  plates,  and  after  having  increased  my  capital 
again  and  again,  I  shall  buy  and  sell  betel-nuts  and  dresses  till  I 
become  enormously  rich.  Then  I  shall  marry  four  wives,  and  the 
youngest  and  prettiest  of  the  four  I  shall  make  a  great  pet  of.  Then 
the  other  wives  will  be  so  angry,  and  begin  to  quarrel.  But  I  shall 
be  in  a  great  rage,  and  take  a  stick,  and  give  them  a  good  flogging.* 
While  he  said  this,  he  flung  his  stick  away;  the  plate  of  rice  was 
smashed  to  pieces,  and  many  of  the  pots  in  the  shop  were  broken. 
The  potter,  hearing  the  noise,  ran  into  the  shop,  and  when  he  saw 
his  pots  broken,  he  gave  the  Brahman  a  good  scolding,  and  drove 
him  out  of  his  shop.  Therefore  I  say,  <  He  who  rejoices  over  plans 
for  the  future  will  come  to  grief,  like  the  Brahman  who  broke  the 
pots.>» 

In  spite  of  the  change  of  a  Brahman  into  a  milkmaid,  no 
one,  I  suppose,  will  doubt  that  we  have  here  in  the  stories  of 
the  *  Pah/C'atantra '  and  *■  Hitopade^a  *  the  first  germs  of  La  Fon- 
taine's fable.  But  how  did  that  fable  travel  all  the  way  from 
India  to  France  ?  How  did  it  doff  its  Sanskrit  garment,  and  don 
the  light  dress  of  modern  French  ?  How  was  the  stupid  Brah- 
man  born  again  as  the  brisk  milkmaid,  cotillon  simple  et  souliers 
plats  f 

It  seems  a  startling  case  of  longevity,  that  while  languages 
have  changed,  while  works  of  art  have  perished,  while  empires 
have  risen  and  vanished  again,  this  simple  children's  story 
should  have  lived  on,  and  maintained  its  place  of  honor  and  its 
undisputed  sway  in  every  school-room  of  the  East  and  every 
nursery  of  the  West.     And  yet  it  is  a  case  of  longevity  so  well 
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attested  that  even  the  most  skeptical  would  hardly  venture  to 
question  it.  We  have  the  passport  of  these  stories  vis6d  at  every 
place  through  which  they  have  passed,  and  as  far  as  I  can  judge, 
parfaitement  en  regie.  The  story  of  the  migration  of  these  Indian 
.fables  from  East  to  West  is  indeed  wonderful;  more  wonderful 
and  more  instructive  than  many  of  the  fables  themselves.  Will 
it  be  believed  that  we,  in  this  Christian  country,  and  in  the 
nineteenth  century,  teach  our  children  the  first,  the  most  import- 
ant lessons  of  worldly  wisdom, —  nay,  of  a  more  than  worldly  wis- 
dom,—  from  books  borrowed  from  Buddhists  and  Brahmans,  from 
heretics  and  idolaters;  and  that  wise  words  spoken  a  thousand, — 
nay,  two  thousand  —  years  ago,  in  a  lonely  village  of  India,  like 
precious  seed  scattered  broadcast  over  the  world,  still  bear  fruit  a 
hundred  and  a  thousand  fold  in  that  soil  which  is  most  precious 
before  God  and  man, — the  soul  of  a  child  ?  No  lawgiver,  no 
philosopher,  has  made  his  influence  felt  so  widely,  so  deeply, 
and  so  permanently  as  the  author  of  these  children's  fables.  But 
who  was  he  ?  We  do  not  know.  His  name,  like  the  name  of 
many  a  benefactor  of  the  human  race,  is  forgotten.  We  only 
know  he  was  an  Indian  —  a  "  nigger, '^  as  some  people  would  call 
him  —  and  that  he  lived  at  least  two  thousand  years  ago. 

No  doubt,  when  we  first  hear  of  the  Indian  origin  of  these 
fables,  and  of  their  migration  from  India  to  Europe,  we  won- 
der whether  it  can  be  so;  but  the  fact  is,  that  the  story  of  this 
Indo-European  migration  is  not,  like  the  migration  of  the  Indo- 
European  languages,  myths,  and  legends,  a  matter  of  theory, 
but  of  history;  and  that  it  was  never  quite  forgotten,  either  in 
the  East  or  in  the  West.  Each  translator,  as  he  handed  on  his 
treasure,  seems  to  have  been  anxious  to  show  how  he  came 
by  it. 

Several  writers  who  have  treated  of  the  origin  and  spreading 
of  Indo-European  stories  and  fables,  have  mixed  up  two  or  three 
questions  which  ought  to  be  treated  each  on  its  own  merits. 

The  first  question  is,  whether  the  Aryans,  when  they  broke 
up  their  pro-ethnic  community,  carried  away  with  them,  not  only 
their  common  grammar  and  dictionary,  but  likewise  some  myths 
and  legends,  which  we  find  that  Indians,  Persians,  Greeks, 
Romans,  Celts,  Germans,  Slaves,  when  they  emerge  into  the 
light  of  history,  share  in  common  ;  That  certain  deities  occur 
in  India,  Greece,  and  Germany,  having  the  same  names  and  the 
same  character,  is  a  fact    that  can    no   longer    be    denied.     That 
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certain  heroes,  too,  known  to  Indians,  Greeks,  and  Romans, 
point  to  one  and  the  same  origin,  both  by  their  name  and  by 
their  history,  is  a  fact  by  this  time  admitted  by  all  whose  admis- 
sion is  of  real  value.  As  heroes  are  in  most  cases  gods  in  dis- 
guise, there  is  nothing  very  startling  in  the  fact  that  nations  , 
who  had  worshiped  the  same  gods  should  also  have  preserved 
some  common  legend  of  demigods  or  heroes, — nay,  even,  in  a 
later  phase  of  thought,  of  fairies  and  ghosts.  The  case  however 
becomes  much  more  problematical  when  we  ask  whether  stories 
also  —  fables  told  with  a  decided  moral  purpose  —  formed  part  of 
that  earliest  Aryan  inheritance  ?  This  is  still  doubted  by  many 
who  have  no  doubts  whatever  as  to  common  Aryan  myths  and 
legends;  and  even  those  who,  like  myself,  have  tried  to  establish 
by  tentative  arguments  the  existence  of  common  Aryan  fables, 
dating  from  before  the  Aryan  separation,  have  done  so  only  by 
showing  a  possible  connection  between  ancient  popular  saws  and 
mythological  ideas,  capable  of  a  moral  application.  To  any  one, 
for  instance,  who  knows  how,  in  the  poetical  mythology  of  the 
Aryan  tribes,  the  golden  splendor  of  the  rising  sun  leads  to  con- 
ceptions of  the  wealth  of  the  Dawn  in  gold  and  jewels,  and  her 
readiness  to  shower  them  upon  her  worshipers,  the  modern  Ger- 
man proverb  "  Morgenstimde  hat  Gold  im  Munde  ^*  *  seems  to  have 
a  kind  of  mythological  ring;  and  the  stories  of  benign  fairies, 
changing  everything  into  gold,  sound  likewise  like  an  echo  from 
the  long-forgotten  forest  of  our  common  Aryan  home.     . 

In  order  to  gain  a  commanding  view  of  the  countries  traversed 
by  these  fables,  let  us  take  our  position  at  Bagdad  in  the  middle 
of  the  eighth  century,  and  watch  from  that  central  point  the 
movements  of  our  literary  caravan  in  its  progress  from  the  far 
East  to  the  far  West.  In  the  middle  of  the  eighth  century, 
during  the  reign  of  the  great  Khalif  Almansur,  Abdallah  ibn 
Almokaffa  wrote  his  famous  collection  of  fables,  the  *  Kalila  and 
Dimnah,^  which  we  still  possess.  The  Arabic  text  of  these  fables 
has  been  published  by  Sylvestre  de  Sacy,  and  there  is  an  English 
translation  of  it  by  Mr.  Knatchbull,  formerly  professor  of  Arabic 
at  Oxford.  Abdallah  ibn  Almokaffa  was  a  Persian  by  birth,  who, 
after  the  fall  of  the  Omeyyades,  became  a  convert  to  Mohamme- 
danism, and  rose  to  high  office  at  the  court  of  the  Khalifs.     Being 

*"The  morning  hour  has  gold  in  its  mouth:  »  =  « Early  to  bed  and  earlv 
to  rise,  Makes  a  man  healthy,  wealthy,  and  wise.» 
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in  possession  of  important  secrets  of  State,  he  became  dangerous 
in  the  eyes  of  the  Khahf  Almansur,  and  was  foully  murdered.  In 
the  preface,  Abdallah  ibn  Almokaffa  tells  us  that  he  translated 
these  fables  from  Pehlevi,  the  ancient  language  of  Persia;  and 
that  they  had  been  translated  into  Pehlevi  (about  two  hundred 
years  before  his  time)  by  Barziiyeh,  the  physician  of  Khosru 
Nushirvan,  the  King  of  Persia,  the  contemporary  of  the  Emperor 
Justinian.  The  King  of  Persia  had  heard  that  there  existed  in 
India  a  book  full  of  wisdom ;  and  he  had  commanded  his  Vezier, 
Buzurjmihr,  to  find  a  man  acquainted  with  the  languages  both  of 
Persia  and  India.  The  man  chosen  was  Barzuyeh.  He  traveled 
to  India,  got  possession  of  the  book,  translated  it  into  Persian, 
and  brought  it  back  to  the  court  of  Khosru.  Declining  all  rewards 
beyond  a  dress  of  honor,  he  only  stipulated  that  an  account  of 
his  own  life  and  opinions  should  be  added  to  the  book.  This 
account,  probably  written  by  himself,  is  extremely  curious.  It  is 
a  kind  of  ^Religio  Medici*  of  the  sixth  century;  and  shows  us 
a  soul  dissatisfied  with  traditions  and  formularies,  striving  after 
truth,  and  finding  rest  only  where  many  other  seekers  after  truth 
have  found  rest  before  and  after  him, —  in  a  life  devoted  to  alle- 
viating the  sufferings  of  mankind. 

There  is  another  account  of  the  journey  of  this  Persian 
physician  to  India.  It  has  the  sanction  of  Firdusi,  in  the  great 
Persian  epic,  the  <  Shah  Nameh  * ;  and  it  is  considered  by  some 
as  more  original  than  the  one  just  quoted.  According  to  it,  the 
Persian  physician  read  in  a  book  that  there  existed  in  India 
trees  or  herbs  supplying  a  medicine  with  which  the  dead  could 
be  restored  to  life.  At  the  command  of  the  King  he  went  to 
India  in  search  of  those  trees  and  herbs;  but  after  spending  a 
year  in  vain  researches,  he  consulted  some  wise  people  on  the 
subject.  They  told  him  that  the  medicine  of  which  he  had  read 
as  having  the  power  to  restore  men  to  life,  had  to  be  understood 
in  a  higher  and  more  spiritual  sense;  and  that  what  was  really 
meant  by  it  were  ancient  books  of  wisdom  preserved  in  India, 
which  imparted  life  to  those  who  were  dead  in  their  folly  and 
sins.  Thereupon  the  physician  translated  these  books,  and  one 
of  them  was  the  collection  of  fables,— the  <  Kalila  and   Dimnah.* 

It  is  possible  that  both  these  stories  were  later  inventions; 
the  preface  also  by  Ali,  the  son  of  Alshah  Far^si,  in  which  the 
names   of    Bidpai    and    King    DabsheHm    are    mentioned   for    the 
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first  time,  is  of  later  date.  But  the  fact  remains  that  Abdallah 
ibn  AlmokafiEa,  the  author  of  the  oldest  Arabic  collection  of  our 
fables,  translated  them  from  Pehlevi,  the  language  of  Persia  at 
the  time  of  Khosru  Nushirvan;  and  that  the  Pehlevi  text  which 
he  translated  was  believed  to  be  a  translation  of  a  book  brought 
from  India  in  the  middle  of  the  sixth  century.  That  Indian  book 
could  not  have  been  the  ^  Pafi/^atantra  ^  as  we  now  possess  it, 
but  must  have  been  a  much  larger  collection  of  fables:  for  the 
Arabic  translation,  the  <  KaHlah  and  Dimnah,*  contains  eighteen 
chapters  instead  of  the  five  of  the  <  Paii/^atantra  ^ ;  and  it  is  only 
in  the  fifth,  the  seventh,  the  eighth,  the  ninth,  and  the  tenth 
chapters  that  we  find  the  same  stories  which  form  the  five  books 
of  tlje  Pan/^atantra  in  the  textus  ornatior.     .     .     . 

In  this  Arabic  translation,  the  story  of  the  Brahman  and  the 
pot  of  rice  runs  as  follows:  — 

«A  religious  man  was  in  the  habit  of  receiving  every  day  from 
the  house  of  a  merchant  a  certain  quantity  of  butter  [oil]  and  honey; 
of  which,  having  eaten  as  much  as  he  wanted,  he  put  the  rest  into  a 
jar,  which  he  hung  on  a  nail  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  hoping  that 
the  jar  would  in  time  be  filled.  Now  as  he  was  leaning  back  one 
day  on  his  couch,  with  a  stick  in  his  hand,  and  the  jar  suspended 
over  his  head,  he  thought  of  the  high  price  of  butter  and  honey, 
and  said  to  himself,  <I  will  sell  what  is  in  the  jar,  and  buy  with  the 
money  which  I  obtain  for  it  ten  goats;  which  producing  each  of  them 
a  young  one  every  five  months,  in  addition  to  the  produce  of  the 
kids  as  soon  as  they  beg^.n  to  bear,  it  will  not  be  long  before  there  is 
a  great  flock.*  He  continued  to  make  his  calculations,  and  found  that 
he  should  at  this  rate,  in  the  course  of  two  years,  have  more  than 
four  hundred  goats.  <At  the  expiration  of  the  term  I  will  buy,*  said 
he,  *a  hundred  black  cattle,  in  the  proportion  of  a  bull  or  a  cow 
for  every  four  goats.  I  will  then  purchase  land,  and  hire  workmen 
to  plow  it  with  the  beasts,  and  put  it  into  tillage;  so  that  before 
five  years  are  over,  I  shall  no  doubt  have  realized  a  great  fortune 
by  the  sale  of  the  milk  which  the  cows  will  give,  and  of  the  produce 
of  my  land.  My  next  business  will  be  to  build  a  magnificent  house, 
and  engage  a  number  of  servants,  both  male  and  female;  and  when 
my  establishment  is  completed,  I  will  marry  the  handsomest  woman  1 
can  find,  who,  in  due  time  becoming  a  mother,  will  present  me  with 
an  heir  to  my  possessions,  who,  as  he  advances  in  age,  shall  receive 
the  best  masters  that  can  be  procured;  and  if  the  progress  which 
he  makes  in  learning  is  equal  to  my  reasonable  expectations,  I  shall 
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be  amply  repaid  for  the  pains  and  expense  which  I  have  bestowed 
upon  him ;  but  if,  on  the  other  hand,  he  disappoints  my  hopes,  the  rod 
which  1  have  here  shall  be  the  instrument  with  which  I  will  make 
him  feel  the  displeasure  of  a  justly  offended  parent.*  At  these  words 
he  suddenly  raised  the  hand  which  held  the  stick  towards  the  jar, 
and  broke  it,  and  the  contents  ran  down  upon  his  head  and  face.** 

You  will  have  observed  the  coincidences  between  the  Arabic 
and  the  Sanskrit  versions;  but  also  a  considerable  divergence, 
particularly  in  the  winding  up  of  the  story.  The  Brahman  and 
the  holy  man  both  build  their  castles  in  the  air;  but  while  the 
former  kicks  his  wife,  the  latter  only  chastises  his  son.  How  this 
change  came  to  pass  we  cannot  tell.  One  might  suppose  that  at 
the  time  when  the  book  was  translated  from  Sanskrit  into  Peh- 
levi,  or  from  Pehlevi  into  Arabic,  the  Sanskrit  story  was  exactly 
like  the  Arabic  story,  and  that  it  was  changed  afterwards.  But 
another  explanation  is  equally  admissible;  viz.,  that  the  Pehlevi 
or  the  Arabic  translator  wished  to  avoid  the  offensive  behavior  of 
the  husband  kicking  his  wife,  and  therefore  substituted  the  son 
as  a  more  deserving  object  of  castigation. 

We  have  thus  traced  our  story  from  Sanskrit  to  Pehlevi,  and 
from  Pehlevi  to  Arabic;  we  have  followed  it  in  its  migrations 
from  the  hermitages  of  Indian  sages  to  the  court  of  the  kings 
of  Persia,  and  from  thence  to  the  residence  of  the  powerful  Kha- 
lifs  at  Bagdad.  Let  us  recollect  that  the  Khalif  Almansur,  for 
whom  the  Arabic  translation  was  made,  was  a  contemporary  of 
Abderrahman,  who  ruled  in  Spain;  and  that  both  were  but  little 
anterior  to  Harun  al  Rashid  and  Charlemagne.  At  that  time, 
therefore,  the  way  was  perfectly  open  for  these  Eastern  fables, 
after  they  had  once  reached  Bagdad,  to  penetrate  into  the  seats  of 
Western  learning,  and  to  spread  to  every  part  of  the  new  empire 
of  Charlemagne.  They  may  have  done  so,  for  all  we  know;  but 
nearly  three  hundred  years  pass  before  these  fables  meet  us 
again  in  the  literature  of  Europe.  The  Carlovingian  empire  had 
fallen  to  pieces,  Spain  had  been  rescued  from  the  IMohammedans, 
William  the  Conqueror  had  landed  in  England,  and  the  Crusades 
had  begun  to  turn  the  thoughts  of  Europe  towards  the  East, 
when,  about  the  year  1080,  we  hear  of  a  Jew  of  the  name  of  Sym- 
eon,  the  son  of  Seth,  who  translated  these  fables  from  Arabic  into 
Greek.  He  states  in  his  preface  that  the  book  came  originally 
from  India,  that  it  was  brought  to  King  Chosroes  of  Persia,  and 
then  translated  into  Arabic.     .     .     .      The  Greek  text  has  been 
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published,  though  very  imperfectly,  under  the  title  of  <  Stephan^ 
ites  and  Ichnelates.*     Here  our  fable  is  told  as  follows:  — 

«It  is  said  that  a  beggar  kept  some  honey  and  butter  in  a  jar 
close  to  where  he  slept.  One  night  he  thought  thus  within  himself: 
*I  shall  sell  this  honey  and  butter  for  however  small  a  sum;  with  it 
I  shall  buy  ten  goats,  and  these  in  five  months  will  produce  as  many 
again.  In  five  years  they  will  become  four  hundred.  With  them  I 
shall  buy  one  hundred  cows,  and  with  them  I  shall  cultivate  some 
land.  And  what  with  their  calves  and  the  harvests,  I  shall  become 
rich  in  five  years,  and  build  a  nouse  with  four  wings,  ornamented 
with  gold,  and  buy  all  kinds  of  servants  and  marry  a  wife.  She  will 
give  me  a  child,  and  I  shall  call  him  Beauty.  It  will  be  a  boy,  and 
I  shall  educate  him  properly;  and  if  I  see  him  lazy,  I  shall  give  him 
such  a  flogging  with  this  stick !  ^  With  these  words  he  took  a  stick 
that  was  near  him,  struck  the  jar,  and  broke  it,  so  that  the  honey 
and  milk  ran  down  on  his  beard.  >^ 

This  Greek  translation  might,  no  doubt,  have  reached  La  Fon- 
taine; but  as  the  French  poet  was  not  a  great  scholar,  least  of 
all  a  reader  of  Greek  MSS.,  and  as  the  fables  of  Symeon  Seth 
were  not  published  till  1697,  we  must  look  for  other  channels 
through  which  the  old  fable  was  carried  along  from  East  to 
West.     .     .     . 

The  fact  is,  these  fables  had  found  several  other  channels, 
through  which,  as  early  as  the  thirteenth  century,  they  reached 
the  literary  market  of  Europe,  and  became  familiar  as  household 
w^ords,  at  least  among  the  higher  and  educated  classes. 

But  Perrette  with  the  milk-pail  has  not  yet  arrived  at  the 
end  of  her  journey.  .  .  .  Remember  that  in  all  our  wander- 
ings we  have  not  yet  found  the  milkmaid,  but  only  the  Brah- 
man or  the  religious  man.  What  we  want  to  know  is,  who  first 
brought  about  this  metamorphosis. 

No  doubt  La  Fontaine  was  quite  the  man  to  seize  on  anv 
jewel  which  was  contained  in  the  Oriental  fables,  to  remove  ihe 
cumbersome  and  foreign-looking  setting,  and  then  to  place  the 
principal  figure  in  that  pretty  frame  in  which  most  of  us  have 
first  become  acquainted  with  it.  But  in  this  case  the  charmer's 
wand  did  not  belong  to  La  Fontaine,  but  to  some  forgotten 
worthy,  whose  very  name  it  will  be  difficult  to  fix  upon  with 
certainty. 

We  have  as  yet  traced  three  streams  only,  all  starting  from 
the  Arabic   translation   of  Abdallah   ibn  Almokaffa, —  one   in   the 
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eleventh,  another  in  the  twelfth,  a  third  in  the  thirteenth  cen- 
tury,—  all  reaching  Europe,  some  touching  the  very  steps  of  the 
throne  of  Louis  XIV.,  yet  none  of  them  carrying  the  leaf  which 
contained  the  story  of  ^Perrette,*  or  of  the  *  Brahman,^  to  the 
threshold  of  La  Fontaine's  home.     We  must  therefore   try  again. 

After  the  conquest  of  Spain  by  the  Mohammedans.  Arabic 
literature  had  found  a  new  home  in  Western  Europe;  and  among 
the  numerous  works  translated  from  Arabic  into  Latin  or  Spanish, 
we  find  towards  the  end  of  the  thirteenth  century  (1289)  a  Span- 
ish translation  of  our  fables,  called  *  Calila  e  Dymna.  *  In  this 
the  name  of  the  philosopher  is  changed  from  Bidpai  to  Bundobel. 
This,  or  another  translation  from  Arabic,  was  turned  into  Latin 
verse  by  Raimond  de  Beziers  in   13 13   (not  published). 

Lastly,  we  find  in  the  same  century  another  translation  from 
Arabic  straight  into  Latin  verse,  by  Baldo,  which  became  known 
under  the  name  of  ^^sopus  Alter.* 

From  these  frequent  translations,  and  translations  of  transla- 
tions, in  the  eleventh,  twelfth,  and  thirteenth  centuries,  we  see 
quite  clearly  that  these  Indian  fables  were  extremely  popular, 
and  were  in  fact  more  widely  read  in  Europe  than  the  Bible,  or 
any  other  book.  They  were  not  only  read  in  translations,  but 
having  been  introduced  into  sermons,  homilies,  and  works  on 
morality,  they  were  improved  upon,  acclimatized,  localized,  till  at 
last  it  is  almost  impossible  to  recognize  their  Oriental  features 
under  their  homely  disguises. 

I  shall  give  you  one  instance  only. 

Rabelais,  in  his  *Gargantua,*  gives  a  long  description  of  how 
a  man  might  conquer  the  whole  world.  At  the  end  of  this  dia- 
logue, which  was  meant  as  a  satire  on  Charles  V.,  we  read:  — 

« There  was  here  present  at  that  time  an  old  gentleman  well  expe- 
rienced in  the  wars, —  a  stern  soldier,  and  who  had  been  in  many 
great  hazards, —  named  Echephron,  who,  hearing  this  discourse,  said: 
*J'ay  grand  peur  que  toute  ceste  entreprise  sera  semblable  a  la  farce 
du  pot  ail  laid  duquel  un  cordavanier  se  faisoit  riche  par  resverie, 
puis  le  pot  casse,  n'eut  de  quoy  disner.>»  (I  fear  me  that  this  great 
undertaking  will  turn  out  like  the  farce  of  the  pot  of  milk,  which 
made  the  shoemaker  rich  in  imagination  till  he  broke  the  pot,  and 
had  to  go  without  his  dinner.) 

This  is  clearly  our  story;  only  the  Brahman  has  as  yet  been 
changed   into   a   shoemaker   only,  and   the  pot  of  rice  or  the  jar 
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of  butter  and  honey  into  a  pitcher  of  milk.  Fortunately,  we  can 
make  at  least  one  step  further, —  a  step  of  about  two  centuries. 
This  step  backwards  brings  us  to  the  thirteenth  century,  and 
there  we  find  our  old  Indian  friend  again,  and  this  time  really 
changed  into  a  milkmaid  The  book  I  refer  to  is  written  in 
Latin,  and  is  called  <  Dialogus  Creaturarum  optime  moralizatus  * ; 
in  English,  the  *  Dialogue  of  Creatures  Moralized.*  It  was  a 
book  intended  to  teach  the  principles  of  Christian  morality  by 
examples  taken  from  ancient  fables.  It  was  evidently  a  most 
successful  book,  and  was  translated  into  several  modem  lan- 
guages. There  is  an  old  translation  of  it  in  English,  first  printed 
by  Rastell,  and  afterwards  reprinted  in  1816.  I  shall  read  you 
from  it  the  fable  in  which,  as  far  as  I  can  find,  the  milkmaid 
appears  for  the  first  time  on  the  stage,  surrounded  already  by 
much  of  that  scenery  which,  four  hundred  years  later,  received 
its  last  touches  at  the  hand  of  La  Fontaine. 

*<DiALOGO  C. —  For  as  it  is  but  madnesse  to  trust  to  moche  in 
surete,  so  it  is  but  foly  to  hope  to  moche  of  vanyteys,  for  vayne  be 
all  ertl;ily  thinges  longynge  to  men,  as  sayth  Davyd,  Psal.  xciiii. : 
Wher  of  it  is  tolde  in  fablys  that  a  lady  uppon  a  tyme  delyvered  to 
her  mayden  a  galon  of  mylke  to  sell  at  a  cite,  and  by  the  way,  as  she 
sate  and  restid  her  by  a  dyche  side,  she  began  to  thinke  that  with  the 
money  of  the  mylke  she  wold  bye  an  henne,  the  which  shulde  bringe 
forth  chekyns,  and  when  they  were  growyn  to  hennys  she  wolde  sell 
them  and  by  piggis,  and  eschaunge  them  in  to  shepe,  and  the  shepe 
in  to  oxen,  and  so  whan  she  was  come  to  richesse  she  sholde  be 
maried  right  worshipfully  unto  some  worthy  man,  and  thus  she  re- 
ioycid.  And  whan  she  was  thus  mervelously  comfortid  and  ravisshed 
inwardly  in  her  secrete  solace,  thinkynge  with  howe  greate  ioye  she 
shuld  be  ledde  towarde  the  chirche  with  her  husbond  on  horsebacke, 
she  sayde  to  her  self:  *Goo  we,  goo  we.*  Sodaynlye  she  smote  the 
ground  with  her  fote,  myndynge  to  spurre  the  horse,  but  her  fote 
slypped,  and  she  fell  in  the  dyche,  and  there  lay  all  her  mylke,  and 
so  she  was  farre  from  her  purpose,  and  never  had  that  she  hopid  to 
have.'* 

Here  we  have  arrived  at  the  end  of  our  journey.  It  has  been 
a  long  journey  across  fifteen  or  twenty  centuries,  and  I  am  afraid 
our  following  Pcrrette  from  country  to  country,  and  from  lan- 
guage to  language,  may  have  tired  some  of  my  hearers.  I  shall, 
therefore,  not  attempt  to  fill  the  gap  that  divides  the  fable  of  the 
thirteenth  century  from  La  Fontaine.     Suffice  it  to  say,  that  the. 
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milkmaid,  having  once  taken  the  place  of  the  Brahman,  main- 
tained it  against  all  comers.  We  find  her  as  Doiia  Truhana  in 
the  famous  <  Conde  Lucanor,^  the  work  of  the  Infante  Don  Juan 
Manuel  who  died  in  1347;  the  grandson  of  St.  Ferdinand,  the 
nephew  of  Alfonso  the  Wise;  though  himself  not  a  king,  yet 
more  powerful  than  a  king;  renowned  both  by  his  sword  and  by 
his  pen,  and  possibly  not  ignorant  of  Arabic,  the  language  of 
his  enemies.  We  find  her  again  in  the  *  Contes  et  Nouvelles  ^  of 
Bonaventure  des  Periers,  published  in  the  sixteenth  century, —  a 
book  which  we  know  that  La  Fontaine  was  well  acquainted  with. 
We  find  her,  after  La  Fontaine,  in  all  the  languages  of  Europe. 
You  see  now  before  your  eyes  the  bridge  on  which  our  fables 
came  to  us  from  East  to  West.  The  same  bridge  which  brought 
us  Perrette  brought  us  hundreds  of  fables,  all  originally  sprung 
up  in  India,  many  of  them  carefully  collected  by  Buddhist  priests 
and  preserved  in  their  sacred  canon,  afterwards  handed  on  to  the 
Brahmanic  writers  of  a  later  age,  carried  by  Barzuyeh  from  India 
to  the  court  of  Persia,  then  to  the  courts  of  the  Khalifs  at  Bag- 
dad and  Cordova,  and  of  the  Emperors  at  Constantinople.  Some 
of  them  no  doubt  perished  on  their  journey,  others  were  mixed 
up  together,  others  were  changed  till  we  should  hardly  know 
them  again.  Still,  if  you  once  know  the  eventful  journey  of  Per- 
rette, you  know  the  journey  of  all  the  other  fables  that  belong  to 
this  Indian  cycle. .  Few  of  them  have  gone  through  so  many 
changes;  few  of  them  have  found  so  many  friends,  whether  in 
the  courts  of  kings  or  in  the  huts  of  beggars.  Few  of  them 
have  been  to  places  where  Perrette  has  not  also  been.  This  is 
why  I  selected  her  and  her  passage  through  the  world  as  the  best 
illustration  of  a  subject  which  otherwise  would  require  a  whole 
course  of  lectures  to  do  it  iustice. 
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LOVE  no  lyric  poet  excepting  Goethe  so  mucli  as  Wilhelm 
Miiller,"  wrote  Heine;  and  indeed,  as  he  himself  gladly 
acknowledged,  Heine  owed  to  Miiller  man)'  a  tricksy  lyrie 
charm.  Miiller  was  born  at  Dessau  on  October  7th,  1794,  and  there 
he  died  on  September  30th,  1827.  In  this  brief  space  of  thirty  years 
he  succeeded  in  leaving  upon  the  hearts  of  the  German  people  an 
impress  of  his  poetic  personality,  that  seems  destined  to  last  while 
songs   are  sung  and   nature    still   has   charms.     He    died   just   as   his 

genius  was  maturing.  His  spirit  was  pre- 
paring for  higher  flights  when  it  passed 
from  earth  altogether.  He  is  thus  a  poet 
for  the  young  —  for  those  who  delight  in 
"young  love  and  old  wine.'^  The  heart  of 
youth  finds  in  Miiller's  poems  the  expres- 
sion of  its  ovv-n  vague  longings  and  un- 
defined emotions;  and  the  heart  of  the 
aged,  if  it  has  preserved  its  freshness,  is 
quickened  by  the  genial  flow  of  his  simple, 
passionate  verse. 

Miiller,  like  thousands  of  spirits  far  less 
fine  than  his,  was  touched  to  patriotic  issues 
at  the  time  of  the  great  uprising  against 
Napoleon.  He  had  begun  the  study  of  phi- 
lology and  history  at  Berlin  when  the  wars  for  freedom  broke  out. 
During  18 13  and  18 14,  following  the  call  of  the  Prussian  king,  he 
served  his  country  as  a 'volunteer,  as  Kleist  and  Korner  did.  He 
then  quietly  resumed  the  study  of  Old  German  at  the  Berlin  Univer- 
sity. This  taste  for  old  Germanic  lore  reveals  that  tendency  of  mind 
which  in  his  son,  Professor  Max  Miiller,  has  reached  its  scholarly 
fruition.  In  the  father's  case  these  studies  were  placed  first  of  all  at 
the  service  of  the  Muses;  through  them  he  acquired  that  intimate 
knowledge  of  the  essential  qualities  of  early  German  culture,  which 
enabled  him  so  perfectly  to  catch  the  tone  of  the  German  folk-song. 
In  the  circle  of  young  Berlin  poets,  his  talent  found  stimulus  and 
encouragement.  In  181 5  this  group  of  friends  issued  the  <Bundes- 
bliitter  >  (Leaves  of  Union),  and  here  are  to  be  found  the  earliest 
poems  of  Wilhelm  Miiller. 


Wilhelm  Muller 
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In  18 1 7  there  came  to  Muller,  as  to  Geibel  later,  the  ardently 
desired  opportunity  of  standing  upon  classic  soil.  He  went  to  Italy, 
and  the  literary  result  of  his  trip  was  the  graceful  book  published 
in  1820,  and  entitled  <Roni,  Romer,  und  Romerinnen  *  (Rome,  and 
Roman  Men  and  Women).  Upon  his  return  in  18 19,  he  was  called  to 
his  native  city  of  Dessau  as  a  teacher  of  ancient  languages.  At  the 
same  time  he  held  the  post  of  librarian  of  the  newly  founded  Ducal 
Library.  His  philological  works  were  chiefly  contributions  to  ency- 
clopaedias and  other  compilations.  He  translated  Marlowe's  ^  Faus- 
tus,^  and  Achim  von  Arnim  wrote  the  preface;  Fauriel's  collection  of 
modern  Greek  folk-songs  he  also  put  into  German.  Perhaps  the 
most  valuable  of  his  scholarly  undertakings  was  the  ^  Library  of  Ger- 
man Poets  of  the  Seventeenth  Century,'  in  ten  volumes. 

But  it  is  not  upon  these  things  that  Miiller's  fame  rests.  He  was 
first  of  all  a  poet;  and  this  became  evident  to  the  public  at  large 
when  in  1821  he  published  ^  Gedichte  aus  den  Hinterlassenen  Papieren 
eines  Reisenden  Waldhornisten '  (Poems  from  the  Posthumous  Papers 
of  a  Traveling  Bugler).  In  the  same  year  appeared  the  first  of  the 
famous  *  Griechenlieder  >  (Songs  of  the  Greeks),  in  which  the  profound 
sympathy  of  the  German  people  with  the  Greek  struggle  for  freedom 
found  stirring  expression.  With  his  love  for  the  heroes  of  ancient 
Greece  he  combined  a  splendid  enthusiasm  for  Byron,  Kanaris,  and 
Marco  Bozzaris.  This  uprising  of  Greece  appealed  to  all  poets,  and 
the  magic  of  Byron's  name  seemed  to  make  it  peculiarly  their  affair. 
All  the .  bards  of  the  land  of  song  burst  into  impassioned  verse  in 
defense  of  the  classic  country  and  Pierian  spring  which  had  been 
the  original  source  of  their  own  inspiration.  The  *  Songs  of  the 
Greeks'  aided  powerfully  in  rousing  indignation  against  the  Turks; 
and  just  as  Greek  admirers  of  Byron  had  sent  marble  to  be  used 
for  the  poet's  monument  in  London,  so  the  Greek  Parliament  voted 
a  ship-load  of  Pentelican  marble  for  the  monument  which  has  been 
erected  to  Miiller  in  Dessau. 

If  the  <  Songs  of  the  Greeks '  are  less  well  known  to  the  world 
at  large  than  two  other  series  of  Miiller's  lyrics,  this  is  primarily  due 
to  Franz  Schubert.  The  two  cycles  of  exquisite  lyrics  entitled  <  Die 
Schone  Miillerin '  (The  Pretty  Maid  of  the  Mill)  and  <  Die  Winterreise  > 
(The  Winter  Journey)  caught  the  heart  and  ear  of  Schubert,  and  he 
wedded  them  to  immortal  music.  We  are  made  to  share  the  fresh 
joy  of  the  wandering  miller,  who,  following  the  guidance  of  his 
beloved  brook,  finds  the  fickle  beauty  of  the  mill  and  loves  her; 
and  we  share,  too,  his  sorrow  when  her  heart  turns  to  the  hunts- 
man, clad  in  green,  and  her  faithful  lover  buries  his  grief  and  love 
in  the  waters  of  the  still  singing  brook.  There  is  thus  a  dramatic 
interest  that  binds  together  these  simple  songs.  In  this  cycle,  as  in 
the  *  Winter  Journey,'  one  feels  the  deep  sustaining  joy  of  the  poet 
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in  all  outdoor  nature:  it  is  symbolized  in  the  loving  intimacy 
between  the  miller  and  the  brook,  between  the  wanderer  and  the 
linden-tree.  Taken  with  the  music,  the  two  cycles  form  little  lyric 
dramas;  the  words  can  no  longer  be  recalled  without  the  melody, 
and  these  combined  creations  of  Miiller  and  Schubert  are  among  the 
most  beautiful  and  delicate  works  of  art  that  have  sprung  from  the 
lyric  genius  of  Germany.  And  so,  although  no  poet  voice  had  a 
more  vigorous  ring  when  it  sang  in  the  cause  ot  freedom,  it  is  prob- 
able that  Miiller  will  be  chiefly  remembered  as  the  singer  of  winter 
journeys  and  wanderers'  joys,  of  mill-stream  melodies  and  the  lays 
of  love. 


FROM   <THE   PRETTY  MAID   OF  THE  MILL* 
Translated  by  Charles  Harvey  Genung  and  Edward  Brack 

Wandering 

To  WANDER  is  the  miller's  joy, 
To  wander! 
He  must  a  wretched  miller  be 
Who  would  not  wander  merrily. 
And  wander! 

We  learned  it  from  the  water  brook. 

The  water! 
It  takes  no  rest  by  night  or  day, 
But  ever  wends  its  laughing  way. 

The  water! 

We  learn  it  from  the  mill-wheel  too, 

The  mill-wheel! 
That  will  not  stand  a  moment  still. 
But  tireless  turns  the  mighty  mill, 

The  mill-wheel! 

The  stones  themselves  forget  their  weight. 

The  millstones! 
They  join  the  merry  dancing  crew, 
And  try  to  move  much  faster  too. 

The  millstones! 

To  wander,  wander  is  my  joy. 

To  wander! 
Good  master  and  good  mistress,  pray, 
Let  me  in  peace  now  go  my  way 

And  wander  I 
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Whither? 

I  HEARD  a  brooklet  gushing 

From  out  the  rocky  spring, 
Down  through  the  valley  rushing 

With  clear  and  laughing  ring. 

I  know  not  what  came  o'er  me, 

What  longing  filled  my  breast; 
Down  to  the  vale  it  bore  me, 

And  onward  without  rest. 

Far  downward,   ever  onward, 

I  followed  its  dancing  gleam, 
And  louder  still  and  clearer 

Sang  ever  the  happy  stream. 

And  this  way  must  I  wander? 

O  brooklet,  whither,  say? 
Thou  hast  with  thy  sweet  rushing 

My  reason  charmed  away. 

What,  prate  I  then  of  rushing? 

That  can  no  rushing  be  ! 
'Tis  the  voice  of  the  water-nixies, 

That  sing  their  songs  to  me. 

Ah,  heed  not  song  nor  rushing. 

But  wander  onward  still ; 
There  must  be  merry  mill-wheels 

In  every  flashing  rill. 

Halt  ! 

I  SPY  a  mill  forth  peeping 

By  the  alder-lined  mere; 
The  rushing  and  singing 

Of  mill-wheels  I  hear. 

Hey,  welcome,  hey,  how  welcome, 

Sweet  old  song  of  the  mill! 
And  the  house  with  its  windows 

Is  so  cozy  and  still. 

And  the  sunshine  above  me 

Makes  heaven  seem  gay! 
Ah,  brooklet,  lovely  brooklet. 

Was  it  this  thou  wouldst  say? 
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Thanksgiving  to  the  Brook 

Was  it  this  thou  wouldst  say. 
My  friend,  by  thy  lay  ? 

By  ringing  and  singing, 
Was  it  this  thou  wouldst  say? 

To  the  miller's  maid  go! 
Thou  meanest  it  so. 

Ah!     Have  I  not  guessed  it? 
To  the  miller's  maid  go! 

Can  her  wish  it  be, 
Or  foolest  thou  me  ? 

Oh,  this  only  tell  me, 
If  her  wish  it  be. 

Howe'er  it  was  meant, 
I'll  rest  me  content; 

I  have  found  what  I  sought  fotp 
Howe'er  it  was  meant. 

I  sought  work,  indeed, 
I've  now  all  I  need; 

For  my  hands,  for  my  heart, 
I've  all  that  I  need! 

Curiosity 

I'll  ask  no  pretty  flower, 
I'll  ask  no  starry  sphere; 

For  none  of  them  can  tell  me 
What  I  so  long  to  hear. 

Besides,  I'm  not  a  gardener. 
The  stars  all  hang  too  high; 

My  brooklet  here  shall  tell  me 
If  my  fond  heart  doth  lie. 

0  brooklet,  my  beloved, 

Why  singest  thou  no  more  ?' 

1  ask  for  one  word  only. 

One  answer  o'er  and  o'er. 

«Yes»  is  the  word  I  long  for, 
The  other  word  is  <*  no  '^ ; 

In  one  of  these  two  answers 
Is  all  my  weal  or  woe. 
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O  brooklet,  my  beloved, 

Why  shouldst  thou  wayward  be? 
I'll  promise  not  to  tell  it  — 

Say,  brooklet,  loves  she  me  ? 


Impatience 

I'd  carve  it  deep  in  every  forest  tree. 

On  every  stone  I'd  grave  it  lastingly; 

In  every  garden  plot  the  words  I'd  sow. 

With  seed  that  soon  my  sweet  device  would  show. 

That  she  should  see  my  faithful  heart's  endeavor: 

Thine  is  my  heart,  and  shall  be  thine  forever. 

A  magpie  young  and  lusty  I  would  teach. 
Until  he  sang  aloud  that  sweetest  speech, 
And  sang  it  with  my  voice's  counterpart, 
With  all  the  yearning  of  my  loving  heart; 
He'd  sing  it  then  to  her  and  cease  it  never: 
Thine  is  my  heart,  and  shall  be  thine  forever. 

I'd  fling  it  forth  to  every  morning  breeze, 

I'd  sigh  it  softly  to  the  swaying  trees; 

Oh,  that  it  shone  from  every  blossom  fair! 

Oh,  that  she  breathed  it  in  the  perfumed  air! 

Are  mill-wheels  all  that  thou  canst  move,  O  river? 

Thine  is  my  heart,  and  shall  be  thine  forever. 

I  thought  it  looked  from  out  my  loving  eyes, 
And  burned  upon  my  cheeks  in  telltale  guise; 
Imprinted  on  my  speechless  lips  it  were. 
And  every  breath  I  drew  cried  out  to  her; 
But  she,  alas,  heeds  naught  of  my  endeavor: 
Thine  is  my  heart,  and  shall  be  thine  forever. 


Good-Morning  . 

Good-morning,  pretty  miller's  lass! 
Why  hide  thy  head,  whene'er  I  pass, 

Behind  the  curtain  yonder? 
Dost  think  my  greetings  boldness  show? 
Disturb  thee  then  my  glances  so  ? 
Then  onward  I  must  wander. 


10448 


WILHELM   MiJLLER 

Oh,  let  me  linger  by  the  brook, 
And  only  at  thy  window  look. 

Below  there,  just  below  there ! 
Thou  flaxen  head,  now  hide  no  more! 
Come  forth  from  out  your  oval  door, 

Ye  morning  stars  that  show  there! 

Ye  slumber-laden  eyes  so  blue, 
Ye  flowers  wet  with  morning  dew, 

Doth  ruddy  sunlight  blind  you  ? 
Were  they  so  sweet,  the  joys  of  sleep, 
That  now  you  close  and  droop  and  weep, 

Because  they're  left  behind  you  ? 

Now  shake  ye  off  the  dreamland  haze. 
And  fresh  and  free  your  heads  upraise, 

To  greet  the  shining  morrow! 
Aloft  the  lark  doth  gayly  soar, 
And  at  the  deep  heart's  inmost  core 

Awake  loye's  care  and  sorrow. 

Showers  of  Tears 

We  sat  nestled  close  to  each  other. 

In  shady  alder  nook; 
We  gazed  long  and  fondly  together 

Down  into  the  murmuring  brook. 

The  moon  uprose  in  heaven, 

The  stars  began  to  glow, 
And  gazed  long  and  fondly  together 

At  the  silvery  mirror  below. 

'Twas  not  the  moon  that  I  gazed  at, 

And  not  the  starry  skies: 
Her  picture  was  all  I  gazed  at, 

And  all  I  saw  was  her  eyes. 

I  saw  them  there  winking  and  blinking 
Deep  down  in  my  brooklet  so  true; 

The  flowers  on  the  margin,  the  blue  ones, 
Are  winking  and  blinking  there  too. 

And  in  tlic  waters  sunken 

The  whole  wide  heaven  shone. 

And  into  its  glistening  bosom 
It  seemed  to  lure  me  on. 


WILHELM   MCLLER  I0449 

And  over  the  clouds  and  the  starlight 

The  brook  rippled  joyous  and  free, 
And  called  me,  ringing  and  singing:  — 

«  Come  hither,  O  brother,  to  me !  >* 

And  blurred  were  my  eyes  with  hot  tear-drops; 

Before  me  the  brook  seemed  to  spin; 
She  said,  "A  shower  is  coming: 

Good-night  —  I'm  going  in.'* 


Mine! 

Brooklet,  cease  that  song  of  thine! 
Mill-wheels,  stop  your  whirr  and  whine! 
All  ye  merry  wood-songsters  fine. 

Make  no  sign; 
Silent  be  and  close  your  eyne! 

Every  line 

I'll  design  — 
It  shall  but  one  rhyme  enshrine: 
For  the  miller's  lovely  maid  is  mine! 

Mine! 
Springtime,  are  there  then  no  fairer  flowers  thine? 
Sunlight,  canst  thou  then  no  brighter  shine  ?• 

Ah,  alone  I  must  repine 
With  that  sweetest  of  all  words,  "Mine,'* 
Understood  by  none  in  all  this  world  divine! 

Withered  Flowers 

Ah,  all  ye  flowers 

That  she  once  gave, 
Ye  shall  be  buried 

With  me  in  the  grave. 

Why  gaze  ye  sadly 

Upon  me  so. 
As  if  with  pity 

Ye  saw  my  woe  ? 

Ah,  all  ye  flowers 

Of  pale  regret. 
Ah,  all  ye  flowers. 

How  came  ye  wet  ? 
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But  tears  can't  freshen 
The  flowers  like  rain, 

Cannot  make  dead  passion 
To  bloom  again. 

The  winter's  dying, 

And  spring  will  appear, 
And  flowers  will  blossom 

Around  me  here. 

And  flowers  ivdll  cover 
My  new-made  grave, — 

Ah,  all  the  flowers, 
That  she  once  gave 
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And  when  she  wanders 

The  church-yard  through. 

And  softly  murmurs, 

^'•His  love  was  true  !  ** — 

Then,  all  ye  flowers. 
Oh  bloom,  oh  blow! 

For  May  is  coming, 

And  gone  is  the  snow. 


The  Miller  and  the  Brook 

The  Miller: 

When  a  heart  so  constant 

Must  break  and  must  die. 
The  lilies  all  withered 
And  broken  lie. 

In' clouds  then  the  full  moon 
Must  veil  her  head. 

And  hide  from  all  mortals 
The  tears  she  doth  shed. 

In  heaven  the  angels 

Their  eyes  gently  close: 

They're  sobbing  and  soothing 
The  soul  to  repose. 

77ie  Brook: 

When  love  has  o'ermastered 
Its   hopes  and  fears, 
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A  new  star,  bright  shining. 
In  heaven  appears. 

Then  blossom  three  roses, 

Half  white,  half  red, 
That  never  shall  wither 

In  garden  bed. 

And  in  heaven  the  angels 

Their  pinions  will  clip. 
And  earthwards  each  morning 

Will  f airily  trip. 

The  Miller: 

Ah,  brooklet,  lovely  brooklet, 

Thou'rt  faithful  and  true; 
Ah,  brooklet,  but  thou  know'st  not 

What  love  can  do. 

Ah,  down  there,  far  down  there, 

'Tis  cool  and  deep. 
Ah,  brooklet,  lovely  brooklet, 
Now  sing  me  to  sleep. 


Cradle  Song  of  the  Brook 

Sweetly  sleep,  sweetly  sleep! 

I'll  thy  vigil  keep! 
Wanderer,  so  weary,  thou'rt  now  at  home. 

Securely  rest 

Asleep  on  my  breast. 
Till  the  brooklets  mingle  with  ocean  foam. 

Thy  bed  shall  be  cool 

In  moss-lined  pool. 
In  the  chamber  of  sparkling  blue  crystal  clear; 

Come,  wavelets,  wave. 

His  cradle  lave. 
Soothe  him  and  rock  him,  my  comrade  so  dear. 

When  the  sound  of  horn 

From  the  greenwood's  borne, 
I  will  rush  and  I'll  gush,  that  thou  mayst  not  hear. 

Peep  ye  not  through. 

Little  flow'rets  blue! 
You  make  all  the  dreams  of  my  sleeper  so  drear. 
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Away,  away 

From  my  margin  stay, 
"Wicked  maiden,  lest  from  thy  shadow  he  wake  ! 

But  throw  me  down 

Thy  kerchief  brown, 
So  for  his  eyes  I'll  a  bandage  make! 

Now  good-night,  now  good-night- 

Till  all's  made  right. 
Forget  all  thy  hopes,  and  forget  thy  fate! 

The  moon  shines  bright, 

The  mists  take  flight, 
And  the  heaven  above  me  how  wide  and  how  great  '. 
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ROM  the  sea's  deep  hollow  faintly  pealing, 
Far-ofE  evening  bells  come  sad  and  slow ; 

Faintly  rise,  the  wondrous  tale  revealing 
Of  the  old  enchanted  town  below. 


On  the  bosom  of  the  flood  reclining. 

Ruined  arch  and  wall  and  broken  spire, 

Down  beneath  the  watery  mirror  shining, 
Gleam,  and  flash  in  flakes  of  golden  fire. 

And  the  boatman,  who  at  twilight  hour, 
Once  that  magic  vision  shall  have  seen. 

Heedless  how  the  crags  may  round  him  lower. 
Evermore  will  haunt  the  charmed  scene. 

From  the  heart's  deep  hollow  faintly  pealing. 
Far  I  hear  them,  bell-notes  sad  and  slow. 

Ah !  a  wild  and  wondrous  tale  revealing 
Of  the  drowned  wreck  of  love  below. 

There  a  world  in  loveliness  decaying 

Lingers  yet  in  beauty  ere  it  die; 
Phantom  forms  across  my  senses  playing. 

Flash  like  golden  fire-flakes  from  the  sky. 

Lights  are  gleaming,  fairy  bells  are  ringing, 
And  I  long  to  plunge  and  wander  free 

Where  I  hear  those  angel-voices  singing 
In  those  ancient  towers  below  the  sea. 

Translation  of  J.  A.   Froude. 
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(CHARLES    EGBERT   CRADDOCK) 
(1850-) 

5  HEN  Miss  Murfree's  first  work  appeared,  not  only  was  her 
pseudonym.  Charles  Egbert  Craddock,  accepted  by  her  edi- 
tors without  suspicion  as  her  proper  name,  but  the  public 
was  equally  deceived.  The  firm,  quiet  touch,  the  matter  wholly  free 
from  subjectiveness.  the  robust  humor,  and  the  understanding  of 
masculine  life,  had  no  trace  of  femininity. 
Her  first  book,  <  Where  the  Battle  was 
Fought,*  which  finally  appeared  in  1884, 
was  the  effort  of  a  very  young  writer,  con- 
taining more  of  promise  than  fulfilLnent, 
though  the  peculiarities  of  style  and  char- 
acter were  prophetic  of  her  later  manner. 
No  publisher  desired  it 'until  the  great  favor 
accorded  to  <  In  the  Tennessee  Mountains' 
opened  the  way.  In  the  maturer  story  was 
struck  a  more  confident  note.  Miss  Murfree 
had  found  her  field,  and  henceforth  the 
Tennessee  mountains  and  their  inhabitants 
were  to  occupy  her  descriptive  powers. 
These  men  and  women  are  for  the  first  part 

rude  people,  kept  in  unlikeness  to  the  outside  world  not  only  by  their 
distance  from  civilization,  but  by  the  mist  of  tradition  in  which  they 
live.  Here  is  a  colony  of  people  who  have  their  own  ideas  of  eti- 
quette,—and  as  strict  a  code  as  that  of  Versailles  in  the  time  of 
Louis  XIV.,— their  own  notions  of  comfort  and  wealth,  and  their  own 
civil  and  moral  laws.  Here  they  dwell  in  their  mountain  fastnesses, 
distilling  illicit  whisky  with  as  clear  a  conscience  as  they  plant  the 
corn  from  which  they  make  it,  or  as  the  Northern  farmer  makes 
cider  from  his  apples  —  in  their  opinion  an  exact  parallel.  Passion- 
ately religious,  full  of  picturesque  poetry, —  which  they  learn  from 
the  Bible,  their  only  familiar  book,  —  no  wonder  the  «  Prophet  of  the 
Great  Smoky  Mountain  >*  thrilled  his  audiences  when  he  described  the 
scenes  enacted  in  the  Old  Testament  as  having  been  transacted  on 
the  very  hillsides  where  he  preached,  and  that  the  majestic  imagery 
of  the  Book  was  heightened  by  the  majestic  surroundings. 
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But  good  "^  material, ^^  in  a  literary  sense,  as  are  the  Tennessee 
mountaineers,  no  sort  of  idealization  nor  surface  acquaintance,  how- 
ever aided  by  artistic  intuition,  could  have  made  them  natural  to  the 
outside  world.  It  was  the  office  of  one  who  knew  them  as  Miss  Mur- 
free  knew  them,,  not  only  from  the  inside  view  but  the  view  of  a 
social  superior,  which  enabled  her  to  give  the  picture  a  perspective. 
Nowhere  is  this  gift  better  indicated  than  in  the  artistic  story  <  Drift- 
ing down  Lost  Creek,  ^  in  which  the  elements  of  interest  are  thor- 
oughly worked  up,  the  motive  of  the  delicate  romance  touched  with 
a  perfect  consciousness  of  the  author's  audience;  while  there  is  such 
a  regard  for  the  verities,  that  the  whole  story  turns  on  the  every^ 
day  feminine  loyalty  of  a  mountain  girl  to  her  lover.  <  On  Big  Injin 
Mountain'  is  an  episode  of  a  sturdier  kind,  more  dramatic  both  in 
matter  and  in  manner  than  *  Drifting  down  Lost  Creek ' ;  but  at  its 
close,  when  the  rude  mountaineers  display  a  tenderness  for  the  man 
they  have  misunderstood,  the  reader,  gentle  or  simple,  is  perforce 
thrilled  into  sympathy, —  for  this  is  a  passage  to  which  the  better 
part  of  human  nature,  wherever  found,  responds. 

In  Miss  Murfree's  writings  we  are  perhaps  too  often  reminded  of 
the  pictorial  art  which  she  undoubtedly  possesses,  by  the  effect  she 
evolves  from  the  use  of  words.  She  has  a  clear  vision  and  a  dra- 
matic temperament;  and  it  is  a  temptation,  not  always  resisted,  tu 
emphasize  physical  surroundings  in  order  to  heighten  situations.  The 
moment  a  lull  occurs  in  the  action  of  her  personages,  the  mountain 
solitudes  come  in  to  play  their  part, —  the  sylvan  glades,  the  chro- 
matic hues,  the  foaming  cataracts,  the  empurpled  shadows.  Even  the 
wild  animals  assume  the  functions  of  dramatis  person(B,  and  are  an 
inarticulate  chorus  to  interpret  the  emotions  of  the  human  actors. 

But  it  is  not  given  to  a  redundant  and  enthusiastic  nature,  a 
youthful  nature  at  least  in  her  earlier  stories, — for  Miss  Murfree  was 
born  about  1850  in  the  township  of  Murfreesborough.  Tennessee,  a 
town  called  after  her  respected  and  influential  famil5^  —  always  to  use 
one  word  when  two  or  three  seem  to  do  as  well.  The  normal  mind 
is  more  active  in  the  details  of  human  life  than  in  the  details  of 
landscape;  but  Miss  Murfree,  although  she  has  not  always  accepted 
this  as  a  fact,  has  painted  scenes  where  she  has  perfectly  adjusted 
her  characters  and  their  surroundings.  In  <  Old  Sledge  at  the  Settle- 
friint,*  the  picture  of  the  group  of  card-players  throwing  their  cards 
on  the  inverted  splint  basket  by  the  light  of  the  tallow  dip  and  a 
pitch-pine  fire,  while  the  moon  shines  without,  and  the  uncanny 
echoes  ring  through  the  rocks  and  woods,  is  as  graphic  as  one  of 
Spagnoletto's  paintings.  And  she  has  done  a  gentler  and  even  more 
sympathetic  service  in  depicting  the  lonel}',  self-reliant,  half  mournful 
life  of  the  mountain  women  whom  she  loves;  particularly  the  young 
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women,  pure,  sweet,  naive,  and  innocent  of  all  evil.  The  older  women 
«hold  out  wasted  hands  to  the  years  as  they  pass, — holding  them  out 
always,  and  always  empty  >^;  but  in  drawing  her  old  women.  Miss 
Murfree  lightens  her  somewhat  sombre  pictures  by  their  shrewd  fun 
and  keen  knowledge  of  human  nature.  Mrs.  Purvine  is  a  stroke  of 
genius. 

Nor  could  Miss  Murfree's  stories  have  won  their  wide  popularity 
with  an  American  audience  without  a  sense  of  humor,  which  is  to  her 
landscape  as  the  sun  to  the  mist.  Her  mountaineer  who  has  been 
restrained  from  killing  the  suspected  horse-thief  is  rather  relieved 
than  otherwise,  having  still  a  sense  of  justice:  "The  bay  filly  ain't 
such  a  killin'  matter  nohow;  ef  it  was  the  roan  three-year-old 
'twould   be    different.'* 

ISIiss  Alurfree's  stories  now  make  a  long  list.  If  none  surely  surpass 
t'.\Q  early  favorites  (In  the  Tennessee  Mountains)  and  <The  Prophet  of 
the  Great  Smoky  Mountain, )  yet  all  are  vigorous  and  dramatic  pictures 
of  the  mountain  life. 


THE   DANCIN'   PARTY   AT   HARRISON'S  COVE 
From  <  In  the  Tennessee  Mountains. >    Copyright  1884,  by  Houghton,  Mifflin  &  Co. 

'<T-iuR  ye  see,  Mis'  Darley,  them   Harrison  folks  over  yander  ter 
I*      the  Cove  hev  determinated  on  a  dancin'  party. ^^ 

The  drawling  tones  fell  unheeded  on  old  Mr.  Kenyon's 
ear,  as  he  sat  on  the  broad  hotel  piazza  of  the  New  Helvetia 
Springs,  and  gazed  with  meditative  eyes  at  the  fair  August  sky. 
An  early  moon  was  riding,  clear  and  full,  over  this  wild  spur  of 
the  Alleghanies;  the  stars  were  few  and  very  faint;  even  the 
great  Scorpio  lurked  vaguely  outlined  above  the  wooded  ranges; 
and  the  white  mist  that  filled  the  long,  deep,  narrow  valley  be- 
tween the  parallel  lines  of  mountains,  shimmered  with  opalescent 
gleams. 

All  the  world  of  the  watering-place  had  converged  to  that 
focus  the  ball-room;  and  the  cool,  moonlit  piazzas  were  nearly 
deserted.  The  fell  determination  of  the  "  Harrison  folks  **  to 
give  a  dancing  party  made  no  impression  on  the  preoccupied  old 
gentleman.  Another  voice  broke  his  revery, —  a  soft,  clear,  well- 
modulated  voice ;  and  ■  he  started  and  turned  his  head  as  his 
own  name  was  called,  and  his  niece,  Mrs.  Darley,  came  to  the- 
window. 

"  Uncle    Ambrose,    are    you   there  ?  —  So    glad !      I    was   afraid 
you  were  down  at  the  summer-house,  where  I  hear  the  children 
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singing.  Do  come  here  a  moment,  please.  This  is  Mrs.  Johns, 
who  brings  the  Indian  peaches  to  sell  —  you  know  the  Indian 
peaches  ?  *^ 

Mr.  Kenyon  knew  the  Indian  peaches;  the  dark-crimson  fruit 
streaked  with  still  darker  lines,  and  full  of  blood-red  juice,  which 
he  had  meditatively  munched  that  very  afternoon.  Mr.  Kenyon 
knew  the  Indian  peaches  right  well.  He  wondered,  however, 
what  had  brought  Mrs.  Johns  back  in  so  short  a  time;  for 
although  the  principal  industry  of  the  mountain  people  about  the 
New  Helvetia  Springs  is  selling  fruit  to  the  summer  sojourners, 
it  is  not  customary  to  come  twice  on  the  same  day,  nor  to 
appear  at   all   after  nightfall. 

Mrs.  Darley  proceeded  to  explain, 

"  Mrs.  Johns's  husband  is  ill,  and  wants  us  to  send  him  some 
medicine.  * 

Mr,  Kenyon  rose,  threw  away  the  stump  of  his  cigar,  and 
entered  the  room.  ^^  How  long  has  he  been  ill,  Mrs.  Johns  ?  * 
he  asked  dismally. 

Mr.  Kenyon  always  spoke  lugubriously,  and  he  was  a  dismal- 
looking  old  man.  Not  more  cheerful  was  Mrs.  Johns:  she  was 
tall  and  lank,  and  with  such  a  face  as  one  never  sees  except  in 
these  mountains, —  elongated,  sallow,  thin,  with  pathetic,  deeply 
sunken  eyes,  and  high  cheek-bones,  and  so  settled  an  expression 
of  hopeless  melancholy  that  it  must  be  that  naught  but  care 
and  suffering  had  been  her  lot;  holding  out  wasted  hands  to  the 
years  as  they  pass, —  holding  them  out  always,  and  always  empty. 
She  wore  a  shabby,  faded  calico,  and  spoke  with  the  peculiar 
expressionless  drawl  of  the  mountaineer.  She  was  a  wonderful 
contrast  to  Mrs.  Darley,  all  furbelows  and  flounces,  with  her 
fresh,  smooth  face  and  soft  hair,  and  plump,  round  arms  half 
revealed  by  the  flowing  sleeves  of  her  thin  black  dress.  Mrs. 
Darley  was  in  mourning,  and  therefore  did  not  affect  the  ball- 
room. At  this  moment,  on  benevolent  thoughts  intent,  she  was 
engaged  in  uncorking  sundry  small  phials,  gazing  inquiringly  at 
their  labels,  and  shaking  their  contents. 

In  reply  to  Mr.  Kenyon 's  question,  Mrs.  Johns,  sitting  on  the 
extreme  edge  of  a  chair,  and  fanning  herself  with  a  pink  calico 
sim-bonnet,  talked  about  her  husband,  and  a  misery  in  his  side 
and  in  his  back,  and  how  he  felt  it  "  a-comin'  on  nigh  on  ter  a 
week  ago."  Mr.  Kenyon  expressed  sympathy,  and  was  surprised 
by  the  announcement  that  Mrs.  Johns  considered  her  husband's 
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illness  ^a  blessin',  'kase  ef  he  war  able  ter  git  out'n  his  bed, 
he  'lowed  ter  go  down  ter  Harrison's  Cove  ter  the  dancin'  party, 
'kase  Rick  Pearson  war  a-goin*  ter  be  thar,  an'  hed  said  ez  how 
none  o'  the  Johnses  should  come." 

"  What,  Rick  Pearson,  that  terrible  outlaw !  "  exclaimed  ]\Irs, 
Darley,  with  wide-open  blue  eyes.  She  had  read  in  the  news- 
papers sundry  thrilling  accounts  of  a  noted  horse-thief  and  out- 
law, who  with  a  gang  of  kindred  spirits  defied  justice  and  roamed 
certain  sparsely  populated  mountainous  counties  at  his  own  wild 
will;  and  she  was  not  altogether  without  a  feeling  of  fear  as  she 
heard  of  his  proximity  to  the  New  Helvetia  Springs, —  not  fear 
for  life  or  limb,  because  she  was  practical-minded  enough  to  re- 
flect that  the  sojourners  and  employes  of  the  watering-place  would 
far  outnumber  the  outlaw's  troop,  but  fear  that  a  pair  of  shiny 
bay  ponies,  Castor  and  Pollux,  would  fall  victims  to  the  crafty 
wiles  of  the  expert  horse  thief. 

"  I  think  I  have  heard  something  of  a  difficulty  between  your 
people  and  Rick  Pearson,'^  said  old  Mr.  Kenyon.  "Has  a  peace 
never  been  patched  up  between  them  ?  *^ 

"  N-o,*^  drawled  Mrs.  Johns,  "  same  as  it  always  war.  My 
old  man'll  never  believe  but  what  Rick  Pearson  stole  that  thar 
bay  filly  we  lost  'bout  five  year  ago.  But  I  don't  believe  he  done 
it:  plenty  other  folks  around  is  ez  mean  ez  Rick,  leastways  nios' 
ez  mean;  plenty  mean  enough  ter  steal  a  horse,  anyhow.  Rick 
say  he  never  tuk  the  filly;  say  he  war  a-goin'  ter  shoot  off  the 
nex'  man's  head  ez  say  so.  Rick  say  he'd  ruther  give  two  bay 
fillies  than  hev  a  man  say  he  tuk  a  horse  ez  he  never  tuk.  Rick 
say  ez  how  he  kin  stand  up  ter  what  he  does  do,  but  it's  these 
hyar  lies  on  him  what  kills  him  out.  But  ye  know.  Mis'  Darley, 
ye  know  yerself,  he  never  give  nobody  two  bay  fillies  in  this 
world,  an'  what's  more  he's  never  goin'  ter.  My  old  man  an'  my 
boy  Kossute  talks  on  'bout  that  thar  bay  filly  like  she  war  stole 
yestiddy,  an'  'twar  five  year  ago  an'  better;  an'  when  they  heam 
ez  how  Rick  Pearson  hed  showed  that  red  head  o'  his'n  on  this 
hyar  mounting  las'  week,  they  war  fightin'  mad,  an'  would  hev 
lit  out  fur  the  gang  sure,  'ceptin'  they  hed  been  gone  down  the 
mounting  fur  two  days.  An'  my  son  Kossute,  he  sent  Rick  word 
that  he  had  better  keep  out'n  gamshot  o'  these  hryax  woods;  that 
he  didn't  want  no  better  mark  than  that  red  head  o'  his'n,  an' 
he  could  hit  it  two  mile  off.  An'  Rick  Pearson,  he  sent  Kossute 
word  that  he  would  kill  him  fur  his  sass  the  very  nex'  time  he 
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see  him,  an'  e£  he  don't  want  a  bullet  in  that  pumpkin  head  o' 
his'n  he  hed  better  keep  away  from  that  dancin'  party  what  the 
Harrisons  hev  laid  off  ter  give,  'kase  Rick  say  he's  a-goin'  ter  it 
hisself,  an'  is  a-goin'  ter  dance  too;  he  ain't  been  invited,  Mis' 
Darley,  but  Rick  don't  keer  fur  that.  He  is  a-goin'  anyhow;  an' 
he  say  ez  how  he  ain't  a-goin'  ter  let  Kossute  come,  'count  o* 
Kossute's  sass,  an'  the  fuss  they've  all  made  'bout  that  bay  filly 
that  war  stole  five  year  ago— 'twar  five  year  an'  better.  But 
Rick  say  ez  how  he  is  goin',  fur  all  he  ain't  got  no  invite,  an' 
is  a-goin'  ter  dance  too:  'kase  you  know,  Mis'  Darley,  it's  a-goin' 
ter  be  a  dancin'  party;  the  Harrisons  hev  determinated  on  that. 
Them  gals  of  theim  air  mos'  crazed  'bout  a  dancin'  party.  They 
ain't  been  a  bit  of  account  sence  they  went  ter  Cheatham's  Cross- 
Roads  ter  see  thar  gran'mother,  an'  picked  up  all  them  queer 
new  notions.  So  the  Harrisons  hev  determinated  on  a  dancin' 
party;  an'  Rick  say  ez  how  he  is  goin'  ter  dance  too:  but  Jule, 
s/ie  say  ez  how  she  know  thar  ain't  a  gal  on  the  mounting  ez 
would  dance  with  him;  but  I  ain't  so  sure  'bout  that,  Mis'  Dar- 
ley; gals  air  cur'ous  critters,  ye  know  j^erself;  thar's  no  sort  o' 
countin'  on  'em;  they'll  do  one  thing  one  time,  an'  another  thing 
nex'  time;  ye  can't  put  no  dependence  in  'em.  But  Jule  say  ef 
he  kin  git  Mandy  Tyler  ter  dance  with  him,  it's  the  mos'  he 
kin  do,  an'  the  gang'll  be  nowhar.  Mebbe  he  kin  git  Mandy  ter 
dance  with  him,  'kase  the  other  boys  say  ez  how  none  o'  them  is 
a-goin'  ter  ax  her  ter  dance,  'count  of  the  trick  she  played  on 
'em  down  ter  the  Wilkins  settlemint  —  las'  month,  war  it  ?  no, 
'twar  two  month  ago,  an'  better;  but  the  boys  ain't  forgot  how 
scandalous  she  done  'em,  an'  none  of  'em  is  a-goin'  ter  ax  her  ter 
dance." 

"  Why,  what  did  she  do  ?  ^^  exclaimed  Mrs.  Darley,  surprised. 
"  She  came  here  to  sell  peaches  one  day,  and  I  thought  her  such 
a  nice,  pretty,  well-behaved  girl.  * 

"Waal,  she  hev  got  mighty  quiet  say-nuthin'  sort'n  ways,  Mis' 
Darley,  but  that  thar  gal  do  behave  ridiculous.  Down  thar  ter 
the  Wilkins  settlemint, —  ye  know  it's  'bout  two  mile  or  two 
mile'n  a  half  from  hyar, —  waal,  all  the  gals  walked  down  thar 
ter  the  party  an  hour  by  sun;  but  when  the  boys  went  down 
they  tuk  thar  horses,  ter  give  the  gals  a  ride  home  behind  'em. 
Waal,  every  boy  axed  his  gal  ter  ride  while  the  party  war  goin' 
on,  an*  when  'twar  all  over  they  all  set  out  fur  ter  come  home. 
Waal,   this   hyar    Mandy   Tyler  is  a  mighty  isivorite  'mongst    the 
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boys, —  they  ain't  got  no  sense,  ye  know,  Mis'  Darley,  —  an'  stid- 
dier  one  of  'em  axin'  her  ter  ride  home,  thar  war  five  of  'em 
axed  her  ter  ride,  ef  ye'll  beheve  me;  an'  what  do  ye  think  she 
done,  Mis'  Darley?  She  tole  all  five  of  '  em  yes;  an'  when  the 
party  war  over,  she  war  the  last  ter  go,  an'  when  she  started 
out'n  the  door,  thar  war  all  five  of  them  boys  a-standin'  thar 
waitin'  fur  her,  an'  every  one  a-holdin'  his  horse  by  the  bridle, 
an'  none  of  'em  knowed  who  the  others  war  a-waitin'  fur.  An' 
this  hyar  Mandy  Tyler,  when  she  got  ter  the  door  an'  seen  'em 
all  a-standin'  thar,  never  said  one  word,  jest  walked  right  through 
'mongst  'em,  an'  set  out  fur  the  mounting  on  foot,  with  all  them 
five  boys  a-followin'  an'  a-leadin'  thar  horses,  an'  a-quarrelin* 
enough  ter  take  off  each  other's  heads  'bout  which  one  war 
a-goin'  ter  ride  with  her;  which  none  of  'em  did.  Mis'  Darley, 
fur  I  hearn  ez  how  the  whole  layout  footed  it  all  the  way  ter 
New  Helveshy,  An'  thar  would  hev  been  a  fight  'mongst  'em, 
'ceptin'  her  brother,  Jacob  Tyler,  went  along  with  'em,  an'  tried 
ter  keep  the  peace  atwixt  *em.  An'  Mis'  Darley,  all  them  mar- 
ried folks  down  thar  at  the  party  —  them  folks  in  the  Wilkins 
settlemint  is  the  biggest  fools,  sure  —  when  all  them  married 
folks  come  out  ter  the  door,  an'  see  the  way  Mandy  Tyler  hed 
treated  them  boys,  they  jest  hollered  and  laffed  an'  thought  it 
war  mighty  smart  an'  funny  in  Mandy;  but  she  never  say  a 
word  till  she  kem  up.  the  mounting,  an'  I  never  hearn  ez  how 
she  say  anything  then.  An'  now  the  boys  all  say  none  of  'em 
is  a-goin'  ter  ax  her  ter  dance,  ter  pay  her  back  fur  them  fool 
airs  of  hern.  But  Kossute  say  he'll  dance  with  her  ef  none  the 
rest  will.  Kossute,  he  thought  'twar  all  mighty  funny  too, — he's 
sech  a  fool  'bout  gals,  Kossute  is, —  but  Jule,  she  thought  ez  how 
'twar  scandalous.^' 

Mrs.  Darley  listened  in  amused  surprise:  that  these  motint- 
ain  wilds  could  sustain  a  first-class  coquette  was  an  idea  that 
had  not  hitherto  entered  her  mind;  however,  ^Uhat  thar  Mandy*' 
seemed,  in  Mrs.  Johns's  opinion  at  least,  to  merit  the  imenviable 
distinction,  and  the  party  at  the  Wilkins  settlement  and  the  pro- 
spective gayety  of  Harrison's  Cove  awakened  the  same  sentiments 
in  her  heart,  and  mind  as  do  the  more  ambitious  germans  and 
kettle-drums  of  the  lowland  cities  in  the  heart  and  mind  of 
Mrs.  Grundy.  Human  nature  is  the  same  everywhere,  and  the 
Wilkins  settlement  is  a  microcosm.  The  metropolitan  centres, 
stripped  of  the  civilization  of  wealth,  fashion,  and  culture,  would 
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present  only  the  bare  skeleton  of  humanity  outlined  in  Mrs. 
Johns's  talk  of  Harrison's  Cove,  the  Wilkins  settlement,  the  en- 
mities and  scandals  and  sorrows  and  misfortunes  of  the  mountain 
ridge.  As  the  absurd  resemblance  developed,  Mrs.  Darley  could 
not  forbear  a  smile.  Mrs.  Johns  looked  up  with  a  momentary 
expression  of  surprise;  the  story  presented  no  humorous  phase 
to  her  perceptions,  but  she  too  smiled  a  little  as  she  repeated, 
« Scandalous,  ain't  it?»  and  proceeded  in  the  same  lack-lustre 
tone  as  before. 

«Yes, —  Kossute  say  ez  how  he'll  dance  with  her  ef  none  the 
rest  will,  fur  Kossute  say  ez  how  he  hev  laid  off  ter  dance,  Mis' 
Darley;  an'  when  I  ax  him  what  he  thinks  will  become  of  his 
soul  ef  he  dances,  he  say  the  Devil  may  crack  away  at  it,  an'  ef 
he  kin  hit  it  he's  welcome;  fur  soul  or  no  soul  he's  a-goin'  ter 
dance.  Kossute  is  a-fixin'  of  hisself  this  very  minute  ter  go;  but 
I  am  verily  afeard  the  boy'll  be  slaughtered.  Mis'  Darley,  'kase 
thar  is  goin*  ter  be  a  fight,  an'  ye  never  in  all  yer  life  hearn 
sech  sass  ez  Kossute  and  Rick  Pearson  done  sent  word  ter  each 
other.  ^> 

Mr.  Kenyon  expressed  some  surprise  that  she  should  fear  for 
so  young  a  fellow  as  Kossuth.  « Surely, »  he  said,  «the  man  is 
not  brute  enough  to  injure  a  mere  boy-:  your  son  is  a  mere  boy.*^ 

"That's  so,»  Mrs.  Johns  drawled.  « Kossute  ain't  more'n 
twenty  year  old,  an'  Rick  Pearson  is  double  that  ef  he  is  a  day; 
but  ye  see  it's  the  firearms  ez  makes  Kossute  more'n  a  match 
fur  him,  'kase  Kossute  is  the  best  shot  on  the  mounting,  an'  Rick 
knows  that  in  a  shootin'  fight  Kossute's  better  able  ter  take  keer 
of  hisself  an'  hurt  somebody  else  nor  anybody.  Kossute's  more 
likely  ter  hurt  Rick  nor  Rick  is  ter  hurt  him  in  a  shootin'  fight; 
but  ef  Rick  didn't  hurt  him,  an'  he  war  ter  shoot  Rick,  the 
gang  would  tear  him  ter  pieces  in  a  minute;  and  'mongst  'em  I'm 
actially  afeard  they'll  slaughter  the  boy.'* 

Mr.  Kenyon  looked  even  graver  than  was  his  wont  upon  re- 
ceiving this  information,  but  said  no  more;  and  after  giving  Mrs. 
Johns  the  febrifuge  she  wished  for  her  husband,  he  returned  to 
his  seat  on  the  piazza. 

Mrs,  Darley  watched  him  with  some  little  indignation  as  he 
proceeded  to  light  a  fresh  cigar.  « How  cold  and  unsympathetic 
Uncle  Ambrose  is,»  she  said  to  herself.  And  after  condoling 
effusively  with  Mrs.  Johns  on  her  apprehensions  for  her  son's 
safety,  she  returned  to  the  gossips  in  the  hotel  parlor;   and  Mrs. 
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Johns,  with  her  pink  calico  sun-bonnet  on  her  head,  went  her  way 
in  the  brilliant  summer  moonlight. 

The  clear  lustre  shone  white  upon  all  the  dark  woods  and 
chasms  and  flashing  waters  that  lay  between  the  New  Helvetia 
Springs  and  the  wide,  deep  ravine  called  Harrison's  Cove;  where 
from  a  rude  log  hut  the  vibrations  of  a  violin,  and  the  quick 
throb  of  dancing  feet,  already  mingled  with  the  impetuous  rush 
of  a  mountain  stream  close  by,  and  the  weird  night  sounds  of 
the  hills, — the  cry  of  birds  among  the  tall  trees,  the  stir  of  the 
wind,  the  monotonous  chanting  of  frogs  at  the  water-side,  the 
long,  drowsy  drone  of  the  nocturnal  insects,  the  sudden  faint 
blast  of  a  distant  hunter's  horn,  and  the  far  baying  of  hounds. 

Mr.  Harrison  had  four  marriageable  daughters,  and  had  arrived 
at  the  conclusion  that  something  must  be  done  for  the  girls;  foi 
strange  as  it  may  seem,  the  prudent  father  exists  even  among 
the  ^*  mounting  folks.  ^^  Men  there  realize  the  importance  of  pro- 
viding suitable  homes  for  their  daughters  as  men  do  elsewhere, 
and  the  eligible  youth  is  as  highly  esteemed  in  those  wilds  as  is 
the  much  scarcer  animal  at  a  fashionable  watering-place.  Thus 
it  was  that  Mr.  Harrison  had  <^ determinated  on  a  dancin'  party." 
True,  he  stood  in  bodily  fear  of  the  Judgment  Day  and  the  cir- 
cuit-rider; but  the  dancing  party  was  a  rarity  eminently  calcu- 
lated to  please  the  young  hunters  of  the  settlements  round  about; 
so  he  swallowed  his  qualms,  to  be  indulged  at  a  more  convenient 
season,  and  threw  himself  into  the  vortex  of  preparation  with  an 
ardor  very  gratifying  to  the  four  young  ladies,  who  had  become 
imbued  with  sophistication  at  Cheatham's  Cross- Roads. 

Not  so  Mrs.  Harrison:  she  almost  expected  the  house  to  fall 
and  crush  them,  as  a  judgment  on  the  wickedness  of  a  dancing 
party;  for  so  heinous  a  sin,  in  the  estimation  of  the  greater  part 
of  the  mountain  people,  had  not  been  committed  among  them  for 
many  a  day.  Such  trifles  as  killing  a  man  in  a  quarrel,  or  on 
suspicion  of  stealing  a  horse  or  wash-tub  or  anything  that  came 
hand}^  of  course  do  not  count;  but  a  dancing  party!  Mrs.  Har- 
rison could  only  fold  her  idle  hands,  and  dread  the  heavy  penalty 
that  must  surely  follow  so  terrible  a  crime. 

It  certainly  had  not  the  gay  and  lightsome  aspect  supposed 
to  be  characteristic  of  such  a  scene  of  sin:  the  awkward  j'otmg 
mountaineers  clogged  heavily  about  in  their  uncouth  clothes  and 
rough  shoes,  with  the  stolid-looking,  lack-lustre  maids  of  the 
hill,  to  the  violin's  monotonous  iteration  of  *  The  Chicken  in  the 
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Bread-Trough/  or  <  The  Rabbit  in  the  Pea-Patch, >— all  their 
grave  faces  as  grave  as  ever.  The  music  now  and  then  changed 
suddenly  to  one  of  those  wild,  melancholy  strains  sometimes  heard 
in  old-fashioned  dancing  tunes,  and  the  strange  pathetic  cadences- 
seemed  more  attuned  to  the  rhythmical  dash  of  the  waters  rush-' 
ing  over  their  stone  barricades  out  in  the  moonlight  yonder,  or 
to  the  plaintive  sighs  of  the  winds  among  the  great  dark  arches 
of  the  primeval  forests,  than  to  the  movement  of  the  heavy, 
coarse  feet  dancing  a  solemn  measure  in  the  little  log  cabin  in 
Harrison's  Cove.  The  elders,  sitting  in  rush-bottomed  chairs  close 
to  the  walls,  and  looking  on  at  the  merriment,  well  pleased  despite 
their  religious  doubts,  were  soinewhat  more  lively;  every  now 
and  then  a  guffaw  mingled  with  the  violin's  resonant  strains  and 
the  dancers'  well-marked  pace;  the  women  talked  to  each  other 
with  somewhat  more  animation  than  was  their  wont,  under  the 
stress  of  the  unusual  excitement  of  a  dancing  party;  and  from 
out  the  shed-room  adjoining  came  an  anticipative  odor  of  more 
substantial  sin  than  the  fiddle  or  the  grave  jiggling  up  and  down 
the  rough  floor,  A  little  more  cider  too,  and  a  very  bad  article 
of  illegally  distilled  whisky,  were  ever  and  anon  circulated  among 
the  pious  abstainers  from  the  dance;  but  the  sinful  votaries  of 
Terpsichore  could  brook  no  pause  nor  delay,  and  jogged  up  and 
down  quite  intoxicated  with  the  mirthfulness  of  the  plaintive  old 
airs,  and  the  pleasure  of  other  motion  than  following  the  plow  or 
hoeing  the  corn. 

And  the  moon  smiled  right  royally  on  her  dominion:  on  the 
long  dark  ranges  of  mountains,  and  mist-filled  valleys  between; 
on  the  woods  and  streams,  and  on  all  the  half-dormant  creatures 
either  amongst  the  shadow-flecked  foliage  or  under  the  crystal 
waters;  on  the  long  white  sandy  road  winding  in  and  out 
throiigh  the  forest;  on  the  frowning  crags  of  the  wild  ravine; 
on  the  little  bridge  at  the  entrance  of  the  gorge,  across  which  a 
party  of  eight  men,  heavily  armed  and  gallantly  mounted,  rode 
swiftly  and  disappeared  amid  the  gloom  of  the  shadows. 

The  sound  of  the  galloping  of  horses  broke  suddenly  on  the 
music  and  the  noise  of  the  dancing;  a  moment's  interval,  and 
the  door  gently  opened,  and  the  gigantic  form  of  Rick  Pearson 
appeared  in  the  aperture.  He  was  dressed,  like  the  other  mount- 
aineers, in  a  coarse  suit  of  brown  jeans  somewhat  the  worse  for 
wear,  the  trousers  stuffed  in  the  legs  of  his  heavy  boots;  he 
wore  an  old  soft  felt  hat,  which  he  did  not  remove  immediately 
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on  entering,  and  a  pair  of  formidable  pistols  at  his  belt  conspicu- 
ously challenged  attention.  He  had  auburn  hair,  and  a  long  full 
beard  of  a  lighter  tint  reaching  almost  to  his  waist;  his  com- 
plexion was  much  tanned  by  the  sun,  and  roughened  by  exposure 
to  the  inclement  mountain  weather;  his  eyes  were  brown,  deep- 
set,  and  from  under  his  heayy  brows  they  looked  out  with  quick, 
sharp  glances,  and  occasionally  with  a  roguish  twinkle;  the  ex- 
pression of  his  countenance  was  rather  good-humored:  a  sort  of 
imperious  good-humor,  however, —  the  expression  of  a  man  accus- 
tomed to  have  his  own  way  and  not  to  be  trifled  with,  but  able 
to  afford  some  amiability  since  his  power  is  undisputed. 

He  stepped  slowly  into  the  apartment,  placed  his  gun  against 
the  wall,  turned,  and  solemnly  gazed  at  the  dancing,  while  his 
followers  trooped  in  and  obeyed  his  example.  As  the  eight 
guns,  one  by  one,  rattled  against  the  wall,  there  was  a  startled 
silence  among  the  pious  elders  of  the  assemblage,  and  a  sudden 
disappearance  of  the  animation  that  had  characterized  their  inter- 
course during  the  evening.  Mrs.  Harrison,  who  by  reason  of 
flurry,  and  a  housewifely  pride  in  the  still  unrevealed  treasures 
of  the  shed-room,  had  well-nigh  forgotten  her  fears,  felt  that  the 
anticipated  judgment  had  even  now  descended;  and  in  what 
terrible  and  unexpected  guise!  The  men  turned  the  quids  of 
tobacco  in  their  cheeks,  and  looked  at  each  other  in  uncertainty: 
but  the  dancers  bestowed  not  a  glance  upon  the  new-comers;  and 
the  musician  in  the  corner,  with  his  eyes  half  closed,  his  head 
bent  low  upon  the  instrument,  his  hard,  homy  hand  moving  the 
bow  back  and  forth  over  the  strings  of  the  crazy  old  fiddle,  was 
utterly  rapt  by  his  own  melody.  At  the  supreme  moment  when 
the  great  red  beard  had  appeared  portentously  in  the  doorway, 
and  fear  had  frozen  the  heart  of  Mrs.  Harrison  within  her  at 
the  ill-omened  apparition,  the  host  was  in  the  shed-room,  filling 
a  broken-nosed  pitcher  from  the  cider  barrel.  When  he  re- 
entered, and  caught  sight  of  the  grave  sunburned  face  with  its 
long  red  beard  and  sharp  brown  eyes,  he  too  was  dismayed  for 
an  instant,  and  stood  silent  at  the  opposite  door  with  the  pitcher 
in  his  hand.  The  pleasure  and  the  possible  profit  of  the  dancing 
party,  for  which  he  had  expended  so  much  of  his  scanty  store 
of  this  world's  goods  and  risked  the  eternal  treasures  laid  up  in 
heaven,,  were  a  mere  phantasm;  for  with  Rick  Pearson  among 
them,  in  an  ill  frame  of  mind  and  at  odds  with  half  the  men  in 
the  room,   there  would  certainly  be  a  fight,   and  in  all  probability 
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one  would  be  killed,  and  the  dancing  party  at  Harrison's  Cove 
would  be  a  text  for  the  bloody-minded  sermons  of  the  circuit- 
rider  for  all  time  to  come.  However,  the  father  of  four  mar- 
riageable daughters  is  apt  to  become  crafty  and  worldly-wise: 
onlV  for  a  moment  did  he  stand  in  indecision;  then  catching 
suddenly  the  small  brown  eyes,  he  held  up  the  pitcher  with  a 
grin  of  invitation.  «Rick!»  he  called  out  above  the  scraping  of 
the  violin  and  the  clatter  of  the  dancing  feet,  « slip  round  hyar 
ef  ye  kin, —  I've  got  somethin'  for  ye;^^  and  he  shook  the  pitcher 
significantly. 

Not  that  Mr.  Harrison  would  for  a  moment  have  thought  of 
Rick  Pearson  in  a  matrimonial  point  of  view,  for  even  the  sophis- 
tication of  the  Cross-Roads  had  not  yet  brought  him  to  the  state 
of  mind  to  consider  such  a  half-loaf  as  this  better  than  no  bread; 
but  he  felt  it  imperative  from  every  point  of  view  to  keep  that 
set  of  young  mountaineers  dancing  in  peace  and  quiet,  and  their 
guns  idle  and  out  of  mischief  against  the  wall.  The  great  red 
beard  disappeared  and  reappeared  at  intervals,  as  Rick  Pearson 
slipped  along  the  gun-lined  wall  to  join  his  host  and  the  cider 
pitcher;  and  after  he  had  disposed  of  the  refreshment,  in  which 
the  gang  shared,  he  relapsed  into  silently  watching  the  dancing, 
and  meditating  a  participation  in  that  festivity. 

Now  it  so  happened  that  the  only  young  girl  unprovided  with 
a  partner  was  "that  thar  Mandy  Tyler, *>  of  Wilkins  settlement 
renown:  the  young  men  had  rigidly  adhered  to  their  resolution 
to  ignore  her  in  their  invitations  to  dance,  and  she  had  been  sit- 
ting since  the  beginning  of  the  festivities,  quite  neglected,  among 
the  married  people,  looking  on  at  the  amusement  which  she  had 
been  debarred  sharing  by  that  unpopular  bit  of  coquetry  at  Wil- 
kins settlement.  Nothing  of  disappointment  or  mortification  was 
expressed  in  her  countenance.  She  felt  the  slight,  of  course, — 
even  a  "  mounting  ^*  woman  is  susceptible  of  the  sting  of  wounded 
pride;  all  her  long-anticipated  enjoyment  had  come  to  naught  by 
this  infliction  of  penance  for  her  ill-timed  jest  at  the  expense  of 
those  five  yoimg  fellows  dancing  with  their  triumphant  partners, 
and  bestowing  upon  her  not  even  a  glance:  but  she  looked  the 
express  image  of  immobility  as  she  sat  in  her  clean  pink  cal- 
ico, so  carefully  gotten  up  for  the  occasion,  her  short  black  hair 
curling  about  her  ears,  and  watched  the  unending  reel  with  slow 
dark  eyes.  Rick's  glance  fell  upon  her,  and  without  further  hesi- 
tation  he    strode  over    to   where    she    was    sitting,  and   proffered 
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his  hand  for  the  dance.  She  did  not  reply  immediately,  but 
looked  timidly  about  her  at  the  shocked  pious  ones  on  either  side, 
who  were  ready  but  for  mortal  fear  to  aver  that  ^*dancin'  any- 
how air  bad  enough,  the  Lord  knows,  but  dancin'  with  a  horse 
thief  air  jest  scandalous !  '^  Then  —  for  there  is  something  of 
defiance  to  established  law  and  prejudice  in  the  born  flirt  every- 
where—  with  a  sudden  daring  spirit  shining  in  her  brightening 
eyes,  she  responded,  "  Don't  keer  ef  I  do,  '^  with  a  dimpling  half- 
laugh;  and  the  next  minute  the  two  outlaws  were  flying  down 
the  middle  together. 

While  Rick  was  according  grave  attention  to  the  intricacies 
of  the  mazy  dance,  and  keeping  punctilious  time  to  the  scrap- 
ing of  the  old  fiddle  —  finding  it  all  a  much  more  difficult  feat 
than  galloping  from  the  Cross-Roads  to  the  *^  Snake's  Mouth  **  on 
some  other  mean's  horse  with  the  sheriff  hard  at  his  heels, — ^the 
solitary  figure  of  a  tall  gaunt  man  had  followed  the  long  wind- 
ing path  leading  deep  into  the  woods,  and  now  began  the  steep 
descent  to  Harrison's  Cove.  Of  what  was  old  Mr.  Kenyon  think- 
ing, as  he  walked  on  in  the  mingled  shadow  and  sheen?  Of  St. 
Augustine  and  his  Forty  Monks,  probably,  and  what  they  found 
in  Britain.  The  young  men  of  his  acquaintance  would  gladly 
have  laid  you  any  odds  that  he  could  think  of  nothing  but  his 
antique   hobby,  the  ancient   Church.     Mr.   Kenyon  was  the  most 

prominent  man  in  St.  Martin's  Church  in  the  city  of  B ,  not 

excepting  the  rector.  He  was  a  lay-reader,  and  officiated  upon 
occasions  of  ^* clerical  sore-throat,^^  as  the  profane  denominate  the 
ministerial  summer  exodus  from  heated  cities.  This  summer, 
however,  Mr.  Kenyon's  own  health  had  succumbed,  and  he  was 
having  a  little  "  sore-throat  **  in  the  mountains  on  his  own  account. 
Very  devout  was  Mr.  Kenyon.  Many  people  wondered  that 
he  had  never  taken  orders.  Many  people  warm'.y  congratulated 
themselves  that  he  never  had;  for  drier  sermon^  than  those  he 
selected  were  surely  never  heard,  and  a  shuddering  imagination 
shrinks  appalled  from  the  problematic  metal  drought  of  his 
ideal  original  discourse.  But  he  was  an  integrant  part  of  St. 
Martin's;  much  of  his  piety,  materialized  into  contributions,  was 
built  up  in  its  walls,  and  shone  before  men  in  the  costliness  of 
its  decorations.  Indeed,  the  ancient  name  had  been  conferred 
upon  the  building  as  a  sort  of  tribute  to  Mr.  Kenyon's  well- 
known  enthusiasm  concerning  apostolic  succession  and  kindred 
doctrines. 
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Dull  and  dismal  was  Mr.  Kenyon,  and  therefore  it  may  be 
considered  a  little  strange  that  he  should  be  a  notable  favorite 
with  men.  They  were  of  many  different  types,  but  with  one 
invariable  bond  of  union:'  they  had  all  at  one  time  served  as 
soldiers;  for  the  war,  now  ten  years  passed  by,  its  bitterness 
almost  forgotten,  had  left  some  traces  that  time  can  never  oblit- 
erate. What  a  friend  was  the  droning  old  churchman  in  those 
days  of  battle  and  bloodshed  and  suffering  and  death!  Not  a 
man  sat  within  the  walls  of  St.  Martin's  who  had  not  received 
some  signal  benefit  from  the  hand  stretched  forth  to  impress 
the  claims  of  certain  ante-Augustine  British  clergy  to  considera- 
tion and  credibility;  not  a  man  who  did  not  remember  stricken 
fields  where  a  good  Samaritan  went  about  under  shot  and  shell, 
succoring  the  wounded  and  comforting  the  dying;  not  a  man 
who  did  not  applaud  the  indomitable  spirit  and  courage  that 
cut  his  way  from  surrender  and  safety,  through  solid  barriers  of 
enemies,  to  deliver  the  orders  on  which  the  fate  of  an  army 
depended;  not  a  man  whose  memory  did  not  harbor  fatiguing 
recollections  of  long,  dull  sermons  read  for  the  souls'  health  of 
the  soldiery.  And  through  it  all  —  by  the  camp-fires  at  night, 
on  the  long  white  country  roads  in  the  sunshiny  mornings;  in 
the  mountains  and  the  morasses;  in  hilarious  advance  and  in 
cheerless  retreat;  in  the  heats  of  summer  and  by  the  side  of 
frozen  rivers  —  the  ancient  British  clergy  went  through  it  all. 
And  whether  the  old  churchman's  premises  and  reasoning  were 
false,  whether  his  tracings  of  the  succession  were  faulty,  whether 
he  dropped  a  link  here  or  took  in  one  there,  he  had  caught  the 
spirit  of  those  stanch  old  martyrs,  if  not  their  falling  churchly 
mantle. 

The  mountaineers  about  the  New  Helvetia  Springs  supposed 
that  Mr.  Kenyon  was  a  regularly  ordained  preacher,  and  that  the 
sermons  which  they  had  heard  him  read  were,  to  use  the  ver- 
nacular, out  of  his  own  head.  For  many  of  them  were  accus- 
tomed on  Sunday  mornings  to  occupy  humble  back  benches  in 
the  ball-room,  where  on  week-day  evenings  the  butterflies  sojourn- 
ing at  New  Helvetia  danced,  and  on  the  Sabbath  metaphorically 
beat  their  breasts,  and  literally  avowed  that  they  were  "  miser- 
able sinners,"  following  Mr.  Kenyon's  lugubrious  lead. 

The  conclusion  of  the  mountaineers  was  not  unnatural,  there- 
fore; and  when  the  door  of  Mr.  Harrison's  house  opened  and 
another  uninvited  g^uest  entered,  the  music  suddenly  ceased.     The 


MARY   NOAILLES  MURFREE  10467 

half-closed  eyes  of  the  fiddler  had  fallen  upon  Mr.  Kenyon  at 
the  threshold;  and  supposing  him  a  clergyman,  he  immediately 
imagined  that  the  man  of  God  had  come  all  the  way  from  New 
Helvetia  Springs  to  stop  the  dancing  and  snatch  the  revelers 
from  the  jaws  of  hell.  The  rapturous  bow  paused  shuddering 
on  the  string,  the  dancing  feet  were  palsied,  the  pious  about  the 
walls  were  racking  their  slow  brains  to  excuse  their  apparent 
conniving  at  sin  and  bargaining  with  Satan;  and  Mr.  Harrison 
felt  that  this  was  indeed  an  unlucky  party,  and  it  would  un- 
doubtedly be  dispersed  by  the  direct  interposition  of  Providence 
before  the  shed-room  was  opened  and  the  supper  eaten.  As  to 
his  soul  —  poor  mxan!  these  constantly  recurring  social  anxieties 
were  making  him  callous  to  immortality:  this  life  was  about  to 
prove  too  much  for  him,  for  the  fortitude  and  tact  even  of  a 
father  of  four  marriageable  young  ladies  has  a  limit.  Mr.  Ken- 
yon too  seemed  dumb  as  he  hesitated  in  the  doorway;  but  when 
the  host,  partially  recovering  himself,  came  forward  and  offered 
a  chair,  he  said  with  one  of  his  dismal  smiles,  that  he  hoped 
Mr.  Harrison  had  no  objection  to  his  coming  in  and  looking  at 
the  dancing  for  a  while.  ^*  Don't  let  me  interrupt  the  young 
people,   I  beg,*^  he   added  as  he   seated  himself. 

The  astounded  silence  was  unbroken  for  a  few  moments.  To 
be  sure  he  was  not  a  circuit-rider,  but  even  the  sophistication  of 
Cheatham's  Cross-Roads  had  never  heard  of  a  preacher  who  did 
not  object  to  dancing.  Mr.  Harrison  could  not  believe  his  ears, 
and  asked  for  a  more  explicit  expression  of  opinion. 

"Ye  say  ye  don't  keer  ef  the  boys  an'  gals  dance  ?^*  he 
inquired.     "  Ye    don't   think   it's   sinful  ?  ^^ 

And  after  Mr.  Kenyon 's  reply,  in  which  the  astonished 
*  mounting  folks  ^^  caught  only  the  surprising  statement  that 
dancing  if  properly  conducted  was  an  innocent,  cheerful,  and 
healthful  amusement,  supplemented  by  something  about  dancing 
in  the  fear  of  the  Lord,  and  that  in  all  charity  he  was  disposed 
to  consider  objections  to  such  harmless  recreations  a  tithing  of 
mint  and  anise  and  cummin,  whereby  might  ensue  a  neglect  of 
weightier  matters  of  the  law;  that  clean  hands  and  clean  hearts, 
—  hands  clean  of  blood  and  ill-gotten  goods,  and  hearts  free 
from  falsehood  and  cruel  intention, —  these  were  the  things  well 
pleasing  to  God:  after  his  somewhat  prolix  reply,  the  gayety 
recommenced.  The  fiddle  quavered  tremulously  at  first,  but 
soon   resounded   with   its   former   vigorous   tones,  and   the  joy  of 
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the  dance  was  again  exemplified  in  the  grave  joggling  back  and 

forth. 

Meanwhile  Mr.  Harrison  sat  beside  this  strange  new  guest, 
and  asked  him  questions  concerning  his  church;  being  instantly, 
it  is  needless  to  say,  informed  of  its  great  antiquity,  of  the 
journeying  of  St.  Augustine  and  his  Forty  Monks  to  Britain,  of 
the  church  they  found  already  planted  there,  of  its  retreat  to  the 
hills  of  Wales  under  its  oppressors'  tyranny;  of  many  cognate 
themes,  side  issues  of  the  main  branch  of  the  subject,  into  which 
the  talk  naturally  drifted, —  the  like  of  which  Mr.  Harrison  had 
never  heard  in  all  his  days.  And  as  he  watched  the  figures  dan- 
cing to  the  violin's  strains,  and  beheld  as  in  a  mental  vision  the 
solemn  gyrations  of  those  renowned  Forty  Monks  to  the  monotone 
of  old  Mr.  Kenyon's  voice,  he  abstractedly  hoped  that  the  double 
dance  would  continue  without  interference  till  a  peaceable  dawn 

His  hopes  were  vain.  It  so  chanced  that  Kossuth  Johns,  who 
had  by  no  means  relinquished  all  idea  of  dancing  at  Harrison's 
Cove  and  defying  Rick  Pearson,  had  hitherto  been  detained  by 
his  mother's  persistent  entreaties,  some  necessary  attentions  to  his 
father,  and  the  many  trials  which  beset  a  man  dressing  for  a 
party  who  has  very  few  clothes,  and  those  very  old  and  worn, 
Jule,  his  sister-in-law,  had  been  most  kind  and  complaisant,  put- 
ting on  a  button  here,  sewing  up  a  slit  there,  darning  a  refrac- 
tory elbow,  and  lending  him  the  one  bright  ribbon  she  possessed 
as  a  neck-tie.  But  all  these  things  take  time;  and  the  moon  did 
not  light  Kossuth  down  the  gorge  until  she  was  shining  almost 
vertically  from  the  sky,  and  the  Harrison's  Cove  people  and  the 
Forty  Monks  were  dancing  together  in  high  feather.  The  eccle- 
siastic dance  halted  suddenly,  and  a  watchful  light  gleamed  in 
old  Mr.  Kenyon's  eyes,  as  he  became  silent,  and  the  boy  stepped 
into  the  room.  The  moonlight  and  the  lamplight  fell  mingled 
on  the  calm,  inexpressive  features  and  tall,  slender  form  of  the 
young  mountaineer.  "  Hy're,  Kossute !  '*  a  cheerful  greeting  from 
many  voices  met  him.  The  next  moment  the  music  ceased  once 
again,  and  the  dancing  came  to  a  standstill;  for  as  the  name  fell 
on  Pearson's  ear  he  turned,  glanced  sharply  toward  the  door, 
and  drawing  one  of  his  pistols  from  his  belt,  advanced  to  the 
middle  of  the  room.  The  men  fell  back;  so  did  the  frightened 
women, —  without  screaming,  however,  for  that  indication  of  femi- 
nine sensibility  had  not  yet  penetrated  to  Cheatham's  Cross-Roads, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  mountains. 
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<<I  told  ye  that  ye  warn't  ter  come  hyar,'*  said  Rick  Pearson 
imperiously;  "and  yeVe  got  ter  go  home  ter  yer  mammy,  right 
off,  or  ye'll  never  git  thar  no  more,  youngster.'^ 

*  I've  come  hyar  ter  put  yoii  out,  ye  cussed  red-headed  horse 
thief ! "  retorted  Kossuth  angrily :  "  ye  hed  better  tell  me  whar 
that  that  bay  filly  is,  or  light  out,  one.^^ 

It  is  not  the  habit  in  the  mountains  to  parley  long  on  these 
occasions.  Kossuth  had  raised  his  gun  to  his  shoulder  as  Rick, 
with  his  pistol  cocked,  advanced  a  step  nearer.  The  outlaw's 
weapon  was  struck  upward  by  a  quick,  strong  hand;  the  little  log 
cabin  was  filled  with  flash,  roar,  and  smoke;  and  the  stars  looked 
in  through  a  hole  in  the  roof  from  which  Rick's  bullet  had  sent 
the  shingles  flying.  He  turned  in  mortal  terror  and  caught  the 
hand  that  had  struck  his  pistol;  in  mortal  terror,  for  Kossuth 
was  the  crack  shot  of  the  mountains,  and  he  felt  he  was  a  dead 
man.  The  room  was  somewhat  obscured  by  smoke;  but  as  he 
turned  upon  the  man  who  had  disarmed  him, —  for  the  force  of 
the  blow  had  thrown  the  pistol  to  the  floor,-:- he  saw  that  the 
other  hand  was  over  the  muzzle  of  young  Johns's  gun,  and  Kos- 
suth was  swearing  loudly  that  by  the  Lord  Almighty  if  he  didn't 
take  it  off  he  would  shoot  it  off. 

"My  young  friend, ^^  Mr,  Kenyon  began,  with  the  calmness 
appropriate  to  a  devout  member  of  the  one  catholic  and  apostolic 
church;  but  then,  the  old  Adam  suddenh^  getting  the  upper 
hand,  he  shouted  out  in  irate  tones,  "  If  you  don't  stop  that  noise 
I'll  break  your  head! — Well,  Mr.  Pearson, ^^  he  continued,  as  he 
stood  between  the  combatants,  one  hand  still  over  the  muzzle  of 
young  Johns's  gun,  the  other,  lean  and  sine\^y,  holding  Pearson's 
powerful  right  arm  with  a  vise-like  grip, —  "Well,  Mr.  Pearson, 
you  are  not  so  good  a  soldier  as  you  used  to  be:  you  didn't  fight 
boys  in  the  old  times.  ^^ 

Rick  Pearson's  enraged  expression  suddenly  gave  way  to  a 
surprised  recognition.  "  Ye  may  drag  me  through  hell  an'  beat 
me  with  a  soot-bag  ef  hj^ar  ain't  the  old  fightin'  preacher  agin!* 
he  cried. 

"  I  have  only  one  thing  to  say  to  you,  *^  said  Mr.  Kenyon. 
"  You  must  go :  I  will  not  have  you  here  shooting  boys  and  break- 
ing up  a  party.  *^ 

Rick  demurred.  "See  hyar,  now,"  he  said,  "ye've  got  no 
business  meddlin'.** 

"You  must  go,"  Mr.  Kenyon  reiterated. 
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«Preachin's    yer    business, »    Rick    continued:    « 'pears   like    ye 
don't  'tend  to  it,  though.* 
«You  must  go." 

«S'pose  I  say  I  \yon't,*  said  Rick  good-humoredly :  "I  s'pose 
ye'd  say  ye'd  make  me." 

"You  must  go,"  repeated  Mr.  Kenyon.  "I  am  going  to  take 
the  boy  home  with  me,  but  I  intend  to  see  you  off  first." 

Mr.  Kenyon  had  prevented  the  hot-headed  Kossuth  from  firing 
by  keeping  his  hand  persistently  over  the  muzzle  of  the  gun;  and 
young  Johns  had  feared  to  try  to  wrench  it  away  lest  it  should 
discharge  in  the  effort.  Had  it  done  so,  j\Ir.  Kenyon  would  have 
been  in  sweet  converse  with  the  Forty  Monks  in  about  a  min- 
ute and  a  quarter.  Kossuth  had  finally  let  go  the  gun,  and  made 
frantic  efforts  to  borrow  a  weapon  from  some  of  his  friends,  but 
the  stern  authoritative  mandate  of  the  belligerent  peace-maker  had 
prevented  them  from  gratifying  him;  and  he  now  stood  empty- 
handed  beside  Mr.  Kenyon,  who  had  shouldered  the  old  rifle  in 
an  absent-minded  manner,  although  still  retaining  his  powerful 
grasp  on  the  arm  of  the  outlaw. 

"  Waal,  parson,*  said  Rick  at  length,  *■  I'll  go,  jest  ter  pleas- 
ure you-uns.     Ye  see,   I  ain't  forgot  Shiloh.* 

"I  am  not  talking  about  Shiloh  now,*  said  the  old  man.  "You 
must  get  off  at  once  —  all  of  you,*  indicating  the  gang,  who 
had  been  so  whelmed  in  astonishment  that  they  had  not  lifted 
a  finger  to  aid  their  chief. 

"Ye  say  ye '11  take  that  —  that — *  Rick  looked  hard  at  Kos- 
suth while  he  racked  his  brains  for  an  injurious  epithet  —  "that 
sassy  child  home  ter  his  mammy  ?  * 

"Come,  I  am  tired  of  this  talk,*  said  Mr.  Kenyon:  "you 
must  go.* 

Rick  walked  heavily  to  the  door  and  out  into  the  moonlight. 
"Them  was  good  old  times,*  he  said  to  Mr.  Kenyon,  with  a 
regretful  cadence  in  his  peculiar  drawl;  "good  old  times,  them 
War  days.  I  wish  they  was  back  agin, —  I  wish  they  was  back 
agin.  I  ain't  forgot  vShiloh  yit,  though,  and  I  ain't  a-goin'  ter. 
But  I'll  tell  ye  one  thing,  parson,*  he  added,  his  mind  reverting 
from  ten  years  ago  to  the  scene  just  past,  as  he  unhitched  his 
horse  and  carefully  examined  the  saddle-girth  and  stirrups,  "ye're 
a  mighty  queer  preacher,  ye  air,  a-sittin'  up  an'  lookin'  at  sin- 
ners dance,  an'  then  gittin'  in  a  fight  that  don't  consarn  ye  — 
ye're  a  mighty  queer  preacher!     Ye  ought    ter  be  in  my  gang, 
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that's  whar  ye  ought  ter  be,»  he  exclaimed  with  a  guffaw,  as  he 
put  his  foot  in  the  stirrup;  «ye've  got  a  damned  deal  too  much 
grit  fur  a  preacher.  But  I  ain't  forgot  Shiloh  yit,  an'  I  don't 
mean  ter,  nuther.  *^ 

A  shout  of  laughter  from  the  gang,  an  oath  or  two,  the  quick 
tread  of  horses'  hoofs  pressing  into  a  gallop,  and  the  outlaw's 
troop  were  speeding  along  the  narrow  paths  that  led  deep  into 
the  vistas  of  the  moonlit  summer  woods. 

As  the  old   churchman,   with  the  boy  at  his  side  and  the  gun 
still  on  his  shoulder,  ascended  the  rocky,  precipitous  slope  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  ravine  above  the  foaming  waters  of  the  wil6 
mountain    stream,  he    said    but    little    of    admonition   to   his   com- 
panion:   with  the   disappearance  of  the   flame  and  smoke  and  the 
dangerous  ruffian,  his  martial  spirit  had  cooled;  the  last  words  of 
the  outlaw,   the  highest  praise   Rick   Pearson  could  accord  to  the 
highest  qualities  Rick  Pearson  could  imagine, — he  had  grit  enough 
to  belong  to  the  gang, —  had  smitten  a  tender  conscience.     He,  at 
his    age,   using   none   of  the   means  rightfully  at  his  command, — 
the  gentle  suasion  of  religion, —  must  needs  rush  between  armed 
men,  wrench    their   weapons   from    their   hands,  threatening   with 
such  violence  that  an  outlaw  and  desperado,  recognizing  a  paral- 
lel  of  his  own  belligerent  and  lawless  spirit,-  should  say  that  he 
ought   to   belong  to  the  gang!     And  the  heaviest  scourge  of  the 
sin-laden  conscience  was  the  perception  that  so  far  as  the  unsub- 
dued old  Adam  went,  he  ought  indeed. 

He  was  not  so  tortured,  though,  that  he  did  not  think  of 
others.  He  paused  on  reaching  the  summit  of  the  ascent,  and 
looked  back  at  the  little  house  nestling  in  the  ravine,  the  lamp- 
light streaming  through  its  open  doors  and  windows  across  the 
path  among  the  laurel  bushes,  where  Rick's  gang  had  hitched 
their  horses. 

"I  wonder,"  said  the  old  man,  "if  they  are  quiet  and  peace- 
able again :  can  you  hear  the  music  and  dancing  ? " 

"Not  now%"  said  Kossuth,  Then,  after  a  moment,  "Now  I 
kin,*^  he  added,  as  the  wind  brought  to  their  ears  the  oft-told 
tale  of  the  rabbit's  gallopade  in  the  pea-patch.  "  They're  a-dan- 
cin'  now,  and  all  right  agin." 

As  they  walked  along,  Mr.  Kenyon's  racked  conscience  might 
have  been  in  a  slight  degree  comforted  had  he  known  that  he 
was  in  some  sort  a  revelation  to  the  impressible  lad  at  his  side; 
that    Kossuth   had   begun    dimly  to  comprehend  that   a   Christian 
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mav  be  a  man  of  spirit  also,  and  that  bravado  does  not  constitute 
bravery.  Now  that  the  heat  of  anger  was  over,  the  young  fellow 
was  glad  that  the  fearless  interposition  of  the  warlike  peace- 
maker had  prevented  any  killing ,  «  'kase  ef  the  old  man  hedn't 
hung  on  ter  my  gun  like  he  done,  I'd  have  been  a  murderer  like 
he  said,  an'  Rick  would  hev  been  dead.  An'  the  bay  filly  ain't 
sech  a  killin'  matter  nohow:  ef  it  war  the  roan  three -year-old 
now,  'twould  be  different,  ** 
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AKiNG  into  account  a  strange  and  persistent  conception  which 
has  been  afloat  for  many  generations,   the  genius  of  artistic 
4i^iS     passion   might  well    be    represented    as    a   haloed  vagabond, 
with  immortal  longings  in  his  eyes,  and  out  at  the  elbows. 

In  his  ^Bohemians  of  the  Latin  Quarter,^  Henri  Murger,  seizing 
upon  this  conception,  has  prefaced  his  story  of  the  gay,  sad,  wild,  half- 
starved,  half-surfeited  life  led  by  four  followers  of  art  in  Paris,  with  a 
history  of  the  world's  Bohemians.  He  christens  the  picturesque  clan  by 
this  name,  now  in  general  use ;  but  he  does 
not  attempt  to  explain  why  the  pursuit  of 
art  in  painting  or  literature  has  been  so 
often  identified,  in  the  past  at  least,  with 
worthlessness  as  a  citizen.  He  merely  calls 
the  long  roll  of  those  who  have  lived  by 
poetry  rather  than  bread.  He  does  not  hesi- 
tate to  include  the  wanderer  Homer,  nor 
Shakespeare,  nor  Moliere,  in  this  fellowship. 
The  inspired  rascal  Villon  he  claims  as  his 
soul's  own  brother;  Gringoire, —  <^ friend  to 
vagrants  and  foe  to  fasting,  ^^ — Marot,  Rous- 
seau, Chatterton,  are  of  his  kin.  For  Mur- 
ger himself  was  a  prince  of  Bohemians. 
Born   in    Paris  in    1822,   his  father,   a   tailor, 

arranged  that  he  should  study  law;  but  Murger  chose  literature  and 
starvation.  His  ^Bohemians,*  which  was  published  in  1848,  and  which 
made  his  fame,  is  the  record  of  his  own  life  and  of  the  lives  of  some 
boon  friends  in  the  Latin  Quarter.  It  is  the  story  of  those  spirits  in 
the  untamed  twenties,  who  like  Omar  desire  only  — 

*A  book  of  verses  underneath  the  bough, 

A  jug  of  wine,  a  loaf  of  bread,  and  thou 

Beside  me  singing  in  the  wilderness.  >> 

What  does  it  matter  that  the  wilderness  is  that  of  the  Paris  roofs, 
and  the  bread  at  least  wanting,  perhaps,  and  the  beloved  a  little 
working-girl  in  chintz,  happy  with  a  few  sous'  worth  of  violets  or  an 
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afternoon  at  Versailles?  The  Bohemians  of  Paris  are  linked  by  the 
chains  of  vagabondage,  and  of  possible  genius,  to  all  those  in  every 
age  and  clime  who  have  found  stimulus  for  their  powers  in  love  and 
wine  and  song;  and  who  in  serving  this  trinity  have  forgotten  the 
obligation  to  earn  more  than  they  spend. 

Murger  himself  did  not  long  survive  his  translation,  from  that 
quarter  of  Paris  where  he  lived  in  the  fifth  story  of  a  cheap  lodging- 
house  because  there  was  no  sixth,  to  the  realm  of  respectability.  He 
was,  however,  still  enough  of  a  Bohemian  to  prefer  a  cottage  in  the 
Forest  of  Fontainebleau  to  the  smug  quarters  of  Paris,  whose  inhabit- 
ants know  nothing  of  the  excitement  of  chasing  "that  wild  beast 
called  a  five-franc  piece. »  Murger  died  in  1861;  and  there  were 
those  who  questioned,  in  reviewing  his  life,  whether  he  had  been 
really  at  heart  a  Bohemian.  His  book,  at  least,  shows  the  subtlest 
penetration  into  that  irregular  form  of  human  nature  known  as  the 
artistic  temperament.  The  reader  regrets  that  the  possessor  of  such 
insight  — a  man  who  could  discern  a  brother  Bohemian  across  many 
centuries  and  under  the  strangest  disguises  of  mediaeval  rags  — should 
not  have  explained  why  the  world  instinctively  feels  that  the  poet 
or  the  artist  is  not  likely  to  be  normal  in  his  habits  of  living.  Had 
he  attempted  to  answer  this  question,  he  might  have  said  that  the 
man  who  sees  visions  and  dreams  dreams,  knows  the  true  value  of 
brea.d  and  meat  and  gold  pieces  better  than  the  Philistine;  and  can 
therefore  accept  their  services  irregularly,  and  with  the  nonchalance 
of  the  inspired.  The  world,  before  whom  the  bread  and  meat  and 
gold  pieces  loom  large  as  fate  itself,  translates  this  nonchalance  into 
shiftless  ignorance  of  the  duties  and  obligations  of  life.  As  poets  and 
artists  are  as  a  rule  visionaries,  this  reputation  is  therefore  fastened 
upon  them. 

The  world  is  not  without  its  justification.  Even  Murger  himself 
says,  <•  Bohemia  is  a  stage  in  the  artistic  life:  it  is  the  preface  to  the 
Academy,  the  Hotel  Dieu  —  or  the  Morgue.* 
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A   BOHEMIAN    EVENING   PARTY 
From  <The  Humor  of  France,*  in  <  International  Humor  Series  > 

TOWARDS    the    end    of    December    the    messengers    of    Bidault's 
agency   were    commissioned   to   distribute   about    a   hundred 
copies  of  an   invitation,  of  which   the  following  is  a  faithful 
reproduction :  — 

M. 

MM.  Rodolphe  and  Marcel  request  the  honor  of  your  company  on 
Saturday  evening  next,  Christmas  Eve. 

There  will  be  fine  fun. 

Programme  of  the  Entertainment 

At  7  p.  m.,  opening  of  the  reception  rooms;  lively  and  animated 
conversation. 

At  8  p.  m.,  entrance  and  walk  through  the  rooms  of  the  talented 
authors  of  the  ^Mountain  in  Labor,*  comedy  refused  at  the  Odeon 
Theatre. 

At  8:30  p.  M.,  M.  Alexandre  Schaunard,  the  celebrated  virtuoso,  will 
perform  on  the  piano  <  The  Influence  of  Blue  in  the  Arts,*  descript- 
ive symphony. 

At  9  p.  M.,  first  reading  of  the  paper  on  <The  Abolition  of  the  Pen- 
alty in  Tragedy.* 

At  9:30  P.M.,  M.  Gustave  Colline,  hyperphysical  philosopher,  and 
Monsieur  Schaunard,  will  hold  a  debate  comparing  dephilosophy  and 
metapolitics.  In  order  to  avoid  any  collision  between  the  antagonists, 
they  will  each  be  securely  fastened. 

At  10  p.  M.,  M.  Tristan,  man  of  letters,  will  relate  his  early 
amours.     M.  Alexandre   Schaunard  will  accompany  him  on  the  piano. 

At  10:30  P.M.,  second  reading  of  the  paper  on  <  The  Abolition  of 
the  Penalty  in  Tragedy.* 

At  II  P.  M,,  a  foreign  Prince  will  describe  a  Cassowary  hunt. 

Part  II 

At  midnight,  Monsieur  Marcel,  historical  painter,  blindfolded,  will 
improvise  in  chalk  the  meeting  of  Napoleon  and  Voltaire  in  the  Elys- 
ian  Fields.  Monsieur  Rodolphe  will  improvise  a  comparison  between 
the  author  of  <  Zaire  *  and  the  author  of  Austerlitz. 

At  12:30  P.M.,  M.  Gustave,  in  a  decent  undress,  will  imitate  the 
athletic  games  of  the  fourth  Olympiad. 

At  I  A.M.,  third  reading  of  the  paper  on  ^The  Abolition  of  the 
Penalty  in  Tragedy,*  and  collection  for  the  tragic  authors  who  will 
one  day  be  out  of  work. 
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At  2  A.  M.,  beginning  of  the  games  and  organization  of  the  dances, 
which  will  be  continued  until  morning. 

At  6  A.  M.,  sunrise  and  final  chorus. 

During  the  whole  of  the  entertainment  the  ventilators  will  play. 

N.  B. — Any  person  wishing  to  read  or  recite  verses  will  be  imme- 
diately turned  out  and  delivered  up  to  the  police.  You  are  requested 
not  to  take  away  the  candle  ends. 

Let  me  tell  you  briefly  the  origin  of  the  entertainment  that 
so  vastly  dazzled  the  Bohemian  world  of  Paris.  For  about  a 
year,  Marcel  and  Rodolphe  had  gone  on  announcing  this  magnifi- 
cent entertainment  to  take  place  always  next  Saturday.  But  un- 
toward circumstances  had  forced  them  to  let  the  promise  extend 
over  fifty-two  weeks.  In  consequence,  they  could  scarcely  move 
a  step  without  having  to  endure  the  jeers  of  their  friends,  some 
of  whom  were  actually  unfeeling  enough  to  formulate  loud  com- 
plaints. The  affair  began  to  get  tiresome;  and  the  two  friends 
determined  to  put  an  end  to  it  by  liquidating  the  engagements 
they  had  made.  And  the  invitation  quoted  above  was  the  out- 
come of  that  decision. 

"Now,"  said  Rodolphe,  "there's  no  possibility  of  retreat:  we've 
burnt  our  ships,  and  we've  just  a  week  in  which  to  find  the  hun- 
dred francs  indispensable  for  doing  the  thing  well." 

"As  they  are  so  absolutely  necessary,"  said  Marcel,  "of  course 
they'll  be  forthcoming." 

And  with  an  insolent  confidence  in  luck,  the  two  friends  went 
to  sleep,  convinced  that  the  hundred  francs  were  already  on  the 
road  —  the  road  of  the  impossible. 

However,  two  days  before  the  evening  appointed  for  the  party, 
as  nothing  had  arrived,  Rodolphe  thought  that  if  he  did  not 
wish  to  be  disgraced  when  the  time  came  for  the  guests  to  arrive, 
it  would  probably  be  safer  to  assist  luck.  In  order  to  facilitate 
matters,  the  two  friends,  by  degrees,  modified  the  sumptuous 
programme  on  which  they  had  at  first  determined.  And  from 
modification  to  modification,  after  greatly  curtailing  the  item 
cakes,  and  carefully  revising  and  diminishing  that  of  drinks,  the 
total  expense  was  reduced  to  fifteen  francs.  The  problem  was 
thus  simplified  but  not  solved.  • 

"Well,"  said  Rodolphe,  "we  must  take  strong  measures:  we 
can't  postpone  it  again  this  time." 

"Impossible,"  said  Marcel. 

"  IIow  long  is  it  since  I  heard  the  story  of  Studzianka  f " 
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** Almost  two  months.'* 

"  Two  months  ?  good !  that's  a  respectable  interyal.  My  uncle 
shall  have  no  cause  for  complaint.  To-morrow  I'll  go  and  see 
him,  and  ask  for  the  battle  of  Studzianka.  That  will  mean  five 
francs.  '* 

<^And,>'  said  Marcel,  « I'll  sell  old  Medicis  <A  Deserted  Manor*: 
that  will  be  another  five  francs.  If  I've  time  to  put  in  three 
towers  and  a  mill,  it  will  very  likely  be  ten  francs,  and  then  we 
shall  have  just  the  sum  required.^* 

The  two  friends  went  to  sleep,  and  dreamed  that  the  Princess 
Belgioso  asked  them  to  change  their  reception  days,  in  order  not 
to  deprive  her  of  her  habitual  guests. 

Marcel  got  up  very  early,  took  a  canvas,  and  diligently  pro- 
ceeded to  construct  ^A  Deserted  Castle,* — an  article  in  great 
demand  by  a  broker  in  the  Place  du  Carrousel.  Rodolphe  went 
to  call  on  his  uncle  Monetti,  who  excelled  in  narrating  the  retreat 
from  Moscow.  Rodolphe,  when  things  went  badly  with  him, 
procured  his  uncle  the  satisfaction  of  fighting  his  campaigns 
over  again  some  five  or  six  times  a  year,  in  consideration  for  a 
loan.  If  you  showed  a  proper  enthusiasm  for  his  stories,  the 
veteran  stove-maker  and  chimney-doctor  was  not  unwilling  to 
make   it. 

About  two  o'clock.  Marcel,  with  downcast  look,  carrying  a 
canvas  under  his  arm,  met  Rodolphe  in  the  Place  du  Carrou- 
sel coming  from  his  uncle's;  his  appearance  also  betokened  ill 
news. 

«Well,**  asked  Marcel,  « what  luck?** 

*  None.  My  uncle  had  gone  to  the  Versailles  Museum.  And 
you  ?  ** 

"  That  wretch  of  a  Medicis  doesn't  want  any  more  ^  Ruined 
Castles.*     He  asked  for  a  *  Bombardment  of  Tangiers,*** 

**  Our  reputation's  gone  if  we  don't  give  the  entertainment,** 
grumbled  Rodolphe.  "  What  will  my  friend  the  influential  critic 
think,  if  I  make  him  put  on  a  white  tie  and  light  gloves  for 
nothing  ?  ** 

They  returned   to  the    studio,  a   prey  to  the   liveliest  anxiety 
At  that  moment  a  neighbor's  clock  struck  four. 

« We've  only  three  hours  left,**  said  Rodolphe. 

"Well,**  exclaimed  Marcel,  going  up  to  his  friend,  "are  you 
perfectly  sure  there's  no  money  to  be  found  here  ?  ** 
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"  Neither  here  nor  elsewhere.    Where  could  we  have  left  any  ?  ** 
**  Let  us  search  in  the  stuffing  of  the  chairs.     It  is  said  that 
the  ^migr^s  hid  their   treasure  in    Robespierre's   time.     Our  arm- 
chair may  have   belonged   to  an  hnigre.     It's   so  hard   that   I've 
often  thought  it  must  be  metal  inside.    Will  you  make  an  autopsy 

of  it  ? » 

"This  is  a  mere  farce, '^  replied  Rodolphe  in  a  tone  at  once 
severe  and  indulgent. 

Suddenly  Marcel,  who  had-  been  prosecuting  his  search  in 
every  corner  of  the  studio,  gave  a  loud  shout  of  triumph. 

"  We  are  saved !  '^  he  exclaimed :  "  I  felt  sure  there  was  some- 
thing of  value  here.  Look !  ^^  and  he  held  up  for  Rodolphe's  in- 
spection a  coin  the  size  of  a  crown,  half  smothered  in  rust  and 
verdigris. 

It  was  a  Carlovingian  coin  of  some  artistic  value. 

<<  That's  only  worth  thirty  sous,  *^  said  Rodolphe,  throwing  a 
contemptuous  glance  at  his  friend's  findings. 

"  Thirty  sous  well  laid  out  will  go  a  long  way,  ^^  said  Marcel. 
"  I'll  sell  this  Charlemagne  crown  to  old  Father  Medicis.  Isn't 
there  anything  else  here  I  could  sell .?  Yes,  suppose  I  take  the 
Russian  drum-major's  tibia.     That  will  add  to  the  collection.* 

"Away  with  the  tibia.  But  it's  exceedingly  annoying:  there 
won't  be  a  single  object  of  art  left." 

During  Marcel's  absence,  Rodolphe,  feeling  certain  that  his 
party  would  come  off  somehow,  went  in  search  of  his  friend 
ColHne,  who  lived  quite  near. 

"I  want  you,"  he  said,  "to  do  me  a  favor.  As  master  of  the 
house,  I  must  wear  a  dress  coat,  and  I  haven't  got  one.  Lend 
me  yours.'** 

"But,'*  objected  Colline,  "as  a  guest  I  must  wear  my  dress 
coat  myself." 

"I'll  allow  you  to  come  in  a  frock  coat." 

"You  know  I've  never  had  a  frock  coat." 

"Well,  then,  the  matter  can  be  arranged  like  this:  You  need- 
n't come  to  the  party,  and  you  can  lend  me  your  dress  coat." 

"  But  that'll  never  do.  I'm  on  the  programme.  I  can't  stay 
away. " 

"There'll  be  plenty  of  other  things  lacking,"  said  Rodolphe. 
"  Lend  me  the  dress  coat ;  and  if  you  want  to  come,  come  as  you 
arc,  in  your  shirt-sleeves." 
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^<0h,  no,''  said  Colline,  getting  red.  "I'll  put  on  my  great- 
coat. But  It's  all  exceedingly  annoying ''  And  perceiving  that 
Rodolphe  had  already  laid  hold  of  the  dress  coat,  he  exclaimed: 

**Stay  —  there  are  one  or  two  little  things  in  the  pockets,'' 

Colline's  coat  deserves  mention.  First,  it  was  blue,  and  it 
was  purely  from  habit  that  Colline  talked  about  his  black  coat, 
and  as  he  was  the  only  member  of  the  band  who  possessed  such 
a  garment,  his  friends  were  likewise  accustomed  to  say  when 
speaking  of  the  philosopher,  Colline's  black  coat.  Further,  that 
celebrated  article  of  apparel  had  a  particular  shape  of  its  own, 
the  most  eccentric  that  can  be  imagined.  The  abnormally  long 
tails  fastened  to  a  very  short  waist  possessed  two  pockets,  verita- 
ble abysses,  in  which  Colline  was  accustomed  to  put  about  thirty 
books  he  everlastingly  carried  about  him  Thus  it  was  said  that 
when  the  libraries  were  closed,  scholars  and  literary  men  looked 
up  their  references  in  the  tails  of  Colline's  coat,  a  library  always 
open  to  readers.     ... 

When  Rodolphe  returned  he  found  Marcel  playing  quoits  with 
five-franc  pieces,  to  the  number  of  three. 

He  had  sold  the  coin  for  fifteen  francs. 

The  two  friends  immediately  began  their  preparations.  They 
put  the  studio  tidy,  and  lighted  a  fire  in  the  stove.  A  canvas 
frame,  ornamented  with  candles,  was  suspended  from  the  ceiling, 
and  did  duty  as  a  chandelier.  A  desk  was  placed  in  the  middle 
of  the  studio,  to  serve  as  a  tribune  for  the  speakers.  In  front 
they  put  the  one  arm-chair,  which  was  to  be  occupied  by  the 
influential  critic;  and  laid  out  on  a  table  the  books,  novels, 
feiiilletons  of  the  authors  who  were  to  honor  the  entertainment 
with  their  presence.  To  avoid  any  collision  between  the  differ- 
ent parties  of  men  of  letters,  they  divided  the  studio  into  four 
compartments;  at  the  entrance  were  four  hastily  manufactured 
placards  inscribed  — 

POETS  ROMANTIC 

PROSE-WRITERS  CLASSICAL 

The  ladies  were  to  occupy  a  space  reserved  in  the  middle. 

**0h!"  said  Rodolphe,   "there  are  no  chairs." 

"There  are  plenty  on  the  landing,"  replied  Marcel.  "Suppose 
we  take  those." 

"  Of  course,"  said  Rodolphe,  and  proceeded  calmly  to  take 
possession  of  his  neighbors'  property. 
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Six  o'clock  struck.  The  two  friends  went  out  for  a  hasty 
dinner,  and  on  their  return  proceeded  to  light  up  the  rooms. 
They  could  not  help  feeling  dazzled  themselves.  At  seven 
o'clock  Schaunard  arrived,  accompanied  by  three  ladies,  who  had 
forgotten  their  diamonds  and  their  bonnets.  Numerous  steps 
were  heard  on  the  staircase.  The  guests  were  arriving,  and  they 
seemed  surprised  to  find  a  fire  in  the  stove. 

Rodolphe's  dress-coat  went  to  meet  the  ladies,  and  kissed 
their  hands  with  a  grace  worthy  of  the  Regency.  When  there 
were  about  twenty  persons  present,  Schaunard  asked  if  they 
couldn't  have  something  to  drink. 

^^  Presently, '^  said  Marcel:  ^'we  are  waiting  for  the  influential 
critic  before  we  begin  on  the  punch." 

By  eight  o'clock  all  the  guests  had  come,  and  they  began  the 
programme.  Between  each  number  came  a  round  of  some  sort 
of  drink;  but  what  it  exactly  was,  has  never  transpired. 

About  ten  o'clock  the  white  waistcoat  of  the  influential  critic 
appeared.  He  only  stayed  an  hour,  and  was  very  sparing  of 
praise.  At  midnight,  as  it  was  very  cold  and  there  was  no  more 
fuel,  the  guests  who  were  seated  drew  lots  for  throwing  their 
chairs  into  the  fire. 

At  one  o'clock  everybody  was  standing. 

The  greatest  merriment  held  sway  among  the  guests,  and  the 
memorable  evening  was  the  talk  of  the  neighborhood  for  a  week. 


THE   WHITE  VIOLETS 
From  <The  Bohemians  of  the  Latin  Quarter  > 

ABOUT  this  time  Rodolphe  was  very  much  in  love  with  his 
cousin  Angela,  who  couldn't  bear  him;  and  the  thermome- 
ter was  twelve  degrees  below  freezing-point. 
Mademoiselle  Angela  was  the  daughter  of  Monsieur  Monetti, 
the  chimney-doctor,  of  whom  we  have  already  had  occasion  to 
speak.  She  was  eighteen  years  old,  and  had  just  come  from 
Burgundy,  where  she  had  lived  five  years  with  a  relative  who 
was  to  leave  her  all  her  property.  This  relative  was  an  old  lady 
who  had  never  been  young,  apparently, —  certainly  never  hand- 
some,—  but  had  always  been  very  ill-natured,  although  —  or  per- 
haps because  —  very  superstitious.  Angela,  who  at  her  departure 
was   a   charmmg    child,   and    promised    to    be    a    charming    girl. 
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came  back  at  the  end  of  the  five  years  a  pretty  enough  young- 
lady,  but  cold,  dry,  and  uninteresting.  Her  secluded  provincial 
life,  and  the  narrow  and  bigoted  education  she  had  received,  had 
filled  her  mind  with  vulgar  prejudices,  shrunk  her  imagination, 
and  converted  her  heart  into  a  sort  of  organ  limited  to  fulfilling 
its  function  of  physical  balance-wheel.  You  might  say  that  she 
had  holy  water  in  her  veins  instead  of  blood.  She  received  her 
cousin  with  an  icy  reserve;  and  he  lost  his  time  whenever  he 
attempted  to  touch  the  chord  of  her  recollections  —  recollections 
of  the  time  when  they  had  sketched  out  that  flirtation,  in  the 
Paul-and-Virginia  style,  which  is  traditional-  between  cousins  of 
different  sexes.  Still  Rodolphe  was  very  much  in  love  with  his 
cousin  Angela,  who  couldn't  bear  him;  and  learning  one  day 
that  the  young  lady  was  going  shortly  to  the  wedding-ball  of 
one  of  her  friends,  he  made  bold  to  promise  Angela  a  bouquet 
of  violets  for  the  ball.  And  after  asking  permission  of  her 
father,  Angela  accepted  her  cousin's  gallant  offer  —  always  on 
condition   that  the  violets  should  be   white. 

Overjoyed  at  his  cousin's  amiability,  Rodolphe  danced  and 
sang  his  way  back  to  Mount  St.  Bernard,  as  he  called  his  lodg- 
ing—  zvhy^  will  be  seen  presently.  As  he  passed  by  a  florist's  in 
crossing  the  Palais  Royal,  he  saw  some  white  violets  in  the  show- 
case, and  was  curious  enough  to  ask  their  price.  A  presentable 
bouquet  could  not  be  had  for  less  than  ten  francs;  there  were 
some  that  cost  more. 

*^The  deuce !*^-  exclaimed  Rodolphe;  ^^  ten  francs!  and  only 
eight  days  to  find  this  fortune !  It  will  be  a  hard  pull,  but  never 
mind;    my  cousin  shall  have  her  flowers. ^^ 

This  happened  in  the  time  of  Rodolphe's  literary  genesis,  as 
the  transcendentalists  would  say.  His  only  income  at  that  period 
was  an  allowance  of  fifteen  francs  a  month,  made  him  by  a 
friend,  who  after  living  a  long  while  in  Paris  as  a  poet,  had  by 
the  help  of  influential  acquaintances  gained  the  mastership  of 
a  provincial  school.  Rodolphe,  who  was  the  child  of  prodigality, 
always  spent  his  allowance  in  four  days;  and  not  choosing  to 
abandon  his  holy  but  not  very  profitable  profession  of  elegiac  poet, 
lived  for  the  rest  of  the  month  on  the  rare  droppings  from  the 
basket  of  Providence.  This  long  Lent  had  no  terrors  for  him; 
he  passed  through  it  gayly,  thanks  to  his  stoical  temperament, 
and  to  the  imaginary  treasures  which  he  expended  every  day 
while  waiting  for  the  first  of  the  month, —  that  Easter  which 
xvin — 656 
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terminated  his  fast.  He  lived  at  this  time  at  the  very  top  of 
one  of  the  loftiest  houses  in  Paris.  His  room  was  shaped  like  a 
belvidere,  and  was  a  delicious  habitation  in  summer;  but  from 
October  to  April  a  perfect  little  Kamtchatka.  The  four  cardinal 
winds  which  penetrated  by  the  four  windows  —  there  was  one  on 
each  of  the  four  sides  —  made  fearful  music  in  it  throughout  the 
cold  seasons.  Then,  in  irony  as  it  were,  there  was  a  huge  fire- 
place, the  immense  chimney  of  which  seemed  a  gate  of  honor 
reserved  for  Boreas  and  his  retinue.  On  the  first  attack  of  cold, 
Rodolphe  had  recourse  to  an  original  system  of  warming:  he  cut 
up  successively  what  little  furniture  he  had,  and  at  the  end  of  a 
week  his  stock  was  considerably  abridged, —  in  fact,  he  had  only 
a  bed  and  two  chairs  left;  it  should  be  remarked  that  these  three 
articles  were  insured  against  fire  by  their  nature,  being  of  iron. 
This  manner  of  heating  himself  he  called  moving  up  the  chimney. 

It  was  January;  and  the  thermometer,  which  indicated  twelve 
degrees  below  freezing-point  on  the  Spectacle  Quay,  would  have 
stood  two  or  three  lower  if  moved  to  the  belvidere,  which 
Rodolphe  called  indifferently  Mount  St.  Bernard,  Spitzenberg,  and 
Siberia.  The  night  when  he  had  promised  his  cousin  the  white 
violets,  he  was  seized  with  a  great  rage  on  returning  home: 
the  four  cardinal  winds,  in  playing  puss-in-the-corner  round  his 
chamber,  had  broken  a  pane  of  glass  —  the  third  time  in  a  fort- 
night. After  exploding  in  a  volley  of  frantic  imprecations  upon 
Eolus  and  all  his  family,  and  plugging  up  the  breach  with  a 
friend's  portrait,  Rodolphe  lay  down,  dressed  as  he  was,  between 
his  two  mattresses,  and  dreamed  of  white  violets  all  night. 

At  the  end  of  five  days,  Rodolphe  had  found  nothing  to  help 
him  toward  realizing  his  dream!  He  must  have  the  bouquet  the 
day  after  to-morrow.  Meanwhile  the  thermometer  fell  still  lower, 
and  the  luckless  poet  was  ready  to  despair  as  he  thought  that  the 
violets  might  have  risen  higher.  Finally  his  good  angel  had  pity 
on  him,  and  came  to  his  relief  as  follows:  — 

One  morning,  Rodolphe  went  to  take  his  chance  of  getting  a 
breakfast  from  his  friend  Marcel  the  painter,  and  found  him  con- 
versing with  a  woman  in  mourning.  It  was  a  widow  who  had 
just  lost  her  husband,  and  who  wanted  to  know  how  much  it 
would  cost  to  paint  on  the  tomb  which  she  had  erected,  a  man's 
hand,  with  this  inscription  beneath:  — 

«I  WAIT  FOR  HER  TO  WHOM  MY   FAITH   WAS  PLIGHTED /> 
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To  get  the  work  at  a  cheaper  rate,  she  observed  to  the  artist 
that  when  she  was  called  to  rejoin  her  husband,  he  would  have 
another  hand  to  paint, —  her  hand,  with  a  bracelet  on  the  wrist, 
and  the  supplementary  line  beneath:  — 

«AT  LENGTH,  BEHOLD  US  THUS  ONCE  MORE  UNITED » 

«I  shall  put  this  clause  in  my  will,''  she  said,  "and  require 
that  the   task  be  intrusted   to  you.'' 

«In  that  case,  madame,"  repHed  the  artist,  "I  will  do  it  at  the 
price  you  offer  —  but  only  in  the  hope  of  seeing  your  ha?id.  Don't 
go  and  forget  me  in  your  will." 

«I  should  like  to  have  this  as  soon  as  possible,"  said  the  dis- 
consolate one:  *  nevertheless,  take  your  time  to  do  it  well;  and 
don't  forget  the  scar  on  the  thumb.     I  want  a  living  hand." 

« Don't  be  afraid,  madame,  it  shall  be  a  speaking  one,"  said 
Marcel,  as  he  bowed  the  widow  out. 

But  hardly  had  she  crossed  the  threshold  when  she  returned, 
saying :  — 

« I  have  one  thing  more  to  ask  you,  sir :  I  should  like  to 
have  inscribed  on  my  husband's  tomb  something  in  verse  which 
would  tell  of  his  good  conduct  and  his  last  words.  Is  that  good 
style  ? " 

"Very  good  style  —  they  call  that  an  epitaph  —  the  very  best 
style. " 

"You  don't  know  any  one  who  would  do  that  for  me  cheap? 
There  is  my  neighbor  M.  Guerin,  the  public  writer;  but  he  asks 
the  clothes  off  my  back." 

Here  Rodolphe  darted  a  look  at  Marcel,  who  understood  him 
at  once. 

"Madame,"  said  the  artist,  pointing  to  Rodolphe,  "a  happy 
fortune  has  conducted  hither  the  very  person  who  can  be  of 
service  to  you  in  this  mournful  juncture.  This  gentleman  is  a 
renowned  poet;    you  couldn't  find  a  better." 

"I  want  something  very  melancholy,"  said  the  widow;  "and 
the  spelling  all  right." 

"Madame,"  replied  Marcel,  "my  friend  spells  like  a  book.  He 
had  all  the  prizes  at  school." 

"  Indeed ! "  said  the  widow :  "  my  grandnephew  has  just  had 
a  prize  too;   he  is  only  seven  years  old." 

"A  very  forward  child,  madame." 

"  But  are  you  sure  that  the  gentleman  can  make  very  melan- 
choly verses  ? " 
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« No  one  better,  madame,  for  he  has  undergone  much  sorrow 
m  his  life.  The  papers  always  find  fault  with  his  verses  for 
being  too  melancholy.'^ 

«What:''  cried  the  widow,  "do  they  talk  about  him  in  the 
papers?     He  must  know  quite  as  much,  then,  as  M.  Guerin,  the 

public  writer." 

«And   a   great   deal   more.     Apply  to   him,  madame,  and   you 

will  not  repent  of  it." 

After  having  explained  to  Rodolphe  the  sort  of  inscription 
in  verse  which  she  wished  to  place  on  her  husband's  tomb,  the 
widow  agreed  to  give  Rodolphe  ten  francs  if  it  suited  her  — only 
she  must  have  it  very  soon.  The  poet  promised  she  should  have 
it  the  very  next  day. 

« Oh,  good  genius  of  an  Artemisia!"  cried  Rodolphe,  as  the 
widow  disappeared.  «I  promise  you  that  you  shall  be  suited  — 
full  allowance  of  melancholy  lyrics,  better  got  up  than  a  duchess, 
orthography  and  all.  Good  old  lady!  May  Heaven  reward  you 
with  a  life  of  a  hundred  and  seven  years  — equal  to  that  of  good 
brandy ! " 

"I  object,"  said  Marcel. 

"That's  true,"  said  Rodolphe:  «I  forgot  that  you  have  her 
hand  to  paint,  and  that  so  long  a  life  would  make  you  lose 
money;"  and  lifting  his  hands  he  gravely  ejaculated,  "Heaven, 
do  not  grant  my  prayer!  Ah!"  he  continued,  "I  was  in  jolly 
good  luck  to  come  here." 

"By  the  way,"  asked  Marcel,   "what  did  you  want?" 
"  I    recollect  —  and    now    especially    that    I    have    to    pass    the 
night  in  making  these  verses,  I  cannot  do  without  what  I  came 
to  ask  you  for:  namely,  first,  some  dinner;  secondly,  tobacco  and 
candle;  thirdly,  your  polar-bear  costume." 
"  To  go  to  the  masked  ball  ?  " 

"No  indeed;  but  as  you  see  me  here,  I  am  as  much  frozen 
up  as  the  grand  army  in  the  retreat  from  Russia.  Certainly  my 
green  frock  coat  and  Scotch  plaid  trousers  are  very  pretty,  but 
much  too  summery:  they  would  do  to  live  under  the  equator, 
but  for  one  who  lodges  near  the  Pole,  as  I  do,  a  white-bear  skin 
is  more  suitable,  —  indeed,  I  may  say  necessary." 

"Take  the  fur!"   said  Marcel:   "it's  a  good  idea;    warm  as  a 
dish  of  charcoal, —  you  will  be  like  a  roll  in  an  oven  in  it." 
Rodolphe  was  already  inside  the  animal  skin. 
"Now,"  said   he,  "the    thermometer    is    going    to    be    sold    a 
trifle." 


HENRI   MURGER 


10485 


"Are  you  going  out  so  ?  ^*  said  Marcel  to  his  friend,  after  they 
had  finished  an  ambiguous  repast  served  in  a  penny  dish. 

"I  just  am,"  replied  Rodolphe:  <^do  you  think  I  care  for  pub. 
lie  opinion  ?     Besides,  to-day  is  the  beginning  of  carnival.  '^ 

He  went  half  over  Paris  with  all  the  gravity  of  the  beast 
whose  skin  he  occupied.  Only  on  passing  before  a  thermometer 
in  an  optician's  window,  he  couldn't  help  taking  a  sight  at  it. 

Having  returned  home,  not  without  causing  great  terror  to 
his  porter,  Rodolphe  lit  his  candle,  carefully  surrounding  it  with 
an  extempore  shade  of  paper  to  guard  it  against  the  malice  of 
the  winds,  and  set  to  work  at  once.  But  he  was  not  long  in 
perceiving  that  if  his  body  was  almost  entirely  protected  from 
the  cold,  his  hands  were  not;  a  terrible  numbness  seized  his 
fingers,  which  let  the  pen  fall. 

*  The  bravest  man  cannot  struggle  against  the  elements,'*  said 
the  poet,  falling  back  helpless  in  his  chair.  "  Caesar  passed  the 
Rubicon,  but  he  could  not  have  passed  the   Beresina. " 

All  at  once  he  uttered  a  cry  of  joy  from  the  depths  of  his 
bearskin  breast,  and  jumped  up  so  suddenly  as  to  overturn  some 
of  his  ink  on  its  snowy  fur.      He  had  an  idea! 

Rodolphe  drew  from  beneath  his  bed  a  considerable  mass 
of  papers,  among  which  were  a  dozen  huge  manuscripts  of  his 
famous  drama,  ^The  Avenger.^  This  drama,  on  which  he  had 
spent  two  years,  had  been  made,  unmade,  and  remade  so  often 
that  all  the  copies  together  weighed  fully  fifteen  pounds.  He  put 
the  last  version  on  one  side,  and  dragged  the  others  towards  the 
fireplace. 

^^  I  was  sure  that  with  patience  I  should  dispose  of  it  some- 
how," he  exclaimed.  "What  a  pretty  fagot!  If  I  could  have  fore- 
seen what  would  happen,  I  could  have  written  a  prologue,  and 
then  I  should  have  more  fuel  to-night.  But  one  can't  foresee 
everything."  He  lit  some  leaves  of  the  manuscript,  in  the  flame 
of  which  he  thawed  his  hands.  In  five  minutes  the  first  act  of 
*  The  Avenger  *  was  over,  and  Rodolphe  had  written  three  verses 
of  his  epitaph. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  astonishment  of  the 
four  winds  when  they  felt   fire   in   the   chimney. 

"It's  an  illusion,"  quoth  Boreas,  as  he  amused  himself  by 
brushing  back  the  hair  of  Rodolphe's  bearskin. 

"Let's  blow  down  the  pipe,"  suggested  another  wind,  "and 
make    the    chimney    smoke,"     But    just    as    they    were    about    to 
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plague  the  poor  poet,  the  south  wind  perceived  Monsieur  Arago 
at  a  window  of  the  Observatory  threatening  them  with  his  finger; 
so  they  all  made  off,  for  fear  of  being  put  under  arrest.  Mean- 
while the  second  act  of  ^  The  Avenger  *  was  going  off  with  im- 
mense success,  and  Rodolphe  had  written  ten  lines.  But  he  only 
'achieved  two  during  the  third  act. 

"  I  always  thought  that  third  act  too  short,  '^  said  Rodolphe : 
*  luckily  the  next  one  will  take  longer;  there  are  twenty-three 
scenes  in  it,  including  the  great  one  of  the  throne.'*  As  the  last 
flourish  of  the  throne-scene  went  up  the  chimney  in  fiery  flakes, 
Rodolphe  had  only  three  couplets  more  to  write.  ^*  Now  for  the 
last  act.  This  is  all  monologue.  It  may  last  five  minutes.''  The 
catastrophe  flashed  and  smoldered,  and  Rodolphe  in  a  magnifi- 
cent transport  of  poetry  had  enshrined  in  lyric  stanzas  the  last 
words  of  the  illustrious  deceased.  ^'  There  is  enough  left  for 
a  second  representation,"  said  he,  pushing  the  remainder  of  the 
manuscript  under  his  bed. 

At  eight  o'clock  next  evening.  Mademoiselle  Angela  entered 
the  ball-room;  in  her  hand  was  a  splendid  nosegay  of  white  vio- 
lets, and  among  them  two  budding  roses,  white  also.  During  the 
whole  night,  men  and  women  were  complimenting  the  young  girl 
on  her  bouquet.  Angela  could  not  but  feel  a  little  grateful  to  her 
cousin,  who  had  procured  this  little  triumph  for  her  vanity;  and 
perhaps  she  would  have  thought  more  of  him  but  for  the  gallant 
persecutions  of  one  of  the  bride's  relatives,  who  had  danced  sev- 
eral times  with  her.  He  was  a  fair-haired  youth,  with  a  magnifi- 
cent mustache  curled  up  at  the  ends,  to  hook  innocent  hearts. 
The  bouquet  had  been  pulled  to  pieces  by  everybody;  only  the 
two  white  roses  were  left.  The  young  man  asked  Angela  for 
them;  she  refused  —  only  to  forget  them  after  the  ball  on  a 
bench,  whence  the  fair-haired  youth  hastened  to  take  them. 

At  that  moment  it  was  fourteen  degrees  below  freezing-point 
in  Rodolphe's  belvidere.  He  was  leaning  against  his  window 
looking  out  at  the  lights  in  the  ball-room,  where  his  cousin 
Angela,  who  didn't  care  for  him,  was  dancing. 
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(1810-1857) 

BY  ALCEE   FORTIER 

Jhe  three  greatest  French  poets  of  the  nineteenth  century  are 
Lamartine,  Hugo,  and  Musset.  The  first  one  touches  us 
deeply  by  his  harmonious  and  simple  verses;  the  second 
impresses  us  with  the  force  of  his  genius;  and  the  third  is  some- 
times light  and  gay,  and  sometimes  intensely  passionate  and  sad. 
Musset  wrote  several  poems  which  cannot  be  surpassed  by  any  in 
the  French  language.  He  was  highly  nervous  and  sensitive,  and 
lacked  Lamartine's  spirit  of  patriotism  and  Hugo's  well-balanced 
mind.  He  was  unfortunate,  and  led  a  reckless  life,  committing  ex- 
cesses which  nearly  destroyed  his  genius,  and  rendered  it  sterile  for 
the  last  ten  years  of  his  existence.  It  is,  however,  to  his  nervous 
temperament  —  to  the  fact  that  he  felt  so  deeply  the  misfortunes  of 
love  —  that  we  owe  his  finest  works.  In  the  beginning  of  his  career 
—  in  1828,  when  he  was  eighteen  years  old  —  we  see  him  admitted 
at  Hugo's  house,  and  considered  by  the  poets  of  the  famous  Cenacle, 
by  the  disciples  of  the  Master,  as  their  favorite  child,  as  a  Romantic 
poet  of  great  promise.  He  published  at  that  time  in  a  newspaper  at 
Dijon  a  poem,  ^The  Dream,*  which  was  warmly  received  by  his 
brother  poets  and  protectors.  In  1830  appeared  his  first  volume, 
<  Tales  of  Spain  and  Italy,  ^  which  are  rather  immoral  in  tone,  and 
somewhat  ironical.  The  author  followed  still,  the  precepts  of  the 
Romantic  school;  but  one  may  see  already  that  he  is  not  a  true  dis- 
ciple of  Hugo,  not  an  idolater  like  Gautier.  His  famous  ^Ballad  to 
the  Moon*  was  intended  as  a  huge  joke,  and  is  indeed  wonderful  in 
its  eccentricity.  Musset  speaks  with  great  irreverence  of  the  celes- 
tial body  which  shone  on  Lamartine's  immortal  <Lake.* 

The  *■  Ballad  to  the  Moon  *  created  a  great  sensation ;  and  to  this 
day,  Musset  is  better  known  to  many  people  by  his  earliest  poems 
than  by  his  magnificent  *  Nights.*  It  is  true  t'hat  his  <  Tales  of  Spain 
and  Italy*  are  entrancing,  in  spite  of  their  immorality,  and  contain 
some  beautiful  verses.  The  last  lines  of  *Don  Poez*  are  full  of  pas- 
sion; but  most  of  these  poems  are  ironical.  Portia  is  white-armed 
like  Andromache,  but  she  is  not  faithfial  to  her  husband, like  Hector's 
wife.     <The  Chestnuts   out  of   the  Fire*  is,  without  doubt,  a  parody 
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on  Racine's  * Andromaque  ' ;  and  ^Mardoche*  can  hardly  be  understood, 
and  seems  to  have  been  written  for  a  mystification.  The  rhythm  is 
little  marked;  and  in  accordance  with  the  precept  of  the  Romantic 
school,  the  author  makes  an  abuse  of  the  enjambement  or  overflow. 
*The  Willow^  is  more  serious  in  tone,  and  relates  a  tragic  love  story; 
while  in  *  Octave  *  we  see  the  charming  Mariette  die  of  love  for 
Octave,  who  has  disdained  her,  and  who  is  a  woman  dressed  as  a 
man.  The  earliest  works  of  Musset  are  very  eccentric,  but  they  are 
not  lacking  in  poetic  spirit. 

The  director  of  the  Odeon  requested  Musset  to  write  a  comedy  for 
his  theatre;  and  the  poet  produced  the  < Venetian  Night,*  which  was 
played  in  December  1830,  without  any  success.  The  author  declared 
.that  he  would  never  write  again  for  the  stage,  and  gave  his  next 
volume  of  dramas,  published  in  1833,  the  title  of  ^Spectacle  in  an 
A.rm-chair.*  <The  Cup  and  the  Lips*  is  a  work  of  great  energy.  It 
is  a  dramatic  poem  in  five  acts,  and  represents  the  weird  character 
of  Frank  and  the  brutal  and  passionate  love  of  Belcolore.  Frank  is 
attracted  by  the  charm  and  purity  of  the  sweet  Deidamia,  and  is 
about  to  marry  her  when  she  is  murdered  by  Belcolore.  The  idea 
of  the  poet  is,  that  when  once  vice  has  taken  possession  of  a  man  he 
cannot  free  himself  from  it.  Musset  expressed  thus  but  too  well  his 
own  faults  and  his  own  weakness.  There  is  in  the  work  a  chorus 
which  seems  unnecessary,  and  which  is  very  strange.  Unlike  the 
Greek  chorus,  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  development  of  the  plot, 
and  it  is  not,  like  Racine's  choruses,  a  pretext  for  beautiful  Lyric 
poetry. 

*  Of  What  do  Young  Girls  Dream?*  is  a  very  incredible  comedy; 
but  it  is  an  interesting  and  romantic  work,  full  of  the  innocent  and 
simple  charm  of  youth.  ^Namouna*  is  as  strange  and  immoral  as 
*Mardoche*;  but  is  far  superior  in  poetic  merit,  and  was  greatly  ad- 
mired by  Sainte-Beuve.  Musset  makes  fun  of  local  color,  which  was 
so  much  appreciated  by  the  Romantic  school ;  and  his  work  bears 
some  resemblance  to  Byron's  <  Don  Juan,*  although  he  says:  —  «I  was 
told  last  year  that  I  imitated  Byron.  You  who  know  me,  you  know 
that  this  is  not  true.  I  hate  like  death  the  trade  of  the  plagiarist: 
my  glass  is  not  large,  but  I  drink  from  my  glass.  It  is  very  little,  I 
know,  to  be  an  honest  man;  but  still  it  is  true  that  I  exhume  noth- 
ing. »>  The  whole  poem  is  written  in  stanzas  with  two  rhymes,  and 
displays  admirably  Mussefs  sarcastic  wit  and  his  sensual  feelings. 

There  is  not  much  to  say  about  Musset's  life;  but  his  love  for 
George  Sand  had  such  an  influence  on  his  works  that  we  must  men- 
tion it  here.  In  1833  he  went  with  George  Sand  to  Italy,  and  they 
traveled  together  for  some  time.  At  Venice  Musset  fell  sick;  and 
after  many  pathetic  scenes  the  lovers  parted  from  one  another.     They 
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had  wished  to  act  in  life  like  the  personages  in  the  dramas  and 
novels  of  the  Romantic  school,  and  saw  that  no  one  is  happy  who 
does  not  observe  the  moral  and  social  laws  of  his  time.  Musset 
and  George  Sand  met  again,  but  could  not  agree,  and  made  each 
other  unhappy.  This  incident  seems  to  have  affected  George  Sand 
very  little  in  later  life;  but  Musset  was  wounded  to  the  heart,  and 
his  genius  was  stung  to  activity  and  vigor  by  his  misfortune.  It  is 
his  own  story  which  he  relates  in  his  celebrated  ^Confession  of  a 
Child  of  the  Century,*  and  in  at  least  two  of  his  admirable  < Nights.* 

The  *■  Confession '  is  an  extraordinary  book,  and  written  with  won- 
derful force  and  eloquence.  The  author  describes  most  vividly  skep- 
ticism, the  disease  of  the  century.  Octave  believes  in  nothing;  he 
loves  and  yet  he  does  not  believe  in  love,  in  spite  of  the  devotion  of 
Brigitte  Pierson.  Why  is  it  so?  Because  "during  the  wars  of  the 
Empire,  while  the  husbands  and  the  brothers  were  in  Germany,  the 
anxious  mothers  had  given  birth  to  an  ardent,  pale,  nervous  genera- 
tion. .  .  .  Thousands  of  children  looked  at  one  another  with  a 
dark  look  while  testing  their  weak  muscles.**  When  they  grew  to 
manhood,  the  Restoration  gave  them  no  opportunity  to  display  their 
strength;  and  they  led  a  useless  life,  which  often  ended  like  ^Rolla* 
in  a  night  of  debauchery. 

^Rolla*  is  a  powerful  poem,  and  one  of  the  masterpieces' of  Mus- 
set. The  conception  of  the  work  is  immoral,  and  proves  again  the 
lack  of  true  moral  courage  in  the  author.  It  is  very  seldom  that  he 
admits  that  reform  is  possible, —  that  there  can  be  a  healthy  reaction 
after  a  fault  has  been  committed.  Rolla  enjoys  life,  and  puts  into 
three  purses  all  the  money  which  he  possesses.  When  that  has  been 
spent,  then  he  will  kill  himself  in  a  night  of  orgies.  There  is  such  a 
lack  of  true  manhood  in  the  debauchee,  his  character  is  so  despicable, 
that  it  is  difficult  to  take  any  interest  in  the  poem.  The  poetry, 
however,  is  so  grand  that  we  forget  the  subject  of  the  work,  and 
are  entranced  by  the  beautiful  words  of  passion  and  love. 

Of  the  four  <  Nights  *  of  Musset,  the  ^  Night  of  May  *  is  in  my 
opinion  the  finest.  It  was  written  when  his  heart  was  still  bleeding 
after  the  rupture  with  George  Sand,  and  is  a  proof  that  the  poet's 
genius  is  the  highest  when  he  treats  of  love.  Indeed,  the  misfortune 
of  love  concerns  him  more  than  anything  else ;  and  in  *  Sadness  *  he 
says : — 

« The  only  happiness  which  remains  to  me  in  the  world  is,  that  I  have 
sometimes  wept.* 

When  he  wrote  his  *  Nights,  *  his  brother  Paul  de  Musset  tells 
us  that  he  had  his  supper  served  in  his  room,  which  was  brilliantly 
illuminated  in  order  to  do  honor  to  his  Muse  when  she  came  to  visit 
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him.  That  idea  of  dualism  is  to  be  seen  in  a  number  of  Musset's 
works,  and  indicates  perfectly  his  disposition.  There  were  two  men 
in   him :    one   gay   and   reckless,  the    other   sad   and   tender.      In    the 

*  Night  of  May'  the  Muse  appears  to  the  poet,  and  asks  him  to  love 
again.     She  tells  him  to  take  his  lute  and  to  give  her  a  kiss:  — 

«This  evening,  everything  will  bloom:  immortal  nature  is  filled  with  per- 
fumes, with  love  and  murmur. » 

She  has  consoled  him  already  once:  let  him  now  console  her;  let 
him  go  with  her  to  some  place  where  there  is  oblivion ;  let  him  give 
her  at  least  a  tear. 

The  *  Night  of  May '  reminds  us  somewhat  of  our  immortal  Poe's 
<  Raven '  ;  but  the  despair,  the  gloom,  of  the  American  poet  is  deeper 
than  that  of  the  French  poet.  Musset's  work  is  more  graceful  and 
tender,  Poe's  is  more  forcible  and  weird. 

In  the  *  Night  of  December '  the  poet  speaks  to  ^^  a  stranger  dressed 
in  black,  who  resembles  him  like  a  brother,  >>  and  who  follows  him 
everywhere.      The    vision    replies:     ^^  Friend,    I    am    Solitude.'^     The 

*  Night  of  August '  is  almost  as  beautiful  as  the  <  Night  of  May.  * 
This  time  it  is  the  Muse  who  is  sad  and  the  poet  who  consoles  her. 

In  the  <  Night  of  October  >  the  poet  forgets  the  past,  pardons 
it,  and  wishes  to  think  only  of  the  future.  When  Musset  wrote  in 
1837  the  < Night  of  October,^  he  thought  that  he  could  love  again  and 
forget  the  past;  but  in  February  1841  he  said  in  ^Remembrance':  — 
"I  say  to  myself  only  this:  *At  this  hour,  in  this  place,  one  day  I 
was  loved,  I  loved ;  she  was  beautiful.  I  hide  this  treasure  in  my  im- 
mortal soul,  and  I  carry  it  to  God ! '  >'  Musset  had  already  expressed 
admirably  in  his  ^Letter  to  Lamartine'  (February  1836)  the  idea  that 
love  alone  survives  of  all  things  human. 

The  ^Stanzas  to  La  Malibran,'  the  great  singer  and  actress,  are 
noble  and  sad,  and  maybe  compared  with  the  *  Letter  to  Lamartine,' 
and  with  some  parts  of  the  ^Nights.'  Let  us  mention  also,  among 
the  best  poems  of  Musset,  <  Lucie,*  an  elegy  as  sorrowful  and  tender 
as  <The  Willow';  the  <  Hope  in  God,>  where  the  author  wishes  to 
shake  off  the  skepticism  of  his  century,  but  presents  to  us  rather 
a  pantheistic  view  of  religion;  < Sylvia,*  a  touching  love  story, — 
taken  from  Boccaccio,  as  well  as  ^Simone*;  ^A  Lost  Evening,*  lines 
inspired  by  a  representation  of  <  The  Misanthrope  *  before  a  very 
small  audience. 

The  poet  is  more  gay  and  lively  in  four  poems:  <A  Good  Fortune,* 
an  episode  of  a  journey  to  Baden;  <Dupont  and  Durant,*  an  amusing 
dialogue  between  two  wretched  poets;  < Mid-Lent,*  where  the  pleas- 
ures of  the  waltz  are  described  with  great  harmony;  and  <  Le  Mie 
Prigioni,*  where  the  poet,  imprisoned  for  not  having  mounted  guard. 
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gives   a  pleasant   description   of  his  prison.      Let  us  notice   also   the" 
*  German  Rhine,*  a  proud  and  patriotic  reply  to  Becker's  song. 

<0n  Three  Steps  of  Rose-colored  Marble*  is  a  most  graceful  poem; 
nothing  can  surpass  the  delicacy  of  some  of  the  verses. 

As  a  poet  Musset  is  sometimes  witty,  sarcastic,  and  graceful, 
and  sometimes  most  passionate.  As  already  said,  his  verses  written 
when  his  heart  was  bleeding  are  by  far  his  best.  There  is  certainly 
nothing  in  French  literature  superior  to  the  four  sublime  *  Nights,* 
—  of  May,  of  December,  of  August,  of  October.  These  poems  are  not 
inferior  to  the  best  works  of  Lamartine  and  of  Hugo. 

We  have  already  spoken  of  Musset's  two  dramas  in  verse,  ^  The 
Cup  and  the  Lips*  and  ^  Of  What  do  Young  Girls  Dream?*  written 
after  the  failure  of  his  < Venetian  Night.*  He  did  not  intend  his 
dramas  to  be  acted,  but  in  1847,  ten  years  after  it  had  been  pub- 
lished in  the  Revue  des  Deux  Mondes,  <A  Caprice  *  was  played  in 
St.  Petersburg  by  Mrs.  Allen  Despreaux.  On  her  return  to  Paris 
the  distinguished  actress  played  ^A  Caprice*  with  great  success  at 
the  Comedie  Frangaise.  This  called  attention  to  Musset's  dramas,  and 
they  were  nearly  all  put  on  the  French  stage.  Love  is  the  subject 
of  all  these  works  except  ^Lorenzaccio.*  The  latter  drama  is  Shake- 
spearean in  tone,  and  is  written  with  great  force.  It  is  the  story  of 
Lorenzo  de'  Medici,  who  wishes  to  rid  Florence  of  her  tyrant,  Alex- 
ander de'  Medici.  He  becomes  the  boon  companion  of  the  duke, 
shares  his  ignoble  pleasures,  is  despised  by  the  people,  and  after  he 
has  killed  the  tyrant,  finds  that  he  also  is  polluted  without  hope  of 
redemption.  It  is  the  same  idea  which  was  expressed  in  ^The  Cup 
and  the  Lips  *  by  the  murder  of  the  sweet  Deidamia.  In  ^  Lorenz- 
accio*  the  author  gives  us  a  correct  picture  of  life  at  Florence  in  the 
sixteenth  century,  when  the  city  had  lost  her  glory  and  her  independ- 
ence,  and  was  governed  by  tyrants  appointed  by  Charles  V. 

*  The  Candlestick  *  is  a  witty  and  amusing  comedy,  but  far  from 
moral.  Fortunio  is  charming,  and  reminds  us  of  Cherubin  in  Beau- 
marchais's  <  Marriage  of  Figaro.*  His  love  for  Jacqueline,  however,  is 
much  more  true  and  passionate  than  Cherubin's  light  love  for  the 
Countess. 

In  '  One  Must  Swear  to  Nothing  *  we  meet  Valentin,  who  is  cap- 
tivated by  the  charm  and  simplicity  of  the  young  girl  whom  he 
courted  at  first  merely  to  win  a  wager  from  his  uncle  Van  Breck. 
*The  Caprices  of  Marianne*  present  to  us  Celio,  tender  and  sad,  and 
Octave,  frivolous  and  corrupt, —  the  two  inseparable  friends,  who  per- 
sonify admirably  the  two  sides  of  Musset's  character. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  ^  One  Cannot  Think  of  Everything,* 
and  <A  Door  Must  be  Open  or  Shut.*  There  is  hardly  any  plot  in 
these  little  comedies;  and  what  interests  us  is  the  playful  mirth,  the 
delicate  irony,  the  wit  of  the  dialogue. 
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<Louison*  is  a  picture  of  life  in  the  eighteenth  century,  and 
reminds  us  of  <The  Beauty  Patch,  >  one  of  the  most  charming  nov- 
elettes of  Musset.  <Andre  del  Sarto  *  is  a  drama,  but  inferior  to 
*  Lorenzaccio  > ;  and  <  Bettine '  is  the  least  interesting  of  Musset's  come- 
dies. <Carmosine*  and  the  <  Distaff  of  Barberine^  treat  of  the  epoch 
of  chivalry.  In  the  former  we  see  the  beautiful  Carmosine  fall  in 
love  with  King  Peter  of  Aragon,  on  seeing  him  at  a  tournament. 
She  repulses  the  clownish  Sir  Vespasiano,  and  Perillo  her  betrothed, 
and  is  dying  of  love  for  the  King.  The  tf-oubadour  Minuccio  relates 
the  story  of  the  young  girl  to  the  Queen,  and  the  latter  takes  her 
husband  to  see  Carmosine.  The  King  soothes  her,  kisses  her  fore- 
head, gives  her  in  marriage  to  Perillo,  and  the  play  ends  amid  great 
rejoicing. 

We  love  the  gentle  Carmosine,  but  we  are  still  better  pleased  with 
the  noble  Barberine.  Ulric,  her  husband,  goes  to  the  court  of  the 
King  of  Hungary  to  seek  his  fortune;  and  she  remains  at  home  with 
her  distaff.  Rosenberg,  a  conceited  young  man,  has  bought  a  magic 
book,  which  will  teach  him  to  kill  giants  and  dragons,  and  to  be 
loved  by  all  women.  He  wagers  with  Ulric  that  he  will  win  the 
heart  of  Barberine,  and  goes  to  the  latter's  castle  with  a  letter  of 
introduction  from  Ulric.  Barberine  succeeds  in  shutting  him  up  in  a 
room,  and  orders  him  to  take  her  distaff  and  spin;  otherwise  he  will 
have  nothing  to  eat.  While  Rosenberg,  conquered  by  hunger,  is  about 
to  try  to  obey  Barberine,  the  Queen  and  Ulric  arrive  at  the  castle 
and  witness  the  humiliation  of  the  young  man  and  the  tritimph  of 
the  faithful  wife. 

*Fantasio*  reminds  us  of  Marivaux's  gracefttl  *  Games  of  Love  and 
of  Chance,*  but  is  sometimes  as  strange,  as  fantastic,  as  the  *  Tales 
of  Spain  and  Italy.*  Fantasio,  in  his  madness  and  in  his  wisdom,  is 
Musset  himself,  sometimes  Hamlet,  and  too  often  Scapin. 

*  One  Must  Not  Play  with  Love  *  is  probably  Musset's  most  origi- 
nal drama,  the  strongest  after  <  Lorenzaccio.*  Master  Blazius  and 
Master  Bridaire  are  really  comic  personages,  as  well  as  Dame  Pluche; 
and  the  chorus  is  interesting.  The  play,  however,  can  hardly  be 
called  a  comedy.  It  is  too  bitter  in  some  scenes,  and  the  end  is  too 
tragic.  Perdican  loves  his  cousin  Camille,  and  feigns  to  love  Rosette, 
in  order  to  render  Camille  jealous.  The  poor  little  Rosette  dies  of 
grief  on  hearing  Perdican  speak  words  of  love  to  Camille,  and  the 
latter  returns  to  the  convent  where  she  had  been  educated. 

Musset's  dramas  made  him  celebrated  for  the  last  ten  years  of 
his  life,  and  they  are  still  played  with  success  on  the  French  stage. 
Amon^  his  other  prose  works  are  the  <  Letters  of  Dupuis  and  Co- 
tonet,'  in  one  of  which  he  makes  fun  in  a  most  amusing  manner 
of  the  Romantic  school,  by  his  extraordinary  definition  of  the  word 
romantisme. 
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Musset  published  a  number  of  short  stories  and  novelettes  in  the 
Revue  des  Deux  Mondes,  and  most  of  them  are  very  interesting 
and  witty.  The  best  are  <  The  Son  of  Titian,  >  <  Croisilles,>  <  Frederic 
et  Bernerette,>  <  Mimi  Pinson,>  <  The  Beauty  Patch,  >  and  the  <  History 
of  a  White  Blackbird.  >  In  the  latter  work  he  refers  in  a  sarcastic 
manner  to  George  Sand  without  naming  her. 

Alfred  de  Musset  died  on  May  ist,  1857,  and  his  last  words  were: 
<* Sleep!  —  at  last  I  am  going  to  sleep. *^  He  needed  rest;  for  his  last 
years  had  been  agitated  by  great  nervousness.  He  was  carried  to 
the  tomb  accompanied  by  twenty-seven  persons, —  he  whose  works 
were  known  to  all  human  beings  whose  hearts  could  be  touched  by 
truly  passionate  notes.  A  monument  has  been  erected  to  him  in 
Pere  Lachaise  cemetery  in  Paris,  and  a  few  of  his  immortal  lines 
have  been  inscribed  on  his  tombstone.  I  read  lately  these  charming 
words  with  a  feeling  of  sadness,  and  thought  of  the  Muse,  the  tender 
friend  of  the  poet.  I  repeated  to  myself  some  of  the  wonderful 
verses  of  the  <  Night  of  May,^  and  it  seemed  to  me  then  that  Musset 
had  really  taken  his  lute,  as  requested  by  his  Muse,  and  that  the 
Pere  Lachaise  was  filled  with  divine  harmony. 


o^^^j^^  7^^^?-^ 


THE   GRISETTES 

From  <Mimi  Pinson,>  in  < Selections  from  the  Prose  and  Poetry  of  Alfred  de 
Musset.*     Copyright  1870,  by  Hurd  &  Houghton 

MADEMOISELLE  PiNsoN  WES  not  exECtly  *what  One  calls  a  pretty 
woman.  There  is  a  wide  difference  between  a  pretty 
woman  and  a  pretty  grisette.  If  a  pretty  woman,  acknowl- 
edged and  pronounced  to  be  so  by  Parisian  verdict,  were  to  take 
it  into  her  head  to  put  on  a  little  cap,  a  chintz  dress,  and  a 
black-silk  apron,  she  must  needs  look  like  a  pretty  grisette.  But 
if  a  grisette  were  to  dress  herself  up  in  a  bonnet,  a  velvet  cloak, 
and  a  dress  from  Worth's,  she  would  by  no  means  necessarily  be 
a  pretty  wom.an;  on  the  contrary,  it  is  probable  that  she  would 
look  like  a  clothes-peg,  and  no  blame  to  her.  The  difference  lies 
in  the  circumstances  of  these  two  creatures,  and  chiefly  in  the 
little  bit  of  buckram  covered  with  some  sort  of  stuff  and  called 
a  bonnet,  which  women  think  fit  to  tie  over  their  ears,  a  little 
like  the  blinkers  of  a  horse;   it  is  to  be  observed,  however,  that 
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blinkers  prevent  horses  from  looking  about,  and  that  the  bit  of 
buckram  prevents  nothing  of  the  sort. 

Be  this  as  it  may,  a  little  cap  requires  a  tumed-up  nose, 
which  in  its  turn  demands  a  well-shaped  mouth  with  good  teeth, 
and  r.  round  face  for  the  frame,  A  round  face  requires  sparkling 
eyes,  which  are  best  as  black  as  possible,  with  eyebrows  to  match. 
The  hair  ad  libitum,  for  the  eyes  settle  everything  else.  Such  a 
combination  is  evidently  far  from  being  beautiful,  strictly  speak- 
ing. It  is  what  is  called  irregularly  pretty,  the  classic  face  of 
the  grisette ;  which  might  possibly  be  ugly  in  the  bits  of  buckram, 
but  which  is  charming  in  a  cap,  and  prettier  than  beauty  itself. 
Such  was  Mademoiselle  Pinson. 

Marcel  had  taken  it  into  his  head  that  Eugene  should  pay  his 
court  to  this  damsel;  wherefore,  I  cannot  tell,  tmless  because  he 
himself  was  the  adorer  of  Mademoiselle  Zelia,  Mademoiselle  Pin- 
son's  most  intimate  friend.  It  struck  him  as  being  a  natural  and 
convenient  arrangement;  he  wished  to  settle  matters  to  suit  him- 
self, and  make  love  in  a  friendly  way,  as  it  were.  Such  plans 
are  not.  uncommon,  and  succeed  quite  often;  for  ever  since  the 
world  began,  opportunity  has  been  found  the  strongest  of  all 
temptations.  Who  can  tell  the  real  source  of  our  joys  and  griefs, 
our  attachments  and  quarrels,  our  happiness  and  misery  ?  —  a  door 
of  communication,  a  back  staircase,  an  entry,  a  broken  pane. 

Some  characters,  however,  draw  back  from  these  games  of 
chance.  They  choose  to  conquer  their  enjoyments,  not  to  win 
them  as  at  a  lottery;  and  are  not  moved  to  fall  in  love  because 
they  find  themselves  i§xt  to  a  pretty  woman  in  a  public  con- 
veyance. Eugene  was  one  of  these,  and  Marcel  knew  it;  there- 
fore he  had  long  nursed  a  project,  simple  enough  in  itself,  but 
which  he  thought  most  ingenious,  and  infallibly  sure  to  overcome 
his  friend's  resistance.  He  had  resolved  to  give  a  supper,  and 
decided  that  his  own  birthday  was  the  fittest  occasion  for  it.  He 
ordered  two  dozen  bottles  of  beer,  a  large  joint  of  cold  veal  with 
salad,  an  enormous  plum-cake,  and  a  bottle  of  champagne.  He 
first  invited  two  of  his  fellow-students,  then  announced  to  Made- 
moiselle Zelia  that  there  was  to  be  a  frolic  at  his  rooms  that 
evening,  and  she  must  bring  Mademoiselle  Pinson.  They  were 
quite  sure  to  be  there.  Marcel  was  considered  one  of  the  fine 
gentlemen  of  the  Latin  Quarter, — one  of  those  whose  invita- 
tions arc  not  to  be  declined;  and  seven  o'clock  had  but  just 
finished    striking   when    the    two    grisettes    knocked    at   his   door. 
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Mademoiselle  Zelia  was  arrayed  in  a  short  dress,  gray  gaiter- 
boots,  and  a  cap  with  flowers;  Mademoiselle  Pinson  more  quietly 
attired  in  a  black  gown  which  she  always  wore,  and  which  they 
used  to  say  gave  her  a  little  Spanish  air,  of  which  she  was  very 
proud.  Both,  as  you  may  suppose,  were  in  entire  ignorance  of 
their  host's  designs. 

Marcel  had  too  much  tact  to  invite  Eugene  in  advance:  he 
was  too  sure  of  a  refusal.  It  was  not  until  the  girls  had  taken 
their  places  and  the  first  glass  had  been  emptied,  that  he  excused 
himself  for  a  few  minutes  to  go  and  look  for  another  guest,  and 
then  turned  his  steps  towards  Eugene's  lodgings.  He  found  him 
at  work  as  usual,  surrounded  by  his  books.  After  some  passing 
remarks  he  began  to  reproach  him  gently  with  studying  so  hard, 
and  never  giving  himself  any  relaxation;  and  at  length  he  pro- 
posed a  walk.  Eugene,  who  was  in  fact  rather  weary,  having 
studied  the  whole  day,  assented:  the  two  young  men  went  out 
together,  and  after  a  few  turns  in  the  walks  of  the  Luxembourg 
it  was  not  difficult  for  Marcel  to  induce  his  friend  to  go  home 
with  him. 

The  two  grisettes,  finding  themselves  left  alone  and  proba- 
bly tired  of  waiting,  had  begun  by  making  themselves  at  home; 
they  had  taken  off  their  bonnets  and  shawls,  and  .  were  hum- 
ming a  quadrille  and  dancing,  not  forgetting  to  do  honor  to  the 
repast  from  time  to  time,  by  way  of  testing  its  quality.  Their 
eyes  were  already  sparkling  and  their  cheeks  flushed,  as  Eugene 
bowed  to  them  with  a  mixture  of  surprise  and  shyness,  and  they 
stopped  short,  in  high  spirits  and  a  little  out  of  breath.  Owing 
to  his  secluded  habits,  they  hardly  knew  him  by  sight,  and  imme- 
diately scrutinized  him  from  head  to  foot  with  the  undaunted 
curiosity  which  is  the  prerogative  of  their  class;  they  then  re- 
sumed their  song  and  dance  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  The 
new-comer,  a  little  disconcerted,  fell  back  a  few  steps, —  medi- 
tating a  retreat,  perhaps;  but  Marcel,  having  double-locked  the 
door,  threw  the  key  noisily  on  the  table. 

*  Nobody  here  yet  ?  '^  he  exclaimed.  **  Where  are  our  friends  ? 
But  no  matter,  we  have  captured  the  savage.  Ladies,  let  me 
present  the  most  virtuous  youth  in  France  and  Navarre,  who  has 
long  been  very  anxious  for  the  honor  of  your  acquaintance,  and 
who  is  an  especial  admirer  of  Mademoiselle  Pinson." 

The  quadrille  stopped  again;  Mademoiselle  Pinson  made  a 
little  bow  and  put  on  her  cap. 
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"Eugene,"  cried  Marcel,  ^' this  is  my  birthday,  and  these  two 
ladies  are  good  enough  to  celebrate  it  with  us.  I  brought  you 
here  almost  by  force,  it  is  true;  but  I  hope  you  will  stay  of  your 
own  accord  if  we  beg  you.  It  is  now  almost  eight  o'clock:  we 
have  time  to  smoke  a  pipe  while  waiting  for  an  appetite." 

As  he  spoke  he  looked  towards  Mademoiselle  Pinson,  who 
instantly  understood  him,  and  bowing  a  second  time,  said  to 
Eugene   in  a  sweet  voice:  — 

**  Yes,  sir,  do  stay ;  we  beg  of  you. " 

At  this  moment  the  two  students  whom  Marcel  had  invited 
knocked  at  the  door.  Eugene  saw  that  he  could  not  retreat  with 
a  good  grace;  so  resigning  himself,  he  took  his  seat  with  the  rest. 

The  supper  was  long  and  lively.  The  gentlemen  began  by 
filling  the  room  with  smoke,  and  then  drank  in  proportion,  to 
refresh  themselves.  The  ladies  did  the  talking,  and  regaled  the 
company  with  remarks,  more  or  less  pointed,  about  their  various 
friends  and  acquaintances,  and  adventures  more  or  less  credible, 
picked  up  in  the  back  shops.  If  the  stories  were  not  very  prob- 
able, they  were  at  least  very  marvelous.  Two  lawyers'  clerks,  so 
they  said,  had  made  twenty  thousand  francs  by  speculating  in 
Spanish  funds,  and  had  devoured  it  in  six  weeks  with  two  girls 
from  a  glove  shop.  The  son  of  one  of  the  richest  bankers  in 
Paris  had  offered  an  opera-box  and  a  country-seat  to  a  well- 
known  sempstress,  who  had  refused  them,  preferring  to  take  care 
of  her  parents  and  remain  true  to  a  salesman  at  the  Deux- 
Magots.  A  certain  person  whom  they  could  not  name,  and  whose 
rank  forced  him  to  wrap  himself  in  the  deepest  mystery,  had 
come  incognito  to  visit  a  girl  who  embroiders,  in  the  Passage  du 
Pont  Neuf ;  and  she  had  been  immediately  seized  by  order  of  the 
police,  put  into  a  post-chaise  at  midnight  with  a  pocket-book  full 
of  bank-notes,  and  dispatched  to  the  United  States;  etc.,  etc. 

"That's  enough,"  interposed  Marcel.  "We  have  heard  that 
sort  of  thing  before.  Zelia  is  romancing;  and  as  to  Mademoiselle 
Mimi,  which  is  Mademoiselle  Pinson's  name  among  friends,  her 
information  is  incorrect.  Your  lawyers'  clerks  got  nothing  but  a 
sprain,  in  clearing  a  gutter;  your  banker  proffered  an  orange;  and 
your  embroidery  girl,  so  far  from  being  in  the  United  States,  is 
to  be  seen  every  day  from  twelve  to  four  o'clock,  at  the  alms- 
house, where  she  has  taken  lodgings  on  account  of  the  rise  in 
provisions. " 
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Eugene  was  sitting  near  Mademoiselle  Pinson;  he  thought  that 
she  turned  pale  at  these  last  words,  which  were  carelessly  uttered. 
But  almost  at  the  same  instant  she  rose,  lighted  a  cigarette,  and 
said  in  a  deliberate  manner:  — 

^'  It  is  your  turn  to  be  silent  now !  I  claim  the  floor.  Since 
my  lord  Marcel  does  not  believe  fables,  I  will  tell  you  a  true 
story,  £t  qiioridu  magjia  pars  fjii.^^ 

*^  You  understand  Latin  ?  "     said  Eugene. 

**As  you  hear,  '^  replied  Mademoiselle  Pinson.  "  I  learned  this 
sentence  of  my  uncle,  who  served  under  the  great  Napoleon, 
and  never  omitted  it  before  telling  us  about  a  battle.  If  you  do 
not  know  the  meaning,  I  will  tell  you  for  nothing.  It  means: 
*  I  give  you  my  word  of  honor.  ^  You  must  know  that  last  week 
I  went  with  two  of  my  friends,  Blanchette  and  Rougette,  to  the 
Odeon  Theatre  — » 

<*Wait  till  I  cut  the  cake,*  said  Marcel. 

**  Cut,  but  listen,*  replied  Mademoiselle  Pinson.  '*Well,  I  went 
with  Blanchette  and  Rougette  to  see  a  tragedy.  Rougette,  as 
you  know,  has  lately  lost  her  grandmother,  who  left  her  four 
hundred  francs.  We  took  a  box:  three  students  were  near  us  in 
the  pit;  these  young  fellows  accosted  us,  and  asked  us  to  supper, 
on  the  pretext  that  we  were  alone.* 

**  Without  preamble  ?  *  inquired  Marcel.  *^  Upon  my  word  it 
was  very  civil.     And  you  declined,  I  suppose  ?  * 

*^  No,  sir,*  replied  Mademoiselle  Pinson,  "we  accepted;  and 
at  the  first  entr'acte,  without  waiting  for  the  end  of  the  play,  we 
repaired  to  Viot's.* 

"  With  your  cavaliers  ?  * 

"With  our  cavaliers.  The  waiter  began,  of  course,  by  saying 
that  there  was  nothing  left;  but  we  were  not  to  be  balked  by 
such  a  trifle.  We  ordered  them  to  go  into  the  city  and  fetch 
whatever  was  needed.  Rougette  took  the  pen  and  ordered  a 
regular  wedding  supper:  prawns,  a  sweet  omelette,  fritters,  mus- 
sels, whipped  eggs, —  everything  that  is  to  be  found  in  sauce- 
pans. Our  young  friends'  faces  grew  rather  long,  it  must  be 
confessed  —  * 

"By  Jove!   so  I  should  think,*  said  Marcel. 

"We  paid  no  attention  to  that.  When  the  supper  came  we 
began  to  play  the  fine  lady.  We  found  nothing  good;  everything 
disgusted  us;  we  scarcely  tasted  a  dish  before  we  sent  it  away 
and  asked  for  something  else.     *  Waiter,  take  that  away;   It  is  not 
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eatable :  where  did  you  buy  that  horrible  trash  ?  *  Our  unknown 
friends  wished  to  eat,  but  they  had  no  chance.  In  short,  we 
supped  like  Sancho;  and  our  anger  carried  us  so  far  as  to  break 
some  of  the  crockery.** 

"  Pretty  behavior !     And  who  was  to  pay  ?  * 

"That  was  the  very  question  the  three  strangers  asked  each 
other.  From  what  they  said  in  a  low  tone,  we  gathered  that  one 
of  them  had  six  francs,  the  next  infinitely  less,  and  the  third  had 
nothing  but  his  watch,  which  he  generously  pulled  out  of  his 
pocket.  In  this  state  the  three  unfortunates  presented  themselves 
at  the  counter,  in  hopes  of  effecting  some  compromise.  What  do 
you  think  they  were  told  ?  ** 

"  That  they  must  go  to  the  lock-up,  and  you  would  be  kept  as 
security,  I  suppose,*^  said  Marcel. 

"  You  are  wrong,  **  replied  Mademoiselle  Pinson.  "  Before  go- 
ing up-stairs,  Rougette  had  been  on  the  alert,  and  everything  was 
paid  in  advance.  Fancy  the  effect  of  Viot's  response, —  ^  Every- 
thing is  settled,  gentlemen.*  Our  stranger  friends  looked  at  us  as 
three  cats  never  looked  at  three  kings,  with  a  touching  stupefac- 
tion mingled  with  emotion.  However,  we  pretended  to  take  no 
notice  of  it,  but  went  down-stairs  and  called  for  a  coach.  *  My 
dear  marchioness,*  said  Rougette  to  me,  ^we  must  see  these  gen- 
tlemen home.*  *  Certainly,  my  dear  countess,*  I  answered.  Our 
poor  admirers  did  not  know  what  to  say.  You  may  guess  if  they 
were  sheepish !  They  declined  our  politeness,  they  would  not 
be  taken  home,  they  refused  to  give  their  address  —  no  wonder! 
They  were  convinced  that  we  were  women  of  rank,  and  they 
lived  heaven  knows  where !  ** 

Marcel's  friends,  the  two  students,  who  up  to  this  time  had 
done  nothing  but  smoke  and  drink  in  silence,  seemed  far  from 
pleased  with  this  story.  They  changed  color:  perhaps  they  knew 
as  much  as  Mademoiselle  Pinson  of  the  unlucky  supper,  for  they 
gave  her  an  uneasy  glance  as  Marcel  said,  laughing:  — 

"Name  your  incognitos,  Mademoiselle  Pinson:  there  can  be  no 
harm,  as  it  happened  last  week." 

"No  indeed!**  returned  the  grisette.  "One  may  hoax  a  man, 
but  ruin  his  career  —  never!** 

"  You  are  right,  **  observed  Eugene.  "And  yoii  show  more 
discretion  than  you  are  aware  of,  perhaps.  Of  all  the  young 
men  in  the  various  colleges,  there  is  hardly  one  who  cannot  look 
back  to  some  folly  or  some  fault,  and  yet  thence  emerges  daily 
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all  that  is  most  respected  and  respectable  in  France:  physicians, 
magistrates  —  ** 

"Yes,*^  responded  Marcel,  « that  is  true.  There  are  budding 
peers  of  France  who  dine  at  Flicoteaux's  and  have  not  alv?ays 
wherewithal  to  pay  the  bill.  But,'*  he  broke  off  with  a  wink, 
"  haven't  you  seen  anything  more  of  your  friends  ?  ** 

"What  do  you  take  us  for!**  answered  Mademoiselle  Pinson, 
with  a  serious  and  almost  offended  air.  "  Don't  you  know  Blan- 
chette  and   Rougette,   and  do  you  suppose  that  I  —  ** 

<^Well,  well,  don't  be  angry,**  said  Marcel.  "But  after  all, 
this  is  a  pretty  adventure.  Three  harebrained  girls,  who  prob- 
ably had  nothing  to  pay  for  their  next  day's  dinner  with,  throw- 
ing money  out  of  the  window  for  the  fun  of  mystifying  three 
poor  devils  who  couldn't  help  themselves.** 

"  Why  did  they  ask  us  to  supper  ?  **  retorted  Mademoiselle 
Pinson. 

From  <  Selections  from  the  Prose  and  Poetry  of  Alfred  de  Musset.>     Copy- 
right 1870,  by  Hurd  &  Houghton 


THE   FALSE    LOVER 
From  <No  Trifling  with  Love> 

[Perdican,  the  youthful  and  fascinating  hero  of  the  play,  has  been  refused 
by  his  cousin  Camille,  who  feels  so  strong  a  vocation  for  the  cloister  that  she 
will  not  trust  herself  to  secular  life  and  to  its  possible  disappointments.  In 
pique,  Perdican  cruelly  makes  love  to  a  simple  and  credulous  village  girl. 
Rosette,  and  decides  to  play  the  lover  before  the  very  eyes  of  Camille,  as  a 
spur  to  her  jealousy  and  hoping  to  change  her  decision.] 

Scene:   The  sprmg  in  the  wood.     Enter  Camilla  and  the  Peasant. 

PEASANT  —  I  was  taking  a  letter  up  to  the  house  for  you,  miss: 
shall  I   give  it   to  you,  or  carry  it  to  the  kitchen,  as  Lord 
Perdican  told  me  ? 
Camille  —  Give  it  to  me. 

Peasant  —  If  you  would  rather  I'd  take  it  to  the  house,  I'll 
carry  it  there  without  more  ado. 

Camille  —  Give  it  to  me,  I  tell  you. 

Peasant  —  Just  as  you  like.     {^Gives  her  the  letter. ^ 

Camille — There,  that's  for  your  trouble. 

Peasant -~^\iQ.xi]L  you  kindly:    I  suppose  I  may  go  now. 
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Camille — If  you  will  be  so  good. 

Peasant  —  I'm  going,  I'm  going.  \Exit. 

Camille  \reading\ — Perdican  begs  me  to  meet  him  at  the  little 
spring,  where  I  told  him  to  come  yesterday  to  bid  me  good-by 
before  I  go.  What  can  he  have  to  say  ?  Here's  the  spring, 
and  I  am  greatly  minded  to  wait.  Ought  I  to  give  him  this 
second  meeting?  Ah!  here  comes  Perdican  with  my  foster-sister, 
Rosette.  \She  hides  behmd  a  tree.']  I  suppose  he  will  send  her 
away;  I'm  glad  not  to  seem  to  be  here  before  him.  \^Enter 
Perdican  and  Rosette;  Camille  remains  hidden.]  What  does  this 
mean  ?  He  makes  her  sit  down  beside  him.  Did  he  ask  me  to 
meet  him  here  that  he  might  come  and  make  love  to  somebody 
else  ?     I  shotild  like  to  know  what  he  is  saying. 

Perdican  \l021d  enough  to  be  heard  by  Camille]  —  I  love  you, 
Rosette!  You  are  the  one  person  in  the  world  who  has  not  for- 
gotten the  dear  old  times;  you  alone  remember  the  past.  Share 
the  future  with  me,  dear  child;  give  me  your  heart:  take  this  as 
a  token  of  our  love,     \Clasps  his  chai?i  arouftd  her  nech.'\ 

Rosette  —  Do  you  give  me  your  gold  chain? 

Perdican  —  See  this  ring.  Stand  up  and  come  to  the  edge  of 
the  spring.  Do  you  see  us  both  reflected  in  the  water,  leaning 
upon  one  another  ?  Look  at  your  bright  eyes  near  mine,  your 
hand  in  mine;  now  see  it  all  disappear!  \Drops  the  ring  into  the 
water.]  See  how  the  image  has  vanished:  now  watch  it  come 
back  by  degrees;  the  ruffled  water  is  growing  smooth  again,  but 
it  trembles  still,  and  great  circles  are  spreading  over  the  surface: 
have  patience  and  we  shall  see  ourselves  again;  I  can  make  out 
your  arm  linked  in  mine,  already;  in  another  minute  there  will 
not  be  a  wrinkle  on  your  pretty  face, —  see  there!  It  was  a  ring 
Camille  gave  me. 

Camille — He  has  thrown  my  ring  into  the  water! 

Perdican  —  Do  you  know  what  love  is.  Rosette  ?  Listen :  the 
wind  is  hushed,  the  morning's  shower  is  rolling  in  great  dia- 
monds off  the  leaves,  which  are  reviving  in  the  sunshine.  I 
love  you !  You  love  me  too,  do  you  not  ?  Your  youth  has  not 
been  dried  up;  nobody  has  infused  the  dregs  of  their  veins  into 
your  rosy  life  current.  You  don't  want  to  be  a  nun;  here  you 
arc,  fresh  and  lovely,  with  a  young  man's  arm  around  you!  O 
Rosette,  do  you  know  what  love  is  ? 

Rosette — Alas,  your  Lordship  is  very  learned;  but  I  will  love 
you  as  well  as  I  know  how! 
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Perdican  —  Yes,  as  well  as  you  know  how;  and  learned  as  I 
am,  and  rustic  as  you  are,  you  will  love  me  better  than  one  of 
those  pale  statues  manufactured  by  the  nuns,  with  a  head  instead 
of  a  heart,  who  issue  from  their  cloisters  to  poison  the  vital  air 
with  the  damp  reek  of  their  cells.  You  don't  know  anything; 
you  can't  read  the  prayer  your  mother  taught  you,  which  she 
learned  from  her  mother  before  her;  you  don't  even  understand 
the  words  you  repeat  as  you  kneel  at  your  bedside:  but  you 
understand  that  you  are  praying,  and  that  is  all  God  requires. 

Rosette — How  your  Lordship  talks! 

Perdican  —  You  don't  know  how  to  read;  but  you  know  the 
language  of  these  woods  and  meadows,  these  warm  banks,  yon 
fair  harvest-fields,  and  of  all  this  glorious  young  Nature!  You 
know  them  for  your  thousand  brothers,  and  me  for  one  of  them. 
Come,  let  us  go;  you  shall  be  my  wife,  and  we  will  strike  root 
into  the  genial  heart  of  omnipotent  creation. 

\Exit  with  Rosette. 

Scene:  Camille's  apartment.     Enter  Camille  and  Dame  Pluche. 

Camille  —  You  say  he  took  my  letter? 

Dame  Pluche  —  Yes,  dear,  he  said  he  would  post  it. 

Camille  —  Be  good  enough  to  go  to  the  drawing-room,  Dame 
Pluche,  and  tell  Perdican  that  I  wish  to  speak  to  him  here. 
\Exit  Dame  Pluche. '\  He  has  undoubtedly  read  my  letter;  that 
scene  in  the  wood  was  revenge,  and  so  is  all  his  love-making 
to  Rosette.  He  wished  to  convince  me  that  he  loved  somebody 
else,  and  to  hide  his  mortification  under  a  show  of  indifference. 
Does  he  love  me  after  all,  I  wonder?  \^She  raises  the  tapestry. '\ 
Is  that  you.  Rosette  ? 
)-       Rosette  \as  she  enters^  —  Yes :  may  I  come  in  ? 

Camille  —  Listen  to  me,  my  dear:  has  not  Lord  Perdican  been 
making  love  to  you  ? 

Rosette  —  AlaSj  yes ! 

Camille  —  What  do  you  think  of  what  he  said  this  morning? 

Rosette  —  This  morning?     Why,  where? 

Camille — Don't  be  a  hypocrite.  This  morning  at  the  spring 
in  the  wood. 

Rosette  —  Then  you  saw  me ! 

Camille  —  Poor  little  innocent!  No,  I  did  not  see  you.  He 
made  all  sorts  of  fine  speeches,  didn't  he  ?  I  would  wager  he 
promised  to  marry  you. 
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Rosette  —  Why,  how  do  you  know  ? 

Cafnille  —  ^ey&r  mind:  do  you  believe  his  promises,  Rosette? 

Rosette  — Hovf  can  I  help  it?     He  wouldn't  deceive  me.     Why 

should  he  ? 

r^;;/z7/^— Perdican  does  not  mean  to  marry  you,  my  child. 

■Rosette  —  Alas,  perhaps  not! 
Camille  — Yon   love  him,  you   poor  girl.      He   does  not   mean 
to  marry  you,  and  I  will  give  you  the    proof:   hide  behind   this 
curtain;    you  have   nothing  to  do   but  to  Hsten,  and  come  when 

I  call  you, 

[Kxtt  Rosette. 'X 

Camille  —  l  thought  to  do  an  act  of  vengeance,  but  may  it 
not  be  one  of  humanity?  The  poor  child  has  lost  her  heart. 
{Etiter  Perdican.']     Good  morning,  cousin;  sit  down. 

Perdican  —  Yiow  beautifully  you  are  dressed,  Camille!  On 
whom  have  you  designs  ? 

Camille— On  you,  perhaps.  I  am  very  sorry  that  I  could  not 
meet  you  as  you  asked:  had  you  anything  to  say? 

Perdican  [^.f/rt'r]  —  Upon  my  word,  that's  rather  a  big  fib  for 
a  spotless  lamb!  I  saw  her  under  the  trees.  {^Aloiid.'X  I  had 
nothing  to  say  but  good-by,  Camille,— I  thought  you  were  going; 
but  your  horse  is  in  the  stable,  and  you  do  not  seem  to  be 
dressed  for  traveling. 

Camille — I  am  fond  of  discussion,  and  I  am  not  sure  that  I 
did  not  wish  for  another  quarrel  with  you. 

Perdican  —  What  object  can  there  be  in  quarreling  when  there 
is  no  possibility  of  making  up  ?  The  pleasure  of  disputes  is  in 
making  peace. 

Camille  —  Are  you  so  sure  I  wouldn't  make  peace? 
Perdican — Don't  jest:  I  am  not  equal  to  answering  you. 
Camille— \  want  to  be  made  love  to!     I  don't  know  whether 
it  is  because   I  have  on  a  new  gown,  but  I  wish  to  be  amused. 
You  proposed  our  going  to  the  village:    well,   I  am  ready.     Let 
us  row;    I  should  like  to  dine  on  the  grass,  or  to  ramble  in   the 
forest.     Will  it  be  moonlight  this  evening  ?     How  odd !  you  have 
not  on  the  ring  I  gave  you. 
Perdican  —  I  lost  it. 

Camille  —  So  I  found  it:  here  it  is,   Perdican. 
Perdican — Is  it  possible!     Where  did  you  find  it? 
Camille  —  You    are    looking    to    see    whether    my    hands    are 
wet?     To   tell   the  truth,   I   spoiled   my  convent  dress  in  getting 
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this  trinket  out  of  the  spring.  That  is  why  I  put  another  on, 
and  I  tell  you  it  has  changed  me;  so  put  that  ring  upon  your 
finger. 

Pcrdican  —  You  got  this  out  of  the  water  at  the  risk  of  falling 
in,  Camille  ?  Am  I  dreaming  ?  Here  it  is  again,  and  you  put  it 
on  my  finger.  O  Camille,  why  do  you  give  me  back  this  sad 
relic  of  my  lost  happiness  ?  Tell  me,  you  foolish  and  fickle  girl, 
why  you  go  away  ?  Why  do  you  stay  ?  Why  do  you  change 
every  hour  like   this   stone   in  each  new  light  ? 

Camille  —  Do  you  know  woman's  heart,  Perdican  ?  Are  you- 
convinced  of  her  inconstancy,  and  that  she  really  changes  her 
mind  whenever  she  changes  her  mood  ?  Some  say  not.  Un- 
doubtedly we  are  often  forced  to  play  a  part,  even  to  tell  lies  — 
I  am  frank,  you  see;  but  are  you  sure  that  everything  in  a 
woman  lies  when  her  tongue  lies  ?  Have  you  ever  reflected  on 
the  nature  of  this  weak  and  undisciplined  creature,  and  on  the 
severity  with  which  she  is  judged,  and  the  part  that  she  is 
compelled  to  play  ?  Who  knows  whether,  constrained  by  the 
world  to  continual  deceit,  the  head  of  this  brainless  being  may 
not  finally  learn  to  take  a  certain  pleasure  in  it;  may  she  not  tell 
lies  for  amusement  sometimes,  as  she  is  so  often  forced  to  tell 
them  for  necessity  ? 

Perdican  —  I  understand  none  of  this;  I  never  lie;  I  love  you, 
Camille,  and  that  is  all  I  know. 

Camille  —  You  say  you  love  me,  and  that  you  never  lie? 

Perdican  —  Never ! 

Camille  — YqX  here's  somebody  who  says  that  accident  befalls 
you  occasionally.  ^Slie  raises  the  tapestry,  and  shows  Rosette 
fainting  in  a  chair. ^  What  will  you  say  to  this  child,  Perdican, 
when  she  asks  you  to  account  for  your  words  ?  If  you  never 
lie,  why  has  she  fainted  on  hearing  you  say  that  you  love  me  ? 
I  leave  her  with  you:   try  and  bring  her  to  life.     \Is  about  to  go.] 

Perdican  —  One  moment,  Camille!     Hear  me! 

Camille — What  have  you  to  say  to  me?  It  is  to  Rosette  you 
must  answer.  /  do  not  love  you;  I  did  not  seek  this  hapless 
child  in  her  cottage  to  use  her  as  a  toy,  a  foil;  I  did  not  reck- 
lessly repeat  to  her  the  burning  words  I  had  addressed  to  others; 
I  did  not  feign  to  cast  to  the  winds  the  tokens  of  a  cherished 
attachment,  for  her  sake;  I  did  not  put  my  chain  round  her 
neck;    I   did  not  promise  to  marry  her! 

Perdican  —  Listen  to  me  !  listen  to  me ! 
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Caviille I  saw   you    smile   just   now    when   I  said  I  had  not 

been  able  to  go  to  the  fountain.  Yes,  I  was  there  and  heard  it 
all;  but  God  is  my  witness  that  I  would  not  have  done  as  you 
did.  What  will  you  do  with  that  girl  now,  when,  with  your 
kisses  still  burning  on  her  lips,  she  weeps  and  points  to  the 
wound  you  have  dealt  her?  You  wished  to  revenge  yourself 
upon  me,  did  you  not,  for  a  letter  I  wrote  to  my  convent  ?  You 
were  bent  on  piercing  my  soul  at  any  cost,  not  caring  whether 
your  poisoned  dart  wounded  this  child,  if  it  but  struck  me 
through  her.  I  had  boasted  of  having  made  you  love  me,  and 
of  causing  you  regret.  Did  that  wound  your  noble  pride  ?  Well 
then,  hear  me  say  it, — you  love  me,  but  you  will  marry  that  girl 
or  you  are  a  poor  creature. 

Pcrdican  —  Yes,  I  will  marry  her, 

Caviille — You  will  do  well. 

Perdican — Very  well,  and  much  better  than  if  I  married  you. 
What  excites  you  to  such  a  degree,  Camille  ?  The  child  has 
fainted;  we  can  easily  bring  her  to, — we  only  need  a  smelling- 
bottle.  You  wish  to  convict  me  of  having  lied  once  in  my  life, 
and  you  have  done  so;  but  I  think  you  are  rather  self-confident 
in  deciding  when.     Come,  help  me  to  restore  Rosette.      ^Exeunt. 

Scene :   An  oratory.     Enter  Camille,  and  throws  herself  at  the  foot  of  the 
altar. 

Camille  —  O  my  God,  hast  thou  abandoned  me  ?  Thou  know- 
est  that  I  came  hither  faithful  to  thee;  when  I  refused  to  take 
another  spouse,  thou  knowest  that  I  spoke  in  all  sincerity  before 
thee  and  my  own  soul;  thou  knowest  it,  O  Father!  and'  wilt 
thou  no  longer  accept  me  ?  Oh,  wherefore  hast  thou  made  truth 
itself  to  lie  ?  Why  am  I  so  weak  ?  Ah,  wretched  girl !  I  can- 
not even  pray. 

Enter  Perdican 

Perdican  —  Pride,  most  fatal  of  all  the  counselors  of  human- 
ity, why  have  you  come  between  me  and  this  girl  ?  See  her, 
pale  and  distraught,  pressing  her  face  and  breast  against  these 
senseless  stones.  She  could  have  loved  me,  and  we  were  born 
for  one  another.  O  pride!  what  brought  you  to  our  lips  when 
our  hands  were  ready  to  Ije  joined  ? 

Caviille — Who  has  followed  me  ?  Whose  voice  do  I  hear 
\)eneath   this  vault  ?     Is  it  you,   Perdican  ? 
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Perdican  —  Fools  that  we  are!  We  love  each  other!  What 
have  you  been  dreaming,  Camille  ?  What  futile  speech,  what 
wretched  folly  has  swept  between  us  like  a  blast  from  the  tombs  ? 
Which  of  us  tried  to  deceive  the  other  ?  Alas,  when  life  itself  is 
such  a  painful  dream,  why  seek  to  fill  it  with  worse  ones  of  our 
own  ?  O  God !  happiness  is  a  pearl  so  rarely  found  in  this  stormy 
sea!  Thou  hadst  given  it  to  us,  thou  hadst  rescued  this  treasure 
from  the  abyss  for  us;  and  like  spoiled  children  as  we  are,  we 
treated  it  as  a  plaything.  The  green  path  which  led  us  toward 
each  other  sloped  so  gently,  and  was  so  strewn  with  flowers,  it 
vanished  in  such  a  calm  horizon  —  needs  was  that  words,  and 
vanity,  and  anger  should  hurl  their  shapeless  crags  across  this 
celestial  path,  which  would  have  led  us  to  thee  in  an  embrace ! 
Needs  was  that  we  should  wrong  and  wound  each  other,  for  we 
are  human !  O  fools !  and  we  love  each  other !  \He  clasps  her  in 
his  arms-l 

Camille  —  Yes,  Perdican,  we  love  each  other!  Let  me  feel  it 
on  your  heart.  The  God  who  sees  us  will  not  be  angry:  he 
wills  that  I  should  love  you;  he  has  known  it  these  fifteen  years. 

Perdican  —  Deafest  being,  you  are  mine!  \^He  kisses  her;  a 
shriek  is  heard  from  behind  the  altar. ^ 

Camille  —  My  foster-sister's  voice ! 

Perdican  —  How  came  she  here?  I  left  her  on  the  staircase 
when  you  sent  for  me.  She  must  have  followed  me  without  my 
knowledge. 

Camille  —  Come  this  way:   the  cry  came  from  here. 

Perdican  —  What  do  I  fear  ?   my  hands  seem   bathed  in  blood. 

Camille  —  The  poor  child  must  have  overheard  us,  and  she 
has  fainted  again:    come   and  help  her!     Ah,  it  is  all  too  cruel! 

Perdican  —  No,  I  cannot  go, —  I  am  numb  with  mortal  terror. 
Go,  Camille,  and  try  to  help  her.  \^Exit  Camille. ^  O  God,  I 
beseech  thee,  make  me  not  a  murderer!-  Thou  seest  our  hearts: 
we  are  two  senseless  children  who  have  been  playing  with  life 
and  death.  God  of  justice,  do  not  let  Rosette  die!  I  will  find 
her  a  husband,  I  will  repair  the  evil  I  have  done ;  —  she  is 
young,  she  shall  be  rich  and  happy.  Oh,  do  not  refuse  me 
this,  my  God!  thou  canst  bless  four  of  thy  children!  \Re-enteY 
Camille. '\     Well,  Camille? 

Camille — She  is  dead.     Farewell,  Perdican. 

From  <  Selections  from  the  Prose  and  Poetry  of  Alfred  de  Musset,>    Copy- 
right 1870,  by  Hurd  &  Houghton 
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VERGISS   MEIN   NICHT 


Remember!  when  the  morn  with  sweet  affright 
Opens  her  portals  to  the  king  of  day; 
Remember!  when  the  melancholy  night 
All  silver-veiled  pursues  her  darkling  way; 
Or  when  thy  pulses  wake  at  pleasure's  tone: 

When  twilight  shades  to  gentle  dreams  invite. 
List  to  a  voice  which  from  the  forest  lone 
Murmurs,   Remember! 

Remember!    When  inexorable  fate 

Hath  parted  finally  my  lot  from  thine, 
When  absence,  grief,  and  time  have  laid  their  weight 

With  crushing  power  on  this  heart  of  mine, — 
Think  of  my  love,  think  of  my  last  farewell; 

Absence  nor  time  can  constancy  abate: 
While  my  heart  beats,  its  every  throb  shall  tell. 

Remember ! 

Remember!     When  beneath  the  chilling  ground 
My  weary  heart  has  found  a  lasting  sleep, 

And  when  in  after  time,  above  the  mound. 

The  pale  blue  flower  its  gentle  watch  doth  keep, — 

I  shall  not 'see  thee  more;  but  ever  nigh. 
Like  sister  true  my  soul  will  hover  round: 

List  to  a  voice  which  through  the  night  will  sigh, 
Remember! 

From  <  Selections  from  the  Prose  and  Poetry  of  Alfred  de  Musset.>     Copy- 
right 1870,  by  Hurd  &  Houghton 


FROM   <T0  A  COMRADE  > 

THE  joy  of  meeting  makes  us  love  farewell; 
We  gather  once  again  around  the  hearth, 
And  thou  wilt  tell 
All  that  thy  keen  experience  has  been 
Of  pleasure,  danger,  misadventure,  mirth, 
And  unforeseen. 

And  all  without  an  angry  word  the  while. 
Or  self-compassion, —  naught  dost  thou  recall 
Save  for  a  smile; 
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Thou  knowest  how  to  lend  good  fortune  grace, 
And  how  to  mock  what'er  ill  luck  befall 
With  laughing  face. 

But  friend,  go  not  again  so  far  away; 

In  need  of  some  small  help  I  always  stand, 

Come  whatso  may ; 
I  know  not  whither  leads  this  path  of  mine. 
But  I  can  tread  it  better,  when  my  hand 

Is  clasped  in  thine. 


FROM   <0N  A   SLAB   OF   ROSE  MARBLE > 

YET,  despite  myself,  I  trow 
Other  destiny  was  thine : 
Far  away  from  cloudy  France, 
Where  a  warmer  sun  doth  shine, 
Near  some  temple,  Greek  or  Latin; 
The  fair  daughters  of  the  clime, 
With  the  scent  of  heath  and  thyme 

Clinging  to  their  sandaled  feet 
Beating  thee  in  rhythmic  dance, 
Were  a  burden  far  more  sweet 
Than  court  ladies  shod  with  satin. 
Could  it  be  for  this  alone 

Nature  formed  thee  in  the  earth. 
In  whose  beauteous  virgin  stone 

Genius  might  have  wrought  a  birth 
Every  age  had  joyed  to  own  }     . 

There  should  have  come  forth  of  thee 

Some  new-born  divinity. 

When  the  marble-cutters  hewed 

Through  thy  noble  block  their  way, 
They  broke  in  with  footsteps  rude 

Where  a  Venus  sleeping  lay, 
And  the  goddess's  wounded  veins 
Colored  thee  with  roseate  stains. 
Alas!  and  must  we  hold  it  truth 

That  every  rare  and  precious  thing 
Flung  forth  at  random  without  ruth 

Trodden  under  foot  may  lie  ? 
The  crag  where,  in  sublime  repose, 

The  eagle  stoops  to  rest  his  wing. 
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No  less  than  any  wayside  rose, 

Dropped  in  the  common  dust  to  die  ? 
Can  the  mother  of  us  all 

Leave  her  work,  to  fullness  brought, 
Lost  in  the  gulf  of  chance  to  fall. 

As  oblivion  swallows  thought  ? 
Torn  away  from  ocean's  rim 
To  be  fashioned  by  a  whim, 

Does  the  briny  tempest  whirl 

To  the  workman's  feet  the  pearl  ? 
Shall  the  vulgar,  idle  crowd 
For  all  ages  be  allowed 
To  degrade  earth's  choicest  treasure 
At  the  arbitrary  pleasure 

Of  a  mason  or  a  churl  ? 


FROM    <THE   WILD   MARE    IN    THE    DESERT > 

OFT  in  the  waste,  the  Arab  mare  untamed. 
After  three  days'  wild  course  awaits  the  storm 
To  drain  the  rain-drops  from  the  thirsty  palms; 
The  sun  is  leaden,  and  the  silent  palms 
Droop  their  long  tresses  'neath  a  fiery  sky. 
She  seeks  her  well  amid  the  boundless  wilds: 
The  sun  has  dried  it;  on  the  burning  rock 
Lie  shaggy  lions  growling  low  in  sleep. 
Her  forces  fail;  her  bleeding  nostrils  wide 
Plunge  eager  in  the  sand, —  the  thirsty  sand 
Drinks  greedily  her  life's  discolored  stream. 
Then  stretches  she  at  length,  her  great  eyes  film, 
And  the  wan  desert  rolls  upon  its  child 
In  silent  folds  its  ever  moving  shroud. 
She  knew  not,  she,  that  when  the  caravan 
With  all  its  camels  passed  beneath  the  planes. 
That,  would  she  follow,  bowmg  her  proud  neck, 
In  Bagdad  she  would  find  cool  stable-stalls. 
With  gilded  mangers,  dewy  clover  turf. 
And  wells  whose  depths  have  never  seen  the  sky. 
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TO  p6pa 


P 


epa!  when  the  night  has  come, 
And  mamma  has  bid  good-night, 

By  thy  light,  half-clad  and  dumb, 
As  thou  kneelest  out  of  sight; 


Laid  by,  cap  and  sweeping  vest 

Ere  thou  sinkest  to  repose. 
At  the  hour  when  half  at  rest 

Folds  thy  soul  as  folds  a  rose; 

When  sweet  Sleep,  the  sovereign  mild. 
Peace  to  all  the  house  has  brought, — 

Pepita!  my  charming  child! 

What,  oh,  what  is  then  thy  thought? 

Who  knows  ?     Haply  dreamest  thou 
Of  some  lady  doomed  to  sigh; 

All  that  Hope  a  truth  deems  now, 
All  that  Truth  shall  prove,  a  lie. 

Haply  of  those  mountains  grand 
That  produce  —  alas!   but  mice; 

Castles  in  Spain;  a  prince's  hand; 
Bon-bons,  lovers,  or  cream-ice. 

Haply  of  soft  whispers  breathed 

'Mid  the  mazes  of  a  ball ; 
Robes,  or  flowers,  or  hair  enwreathed; 

Me;  —  or  nothing,  dear!  at  all. 


JUANA 

AGAIN  I  see  you,  ah,  my  queen, — 
Of  all  my  old  loves  that  have  been. 
The  first  love  and  the  tenderest; 
Do  you  remember  or  forget  — 
Ah  me,  for  I  remember  yet  — 

How  the  last  summer  days  were  blest  ? 

Ah,  lady,  when  we  think  of  this, — 
The  foolish  hours  of  youth  and  bliss, 

How  fleet,  how  sweet,  how  hard  to  hold! 
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How  old  we  are,  ere  spring  be  green  t 
You  touch  the  limit  of  eighteen, 
And  I  am  twenty  winters  old. 

My  rose,  that  mid  the  red  roses 
Was  brightest,  ah,  how  pale  she  is! 

Yet  keeps  the  beauty  of  her  prime; 
Child,  never  Spanish  lady's  face 
Was  lovely  with  so  wild  a  grace; 

Remember  the  dead  summer-time. 

Think  of  our  loves,  our  feuds  of  old. 
And  how  you  gave  your  chain  of  gold 

To  me  for  a  peace-offering; 
And  how  all  night  I  lay  awake 
To  touch  and  kiss  it  fof  your  sake, — 

To  touch  and  kiss  the  lifeless  thing. 

Lady,  beware,  for  all  we  say, 
This  Love  shall  live  another  day, 

Awakened  from  his  deathly  sleep: 
The  heart  that  once  has  been  your  shrine 
For  other  loves  is  too  divine ; 

A  home,  my  dear,  too  wide  and  deep. 

What  did  I  say  —  why  do  I  dream  ? 
Why  should  I  struggle  with  the  stream 

Whose  waves  return  not  any  day  ? 
Close  heart,  and  eyes,  and  arms  from  me; 
Farewell,  farewell !  so  must  it  be, 

So  runs,  so  runs,  the  world  away. 

The  season  bears  upon  its  wing 

The  swallows  and  the  songs  of  spring, 

And  days  that  were,  and  days  that  flit: 
The  loved  lost  hours  are  far  away; 
And  hope  and  fame  are  scattered  spray 
For  me,  that  gave  you  love  a  day. 

For  you  that  not  remember  it. 


Translation  of  Andrew  Lang. 
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FREDERIC  WILLIAM  HENRY  MYERS 

(1843-1901) 

'UCH  of  what  is  most  subtle  and  penetrative  in  contempo- 
rary English  criticism  is  embodied  in  the  writings  of  certain 
men  of  letters  whose  names  are  familiar  only  to  a  special 
and  limited  circle.  Frederic  W.  H.  Myers  was  one  of  those  critics 
whose  work,  while  not  in  any  sense  popular,  obtained  well-established 
recognition  for  its  literary  finish,  and  pre-eminently  for  its  originality 
and  suggestiveness.  The  complex  forces  of  the  end  of  the  century 
may  not  have  been  favorable  to  the  production  of  creative  genius,  but 
they  were  favorable  to  the  birth  and  growth  of  a  sensitive  critical  spirit. 
Mr.  Myers's  Modern  and  Classical  Essays  were  the  work  of  one  to 
whom  the  revelations  of  science  in  all  its  branches  were  a  source 
of  enlightenment  on  subjects  with  which  it  would  seem  that  science 
primarily  had  nothing  to  do.  He  was  of  the  number  of  those 
who  would  wed  the  materialistic  knowledge  of  the  age  to  an  ideal- 
ism the  more  intense  because  it  is  denied  the  outlet  of  a  definite 
religious  faith.  He  would  judge  of  literature,  of  personality,  of  the 
various  phenomena  of  his  own  and  of  a  past  age,  by  the  new  lights 
of  science, — and  at  the  same  time  by  the  light  that  never  was  on 
sea  or  land.  It  is  this  combination  of  the  idealistic  with  the  exact 
spirit  which  gives  to  the  essays  of  Mr.  Myers  their  peculiar  charm, 
and  which  fitted  him  to  write  with  such  exquisite  appreciation  of  Mar- 
cus Aurelius  and  Virgil,  of  Rossetti  and  George  Eliot.  In  his  heart 
he  had  all  the  romance  of  a  poet, — his  desire  to  live  by  admiration, 
hope,  and  love,  his  sensitiveness  to  the  beautiful,  his  passionate  belief 
in  the  soul  and  its  great  destinies ;  but  his  brain  ruled  his  heart  with 
typical  modern  caution.  In  his  efforts  to  reconcile  these  elements  in 
his  nature,  Mr.  Myers  infused  into  his  essays,  whatever  their  subjects, 
the  speculative  thought  of  his  generation  concerning  the  unseen 
world  and  man's  relation  to  it;  and  especially  of  that  great  question 
of  personal  immortality,  which  forever  haunts  and  forever  baffles  the 
minds  of  men.  He  was  drawn  naturally  to  a  consideration  of  such  men 
as  Marcus  Aurelius.  The  fitful  dejection  of  the  philosophic  emperor, 
his  resolve  to  learn  and  to  endure,  his  hopeless  hope,  his  calm  in 
the  face  of  the  veil  which  cuts  man  off  from  the  paradise  of  certainties, 
seemed  to  Mr.  Myers  to  prefigure  the  attitude  of  the  modern  mind 
toward  its  mysterious  environment.  Yet  he  himself  went  beyond 
the  negativity  of  Stoicism.      He  believed  that  love  is   the  gateway  to 
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the  unseen  universe,  being  of  those  who,  <' while  accepting  to  the  full 
the  methods  and  the  results  of  science,  will  not  yet  surrender  the 
ancient  hopes  of  the  race." 

In  ^Modern  Poets  and  Cosmic  Law^  he  traces  the  influence  of  Ten- 
nyson and  Wordsworth  on  modern  religious  thought;  a  regenerating 
influence,  because  they  have  realized  *^  with  extraordinary  intuition,** 
and  promulgated  <*  with  commanding  genius,  the  interpenetration  of 
the  spiritual  and  the  material  world.**  Mr.  Myers's  deep  sympathy 
with  Wordsworth  was  completely  expressed  in  his  luminous  biography 
of  the  poet.  His  sympathy  with  George  Eliot  was  less  keen,  or  rather 
it  was  less  that  of  the  mind  than  of  the  heart.  His  depression  in  the 
presence  of  her  hopelessness  is  well  described  in  the  essay  of  which 
she  is  the  subject  : — 

« I  remember  how,  at  Cambridge,  I  walked  with  her  once  in  the  Fellows* 
Garden  of  Trinity,  on  an  evening  of  rainy  May;  and  she,  stirred  somewhat 
beyond  her  wont,  and  taking  as  her  text  the  three  words  which  have  been 
used  so  often  as  the  inspiring  trumpet-calls  of  men, —  the  words  God,  Imvior- 
tality.  Duty, —  pronounced  with  terrible  earnestness  how  inconceivable  was 
the  first,  how  unbelievable  the  secotid,  and  yet  how  peremptory  and  absolute 
the  third.  Never,  perhaps,  have  sterner  accents  affirmed  the  sovereignty  of 
impersonal  and  unrecompensing  law.  I  listened,  and  night  fell;  her  grave, 
majestic  countenance  turned  towards  me  like  a  Sibyl's  in  the  gloom;  it  was 
as  though  she  withdrew  from  my  grasp,  one  by  one,  the  two  scrolls  of  prom- 
ise, and  left  me  the  third  scroll  only,  awful  with  inevitable  fates. » 

Mr.  Myers's  essays  on  *  Science  and  a  Future  Life,*  on  <  Darwin  and 
Agnosticism,*  on  <  Tennyson  as  a  Prophet,*  on  ^A  New  Eirenicon,* 
on  *  Modern  Poets  and  Cosmic  Law,*  are  concerned  chiefly  with 
the  modern  answers  to  the  old  eternal  problems.  Even  his  essays 
on  Mazzini,  on  George  Sand,  on  Renan,  and  on  the  present  political 
and  social  influences  in  France,  are  not  without  their  background  of 
philosophical  contemplation  of  the  end  and  aims  of  man.  Mr.  Myers's 
conclusion  of  the  whole  matter  is  hopeful,  sane,  temperate.  He  is 
confident  of  the  golden  branch  in  the  grove  of  cypress;  confident  that 
darkness  must  eventually  become  revelation.  In  his  verse,  which, 
while  not  of  the  first  order,  is  melodious  and  graceful,  he  exhibits 
the  same  spiritual  intuition.  His  value  as  a  critic  is  largely  the 
result  of  this  recognition,  based  on  no  ephemeral  conclusions,  of  the 
spiritual  element  in  the  destiny  of  man.  Mr.  Myers  was  born  in 
1843,  in  Dufifield,  England.  He  was  the  son  of  a  clergyman  of  some 
note  as  a  writer,  and  a  brother  of  Ernest  Myers,  whose  classical  trans- 
lations are  of  great  literary  excellence.  Mr.  Myers  died  at  Rome,  Italy, 
January  17th,  iqoi.  (Human  Personality  and  its  Survival  of  Bodily 
Death)  and  (Fragments  of  Prose  and  Poetry)  were  published  post- 
humously. 
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THE   DISENCHANTMENT  OF   FRANCE 
From  <  Science  and  a  Future  Life> 

IT    HAS   fallen   to   the  lot   of  the   French   people   to   point  more 
morals,  to  emphasize  more  lessons  from  their  own  experience, 

than  any  other  nation  in  modern  history.  Parties  and  creeds 
of  the  most  conflicting  types  have  appealed  to  Paris  in  turn  for 
their  brightest  example,  their  most  significant  warning.  The 
strength  of  monarchy  and  the  risks  of  despotism;  the  nobility  of 
faith  and  the  cruel  cowardice  of  bigotry ;  the  ardor  of  republican 
fraternity  and  the  terrors  of  anarchic  disintegration  —  the  most 
famous  instance  of  any  and  every  extreme  is  to  be  found  in  the 
long  annals  of  France.  And  so  long  as  the  French  mind,  at 
once  loeical  and  mobile,  continues  to  be  the  first  to  catch  and 
focus  the  influences  which  are  slowly  beginning  to  tell  on  neigh- 
boring States,  so  long  will  its  evolution  possess  for  us  the  unique 
interest  of  a  glimpse  into  stages  of  development  through  which 
our  own  national  mind  also  may  be  destined  ere  long  to  pass. 

Yet  there  has  of  late  been  a  kind  of  reluctance  on  the  part  of 
other  civilized  countries  to  take  to  themselves  the  lessons  which 
French  history  still  can  teach.  In  Germany  there  has  been  a 
tone  of  reprobation,  an  opposition  of  French  vice  to  Teuton  vir- 
tue; and  in  England  there  has  been  some  aloofness  of  feeling, 
some  disposition  to  think  that  the  French  have  fallen,  through 
their  own  fault,  into  a  decadence  which  our  robuster  nation  need 
not  fear. 

In  the  brief  review,  however,  which  this  essay  will  contain 
of  certain  gloomy  symptoms  in  the  spiritual  state  of  France,  we 
shall  keep  entirely  clear  of  any  disparaging  comparisons  or  insin- 
uated blame.  Rather,  we  shall  regard  France  as  the  most  sensi- 
tive organ  of  the  European  body  politic;  we  shall  feel  that  her 
dangers  of  to-day  are  ours  of  to-morrow,  and  that  unless  there 
still  be  salvation  for  her,  our  own  prospects  are  dark  indeed. 

But  in  the  first  place,  it  may  be  asked,  what  right  have  we 
to  speak  of  France  as  decadent  at  all  ?  The  word,  indeed,  is  so 
constantly  employed  by  French  authors  of  the  day,  that  the  for- 
eigner may  assume  without  impertinence  that  there  is  some  fit- 
ness in  its  use.  Yet  have  we  here  much  more  than  a  fashion  of 
speaking  ?  the  humor  of  men  who  are  *•'•  sad  as  night  for  very 
wantonness,**  who  play  with  the  notion  of  national  decline  as  a 
xvni — 658 
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rich  man  in  temporary  embarrassment  may  play  with  the  notion 
of  ruin  ?  France  is  richer  and  more  populous  than  ever  before ; 
her  soldiers  still  fight  bravely;  and  the  mass  of  her  population, 
as  judged  by  the  statistics  of  crime,  or  by  the  colorless  half -sheet 
which  forms  the  only  national  newspaper,  is  at  any  rate  tranquil 
and  orderly.  Compare  the  state  of  France  now  with  her  state 
just  a  century  since,  before  the  outbreak  of  the  Revolution.  Ob- 
servers who  noted  that  misgovernment  and  misery,  those  hordes 
of  bandits  prowling  over  the  untilled  fields,  assumed  it  as  mani- 
fest that  not  the  French  monarchy  only,  but  France  herself,  was 
crumbling  in  irremediable  decay.  And  yet  a  few  years  later,  the 
very  children  reared  as  half  slaves,  half  beggars,  on  black  bread 
and  ditch-water,  were  marching  with  banners  flying  into  Vienna 
and  Moscow.  One  must  be  wary  in  predicting  the  decline  of  a 
nation  which  holds  in  reserve  a  spring  of  energy  such  as  this. 

Once  more.  Not  physically  alone  but  intellectually,  France 
has  never,  perhaps,  been  stronger  than  she  is  now.  She  is  lack- 
ing indeed  in  statesmen  of  the  first  order,  in  poets  and  artists 
of  lofty  achievement;  and  if  our  diagnosis  be  correct,  she  must 
inevitably  lack  such  men  as  these.  But  on  the  other  hand,  her 
living  savants  probably  form  as  wise,  as  disinterested  a  group 
of  intellectual  leaders  as  any  epoch  of  her  history  has  known. 
And  she  listens  to  them  with  a  new  deference;  she  receives  re- 
spectfully even  the  bitter  home-truths  of  M.  Taine;  she  honors 
M.  Renan  instead  of  persecuting  him ;  she  makes  M.  Pasteur  her 
national  hero.  These  men  and  men  like  these  are  virtually  at 
the  head  of  France;  and  if  the  love  of  truth,  the  search  for 
truth,  fortifies  a  nation,  then  assuredly  France  should  be  stronger 
now  than  under  any  of  her  kings  or  her  Cassars. 

Yet  here  we  come  to  the  very  crux  of  the  whole  inquiry.  If 
we  maintain  that  an  increasing  knowledge  of  truth  is  necessarily 
a  strength  or  advantage  to  a  nation  or  an  individual,  we  are  as- 
suming an  affirmative  answer  to  two  weighty  questions:  the  first, 
whether  the  scheme  of  the  universe  is  on  the  whole  good  rather 
than  evil;  the  second,  whether,  even  granting  that  the  sum  of 
things  is  good,  each  advancing  step  of  our  knowledge  of  the  uni- 
verse brings  with  it  an  increased  realization  of  that  ultimate 
goodness.  Of  course  if  we  return  to  the  first  question  the  pes- 
simistic answer, —  if  the  world  is  a  bad  place,  and  cosmic  suicide 
the  only  reasonable  thing, —  the  present  discussion  may  at  once 
be  closed.     For  in   that  case  there  is  no  such  thing  as  progress, 
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no  such  thing  as  recovery;  and  the  moral  discouragement  of 
France  does  but  indicate  her  advance  upon  the  road  which  we 
must  all  inevitably  travel. 

Let  us  assume,  however,  as  is  commonly  assumed  without  too 
curious  question,  that  the  universe  is  good,  and  that  to  know  the 
truth  about  it  is  on  the  whole  an  invigorating  thing.  Yet  even 
thus,  it  is  by  no  means  clear  that  each  onward  step  we  make 
in  learning  that  truth  will  in  itself  be  felt  as  invigorating.  All 
analogy  is  against  such  a  supposition:  whether  we  turn  to  the 
history  of  philosophy,  and  the  depression  repeatedly  following  on 
the  collapse  of  specious  but  premature  conceptions,  or  to  the 
history  of  individual  minds,  and  the  despair  of  the  beginner  in 
every  art  or  study  when  he  recognizes  that  he  has  made  a  false 
start,  that  he  knows  almost  nothing,  that  the  problems  are  far 
more  difficult  than  his  ignorance  had  suspected. 

Now  I  think  it  is  not  hard  to  show  that  France,  even  on 
the  most  hopeful  view  of  her,  is  at  present  passing  through  a 
moment  of  spiritual  reaction  such  as  this.  In  that  country,  where 
the  pure  dicta  of  science  reign  in  the  intellectual  classes  with 
less  interference  from  custom,  sentiment,  tradition,  than  even  in 
Germany  itself,  we  shall  find  that  science,  at  her  present  point, 
is  a  depressing,  a  disintegrating  energy. 

And  therefore,  when  we  compare  the  present  state  of  France 
with  her  state  a  century  ago,  we  must  not  rank  her  dominant 
savants  as  a  source  of  national  strength.  Rather,  they  are  a 
source  of  disenchantment,  of  disillusionment^  to  use  the  phrase  of 
commonest  recurrence  in  modern  French  literature  and  speech. 
Personally  indeed  the  class  of  savants  includes  many  an  example 
of  unselfish  diligence,  of  stoical  candor;  but  their  virtues  are  per- 
sonal to  themselves,  and  the  upshot  of  their  teaching  affords  no 
stable  basis  for  virtue. 

We  may  say,  then,  that  in  1888  France  possesses  everything 
except  illusions;  in  1788  she  possessed  illusions  and  nothing  else. 
The  Reign  of  Reason,  the  Return  to  Nature,  the  Social  Contract, 
Liberty,  Equality,  Fraternity  —  the  whole  air  of  that  wild  time 
buzzed  with  new-hatched  Chimasras,  while  at  the  same  time  the 
old  traditions  of  Catholicism,  Loyalty,  Honor,  were  still  living  in 
many  an  ardent  heart. 

What  then  is,  in  effect,  the  disenchantment  which  France 
has  undergone?  What  are  the  illusions  —  the  so-called,  so-judged 
illusions  —  which  are  fading  now  before  the  influence  of  science  t 
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How  is  a  foreigner  to  analyze  the  confused  changes  in  a  great 
people's  spiritual  life  ?  Must  not  his  own  personal  acquaintance 
with  Frenchmen,  which  is  sure  to  be  slight  and  shallow,  unduly 
influence  his  judgment  of  the  nation  ?  It  seems  to  me  that 
he  must  set  aside  his  personal  acquaintanceships,  and  form  his 
opinion  from  current  literature  and  current  events;  endeavoring 
so  far  as  may  be  to  elicit  such  general  views  of  life  as  may  be 
latent  in  the  varying  utterances  of  novelist,  essayist,  politician, 
philosopher,  and  poet.  Thus  reading  and  thus  comparing,  we 
shall  discern  a  gradual  atrophy  of  certain  habits  of  thought,  cer- 
tain traditional  notions;  and  if  we  class  as  illusions  these  old 
conceptions  from  which  the  French  people  seem  gradually  to  be 
awakening,  we  find  them  reducible  to  four  main  heads:  the  reli- 
gious, the  political,  the  sexual,  and  the  personal  illusions. 

By    the    <* religious    illusion,**  —  speaking,    it    will    be    remem- 
bered, from  the  point  of  view  of  the  Frenchman  of  the  type  now 
under  discussion, —  I  mean  a  belief   in  the  moral  government  of 
the   world,  generally    involving    a   belief   in  man's   future   life;  in 
which  life  we  may  suppose  virtue  victorious,  and  earth's  injust- 
ices redressed.      These   cardinal  beliefs,   now   everywhere   on   the 
defensive,  are  plainly  losing  ground  in  France  more  rapidly  than 
elsewhere.     And  the  strange  thing  is,  that  while  Christianity  thus 
declines,  it    seems   to   leave   in   France    so   little   regret   behind   it 
that  its  disappearance  is  signalized  only  by  loud  battles  between 
"Liberalism**    and    "Clericalism**;    not,    as    in    England,    by    sad 
attempts  at  reconciliation,  by  the   regrets   and   appeals   of  slowly 
severing  men.     A  book  like  Chateaubriand's   'Genie  du  Christian- 
isme,*  nay,  even  a  book  like  Lamennais's  *  Paroles  dun  Croyant,* 
would   now  be  felt  to  be  an   anachronism.      Militant  Catholicism 
seems  almost  to  have  died  out  with    M.  Veuillot's   article  in  the 
Univers;  and  an  application  to  a  high  ecclesiastical  authority  for 
recent  defenses  of  the  faith  brought  to  me  only  a  recommendation 
to  read  the  Bishops'  Charges,  the  mandements  dW'^quc.     Paradox 
as  it  may   seem,  M.  Renan  is  almost   the   only  French  writer  of 
influence  who  believes  that  Christianity  —  of  course  a  Christianity 
without  miracles  —  will  be  in  any  sense  the  religion  of  the  future; 
and  his  recent  iitterances  show  that  pious  sentiment,  in  his  hands, 
is  liable  to  sudden  and  unexpected  transformations. 

Let  us  pass  on  to  the  second  class  of  illusions  from  which 
France  seems  finally  to  have  awakened  Under  the  title  of  the 
"political  illusion**  we  may  include  two  divergent  yet  not  wholly 
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disparate  emotions, —  the  enthusiasm  of  loyalty  and  the  enthu- 
siasm of  equality.  Each  of  these  enthusiasms  has  done  in  old 
times  great  things  for  France;  each  in  turn  has  seemed  to  offer 
a  self-evident,  nay,  a  Divine  organization  of  the  perplexed  affairs 
of  men.  But  each  in  turn  has  lost  its  efficacy.  There  is  now 
scarcely  a  name  but  General  Boulanger's  in  France  which  will 
raise  a  cheer;  scarcely  even  a  Socialistic  Utopia  for  which  a  man 
would  care  to  die.  The  younger  nations,  accustomed  to  look  to 
France  for  inspiration,  feel  the  dryness  of  that  ancient  source, 
"lis  ne  croient  a  rien,'^  said  a  Russian  of  the  Nihilists,  "mais 
lis  ont  besoin  du  martyre  '*  (They  believe  in  nothing,  but  they 
must  have  martyrdom).  The  Nihilists,  indeed,  are  like  the  lem- 
mings, which  swim  out  to  sea  in  obedience  to  an  instinct  that 
bids  them  seek  a  continent  long  since  sunk  beneath  the  waves. 
Gentle  anarchists,  pious  atheists,  they  follow  the  blind  instinct 
of  self-devotion  which  makes  the  force  of  a  naive,  an  unworldly 
people.  But  there  is  now  no  intelligible  object  of  devotion  left 
for  them  to  seek;  and  they  go  to  the  mines  and  to  the  gib- 
bet without  grasping  a  single  principle  or  formulating  a  single 
hope.  These  are  the  pupils  of  modern  France;  but  in  France 
herself  the  nihilistic  disillusionment  works  itself  out  un.hindered  by 
the  old  impulse  to  die  for  an  idea.  The  French  have  died  for 
too  many  ideas  already;  and  just  as  they  have  ceased  to  idealize 
man's  relationship  to  God,  so  have  they  ceased  at  last  to  idealize 
his  relationship  to  his  fellow-men. 

But  the  process  of  disillusionment  can  be  traced  deeper  still. 
Closer  to  us,  in  one  sense,  than  our  relation  to  the  universe  as  a 
whole,  more  intimate  than  our  relation  to  our  fellow-citizens,  is 
the  mutual  relation  between  the  sexes.  An  emotion  such  as  love, 
at  once  vague,  complex,  and  absorbing,  is  eminently  open  to  fresh 
interpretation  as  the  result  of  modern  analysis.  And  on  compar- 
ing what  may  be  called  the  enchanted  and  disenchanted  estimates 
of  this  passion, —  the  view  of  Plato,  for  instance,  and  the  view 
of  Schopenhauer, —  we  find  that  the  discordance  goes  to  the  very 
root  of  the  conception;  that  what  in  Plato's  view  is  the  accident, 
is  in  Schopenhauer's  the  essential;  that  what  Plato  esteemed  as 
the  very  aim  and  essence  is  for  Schopenhauer  a  delusive  fig- 
ment, a  witchery  cast  over  man's  young  inexperience,  from  which 
adult  reason  should  shake  itself  wholly  free.  For  Plato  the  act 
of  idealization  which  constitutes  love  is  closely  akin  to  the  act  of 
idealization  which  constitutes  worship.     The  sudden  passion  which 
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carries  the  lover  beyond  all  thought  of  self  is  the  result  of  a 
memory  and  a  yearning  which  the  beloved  one's  presence  stirs 
within  him;  a  memory  of  ante-natal  visions,  a  yearning  towards 
the  home  of  the  soul.  The  true  end  of  love  is  mutual  ennoble- 
ment; its  fruition  lies  in  the  unseen.  Or  if  we  look  to  its  earthly 
issue,  it  is  not  children  only  who  are  born  from  such  unions  as 
these,  but  from  that  fusion  of  earnest  spirits,  great  thoughts,  just 
laws,  noble  institutions  spring, —  «a  fairer  progeny  than  any  child 
of  man." 

Not  one  of  the  speculations  of  antiquity  outdid  in  lofty  origi- 
nality this  theme  of  Plato's,  And  however  deeply  the  changing 
conditions  of  civilization  might  modify  the  outward  forms  or  set- 
ting of  love,  this  far-reaching  conception  has  been  immanent  in 
the  poet's  mind,  and  has  made  of  love  an  integral  element  in  the 
spiritual  scheme  of  things.  «  Love  was  given, «  says  Wordsworth, 
in  a  poem  which  strangely  harmonizes  the  antique  and  the  mod- 
ern ideal, — 

"Love  was  given, 
Encouraged,  sanctioned,  chiefly  for  that  end: 
For  this  the  passion  to  excess  was  driven, — 
That  self  might  be  annulled;  her  bondage  prove 
The  fetters  of  a  dream,  opposed  to  Love." 

And  even  when  the  passion  has  not  been  thus  directly  linked 
with  ethical  aims,  it  has  been  credited  with  a  heaven-sent,  a  mys- 
terious charm;  like  the  beauty  and  scent  of  flowers,  it  has  been 
regarded  as  a  joy  given  to  us  for  the  mere  end  of  joy. 

In  recent  years,  however,  a  wholly  different  aspect  of  the  paSv 
sion  of  love  has  been  raised  into  prominence.  This  new  theory  — 
for  it  is  hardly  less  — is  something  much  deeper  than  the  mere 
satirical  depreciation,  the  mere  ascetic  horror,  of  the  female  sex. 
It  recognizes  the  mystery,  the  illusion,  the  potency  of  love:  but 
it  urges  that  this  dominating  illusion  is  no  heaven-descended 
charm  of  life,  but  the  result  of  terrene  evolution ;  and  that,  so  far 
from  being  salutary  to  the  individual,  it  is  expressly  designed 
to  entrap  him  into  subserving  the  ends  of  the  race,  even  when 
death  to  himself  (or  herself)  is  the  immediate  consequence.  It 
was  in  England  that  the  facts  in  natural  history  which  point  to 
this  conclusion  were  first  set  forth;  it  was  in  Germany  that  a 
philosophical  theory  was  founded  (even  before  most  of  those  facts 
were  known)  upon  these  blind  efforts  of  the  race,  working  through 
the  passions  of  the  individual,  yet  often  to  his  ruin:   but  it  is  in 
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France  that  we  witness  the  actual  entry  of  this  theory  into  the 
affairs  of  life, —  the  gradual  dissipation  of  the  "sexual  illusion'* 
which  nature  has  so  long  been  weaving  with  unconscious  magic 
around  the  senses  and  the  imagination  of  man. 

In  the  first  place,  then,  human  attractiveness  has  suffered  some- 
thing of  the  same  loss  of  romance  which  has  fallen  upon  the 
scent  and  color  of  flowers,  since  we  have  realized  that  these  have 
been  developed  as  an  attraction  to  moths  and  other  insects,  whose 
visits  to  the  flower  are  necessary  to  secure  effective  fertilization. 
Our  own  attractiveness  in  each  other's  eyes  seems  no  longer  to 
point  to  some  Divine  reminiscence;  rather,  it  is  a  character  which 
natural  and  sexual  selection  must  needs  have  developed,  if  our 
race  was  to  persist  at  all:  and  it  is  paralleled  by  elaborate  and 
often  grotesque  aesthetic  allurements  throughout  the  range  of 
organized   creatures  of  separate  sex. 

Once  more.  The  great  Roman  poet  of  "wheat  and  woodland, 
tilth  and  vineyard,  hive  and  horse  and  herd,"  insisted  long  ago 
on  the  divergence,  throughout  animated  nature,  of  the  prompt- 
ings of  amorous  passion  and  of  self-preservation.  Passing  beyond 
the  facile  optimism  of  pastoral  singers,  he  showed  the  peace,  the 
strength,  the  life  of  the  animal  creation  at  the  mercy  of  an 
instinct  which  they  can  neither  comprehend  nor  disobey.  /;/ 
furias  ignemque  ruiint.  Advancing  science  has  both  confirmed 
and  explained  this  profound  observation.  She  has  discovered 
instances  where  the  instinct  in  question  conducts  not  merely  to  a 
remote  and  contingent  but  to  an  immediate  and  inevitable  death, 
and  where  yet  it  works  itself  out  with  unfailing  punctuality.  And 
she  has  demonstrated  that  in  the  race  of  races  the  individual 
must  not  pause  for  breath;  his  happiness,  his  length  of  days 
must  be  subordinated  to  the  supreme  purpose  of  leaving  a  pro- 
geny which  can  successfully  prolong  the  endless  struggle.  And 
here  the  bitter  philosophy  of  Schopenhauer  steps  in,  and  shows 
that  as  man  rises  from  the  savage  state,  the  form  of  the  illusive 
witchery  changes,  but  the  witchery  is  still  the  same.  Nature  is 
still  prompting  us  to  subserve  the  advantage  of  the  race, — an 
advantage  which  is  not  our  own, —  though  she  uses  now  such  del- 
icate baits  as  artistic  admiration,  spiritual  sympathy,  the  union 
of  kindred  souls.  Behind  and  beneath  all  these  is  still  her  old 
unconscious  striving;  but  she  can  scarcely  any  longer  outwit  us: 
we  now  desire  neither  the  pangs  of  passion,  nor  the  restraints 
of  marriage,  nor  the  burden  of  offspring;    while  for  the  race  we 
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need  care  nothing,  or  may  even  deem  it  best  and  most  merciful 
that  the  race  itself  should  lapse  and  pass  away. 

The  insensible  advance  of  this  sexual  disenchantment  will 
show  itself  first  and  most  obviously  in  the  imaginative  literature 
of  a  nation.  And  the  transition  from  romanticism  to  so-called 
naturalism  in  fiction,  which  is  the  conspicuous  fact  of  the  day  in 
France,  is  ill  imderstood  if  it  be  taken  to  be  a  mere  change  in 
literary  fashion,  a  mere  reaction  against  sentimental  and  stylistic 
extravagance.  The  naturalists  claim  —  and  the  claim  is  just  — 
that  they  seek  at  least  a  closer  analogy  with  the  methods  of 
science  herself;  that  they  rest  not  on  fantastic  fancies,  but  on 
the  documents  hiiviains  which  are  furnished  by  the  actual  life 
of  every  day.  But  on  the  other  hand,  the  very  fact  that  this  is 
all  which  they  desire  to  do,  is  enough  to  prove  that  even  this 
will  scarcely  be  worth  the  doing.  The  fact  that  they  thus  shrink 
from  idealizing  bespeaks  an  epoch  barren  in  ideal.  Schopen- 
hauer boasted  that  he  had  destroyed  "die  Dame,''  the  chivalrous 
conception  of  woman  as  a  superior  being;  and  such  novels 
as  those  of  Flaubert,  Zola,  Maupassant,  exhibit  the  world  with 
this  illusion  gone.  If,  moreover,  the  relations  between  men  and 
women  are  not  kept,  in  a  sense,  above  the  relations  between  men 
and  men,  they  will  rapidly  fall  below  them.  We  are  led  into  a 
world  of  joyless  vice  from  the  sheer  decay  of  the  conception  of 
virtue. 

And  thus  we  are  brought,  by  a  natural  transition,  to  the 
fourth  and  last  illusion  from  which  French  thought  is  shaking 
itself  free, —  the  illusion  which  pervades  man  more  profoundly 
than  any  other:  the  dream  of  his  own  free-will,  and  of  his  psy- 
chical unity.  It  is  in  the  analysis  of  this  personal  illusion  that 
much  of  the  acutest  French  work  has  lately  been  done;  it  is  here 
that  ordinary  French  opinion  is  perhaps  furthest  removed  from 
the  English  type;  and  it  is  here,  moreover,  as  I  shall  presently 
indicate, —  it  is  on  this  field  of  experimental  psychology, —  that 
the  decisive  battles  of  the  next  century  seem  likely  to  be  fought. 
In  this  essay,  however,  I  must  keep  clear  of  detail,  and  must 
touch  only  on  the  general  effect  of  the  mass  of  teaching.    .    .    . 

As  regards  the  freedom  of  the  will,  indeed,  it  might  have 
been  supposed  that  the  controversy  had  now  been  waged  too  long 
to  admit  of  much  accession  of  novel  argument.  Nor,  of  course, 
can  any  theory  which  we  hold  as  to  human  free-will  reasonably 
influence  our  actions  one  way  or  the  other.     Yet  we  know  that 
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as  a  matter  of  actual  observation,  Mahommedan  fatalism  does 
influence  conduct;  and  the  determinism  which  is  becoming-  defi- 
nitely the  creed  of  France  may  similarly  be  traced  throughout 
their  modern  pictures  of  life  and  character,  as  a  paralyzing  influ- 
ence in  moments  of  decisive  choice,  of  moral  crisis. 

I  have  now,  though  in  a  very  brief  and  imperfect  way,  ac- 
complished the  task  which  seemed  to  me  to  have  some  promise 
of  instruction.  I  have  tried  to  decompose  into  its  constituent  ele- 
ments the  vague  but  general  sense  of  malaise  or  decadence  which 
permeates  so  much  of  modern  French  literature  and  life.  And 
after  referring  this  disenchantment  to  the  loss  of  certain  beliefs 
and  habits  of  thought  which  the  majority  of  educated  French- 
meft  have  come  with  more  or  less  distinctness  to  class  as  illus- 
ions, I  have  endeavored  —  it  may  be  thought  with  poor  success  — 
to  suggest  some  possibility  of  the  reconstitution  of  these  illus- 
ions on  a  basis  which  can  permanently  resist  scientific  attack.  In 
experimental  ps5^chology  I  have  suggested,  so  to  say,  a  nostrum, 
but  without  propounding  it  as  a  panacea;  and  I  cannot  avoid  the 
conclusion  that  we  are  bound  to  be  prepared  for  the  worst.  Yet 
by  "the  worst*  I  do  not  mean  any  catastrophe  of  despair,  any 
cosmic  suicide,  any  world-wide  unchaining  of  the  brute  that  lies 
pent  in  man.  I  mean  merely  the  peaceful,  progressive,  orderly 
triumph  of  Vhomme  sensuel  moyen  [the  average  man] ;  the  gradual 
adaptation  of  hopes  and  occupations  to  a  purely  terrestrial  stand- 
ard; the  calculated  pleasures  of  the  cynic  who  is  resolved  to  be  a 
dupe  no  more. 

Such  is  the  prospect  from  our  tower  of  augury  —  the  warning 
note  from  France,  whose  inward  crises  have  so  often  prefigured 
the  fates  through  which  Western  Europe  was  to  pass  ere  long. 
Many  times,  indeed,  have  declining  nations  risen  anew,  when 
some  fresh  knowledge,  some  untried  adventure,  has  added  meaning 
and  zest  to  life.  Let  those  men  speak  to  us,  if  any  there  be, 
who  can  strengthen  our  hearts  with  some  prevision  happier  dian 
mine.  For  if  this  vanward  and  eager  people  is  never  to  be 
"  begotten  ?,gain  unto  a  lively  hope  "  by  some  energy  still  unfelt 
and  unsuspected,  then  assuredly  France  will  not  suffer  alone  from 
her  atrophy  of  higher  life.  No;  in  that  case  like  causes  else- 
where must  produce  like  effects;  and  there  are  other  great  nations 
whose  decline  will  not  be  long  delayed. 
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BY  WILLIAM   SHARP  AND   ERNEST  RHYS 

iiTH  the  advance  of  the  new  science  of  folk-lore,  we  are  apt 
to  forget  perhaps  that  the  old  literature  on  which  the  study 
is  based  is  one  of  the  richest  and  most  entertaining  in  the 
world.  Fairy-tale  is  its  foster-mother,  and  the  home  out  of  whieh  it 
passed  is  as  mysterious  as  fairy-land  itself,  and  as  full  of  wonders; 
although  the  name  of  << Aryan'*  may  seem  at  a  first  glance  to  suggest 
only  the  science  of  races,  or  the  endless  differences  of  the  doctors  of 
philology  over  the  relations  of  myth  to  the  decay  of  language.  That, 
however,  is  a  side  of  the  subject  upon  which  we  are  not  called  to 
dwell.  Science  apart,  it  is  enough  to  show  that  the  way  into  the  old 
wonder-land  where  the  early  Aryans  first  drew  breath,  and  shaped 
our  speech,  and  began  our  traditions,  may  be  traveled  for  the  sheer 
pleasure  of  the  adventure,  as  well  as  for  abstruser  ends.  The  mys- 
terious door  of  the  Aryan  mythologies  may  look  forbidding,  but  its 
"  Open  sesame ! ''  is  nothing  more  occult  than  the  title  of  the  first 
time-honored  fairy-tale  one  happens  to  remember.  And  once  inside 
this  dim  ancestral  gate,  the  demesne  is  so  richly  fertile,  and  so  vari- 
ous in  its  partitions  and  pleasaunces,  that  the  idlest  observer  can- 
not but  be  allured  further.  The  Aryan  realm,  eastern  and  western,- 
includes  not  only  the  Greek,  Scandinavian,  and  Indian  mythologies, 
but  Slavic  folk-tales,  Roumanian  folk-songs,  Sicilian  idyls,  and  all 
the  confused  popular  traditions  of  the  Anglo-Celtic  peoples.  If  we 
may  believe  the  folk-lorists, —  as  here  at  least  we  can  do, —  King 
Arthur  and  Queen  Guinevere  are  among  its  heroic  children,  equally 
with  Odin  and  Sigurd,  or  Heracles  and  Helen  of  Troy.  Its  music 
is  echoed  in  the  early  Celtic  elemental  rhymes  and  poems,  equally 
with  the  Vedic  Hymns  and  the  epic  strain  of  Homer.  Its  traditions 
flit  to  and  fro  over  the  face  of  the  earth,  from  the  Ganges  to  the 
Mississippi,  from  the  Thames  to  the  Tiber.  The  nursery  tales  we  tell 
our  children  to-day  are,  many  of  them,  but  variants  of  the  old  primi- 
tive tales  of  Light  and  Darkness,  Sleep  and  vSilence,  told  to  the  babes 
that  watched  the  flames  flicker,  or  heard  the  wolves  howl,  amid  the 
trees  of  that  unmapped  region  which  was  the  birthplace  of  the  Aryan 
peoples. 
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It  is  clear  that  the  primary  myths  and  folk-tales  of  so  vast  an 
order  of  mankind,  and  the  secondary  more  conscious  literary  devel- 
opment of  the  same  subject-matter,  together  make  an  immense  con- 
tribution to  the  world's  literature.  We  can  at  best  indicate  here  a 
little  of  its  richness  and  extent,  referring  our  readers  to  the  original 
authorities  for  the  full  history  of  the  subject.  Even  so,  it  must  be 
kept  in  mind  that  folk-lore  is  still  a  new  science;  and  that  collections 
of  native  tales  and  traditions,  as  they  still  survive  to-day,  have  been 
made  with  anything  like  order  only  within  the  last  half-century. 
Every  year  now  sees  valuable  new  contributions  from  the  various  folk- 
lore societies, —  additions  which,  it  is  clear,  must  affect  closely  the 
labors  of  the  comparative  mythologists,  and  the  results  at  which  they 
arrive.  Professor  Max  Miiller's  works,  Mr.  J.  G.  Frazer's  *  Golden 
Bough, >  Mr.  Clodd's  <  Myths  and  Dreams,'  Mr.  Andrew  Lang's  *  Cus- 
tom and  Myth,'  Mr.  Sidney  Hartland's  <  Legend  of  Perseus,'  Principal 
Rhys's  <  Hibbert  Lectures,' — all  these  are  works  which  have  helped 
to  give  folk-lore  its  modern  status  and  significance;  and  they  are  but 
the  pioneers  of  a  critical  and  co-ordinating  system  which  is  only  now 
beginning  to  assume  its  right  effects  and  proportions.  But  here  it 
is  not  with  the  method  and  modern  theories,  but  with  the  legendary 
survivals  and  mythic  traditions  of  folk-lore,  that  we  are  concerned. 
It  is  not  even  necessary  for  us  to  decide  the  vexed  question  of  the 
exact  region  in  Europe  or  Asia  whence  the  Aryan  peoples  originally 
sprang.  "Whether  indeed  it  be  in  the  Ural  slopes,  the  Norse  valleys, 
or  the  plateau  of  the  Himalaya,  that  the  newest  argument  places  the 
cradle  of  the  Aryan,  we  shall  still  find,  most  likely,  that  the  illus- 
trations of  the  argument  adduced  are  more  interesting  than  the  argu- 
ment itself. 

In  the  same  way,  although  we  may  not  accept  the  solar  theory  in 
mytholog}^  our  interest  in  sun  myths  and  the  folk-tales  that  have 
grown  out  of  them,  will  be  undiminished.  Again,  if  Mr.  Herbert 
Spencer's  theory  of  the  origin  of  mythology  and  its  fables  —  that  it 
was  an  outgrowth  of  primitive  man's  ancestor-worship  • — seems  doubt- 
ful, we  shall  still  find  the  whole  range  of  fetish  and  totem  traditions 
and  beliefs  full  of  profoundly  suggestive  matter  of  fancy  and  matter 
of  fact.  Thinking  on  it,  we  shall  turn  with  a  new  feeling  to  many 
old  rural  reminders  of  death;   or  to  such  testimony  as  that  of  Ovid's 

lines, — 

«Est  honor  et  tumulis,»  etc.,*  — 

in  which  he  describes  the  Feast  of  the  Romans  in  the  Ides  of  Febru- 
ary in  honor  of  the  ghosts  of  their  ancestors. 

The  mysteries  of  death,  and  of  the  forces  of  nature;  the  inter- 
change of  light  and  darkness;  the  passing  of  the  sun;  —  we  need  no 

*«And  even  to  the  tomb. is  honor  paid.»-^< Fasti.* 
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theory  to  account  for  the  early  effect  these  had  on  the  savage  imagi- 
nations of  our  primitive  Aryan  forefathers.  Of  the  aerial  and  earthly 
phenomena,  which  worked  early  upon  the  mind  of  man,  and  led  him 
to  weave  a  myth  out  of  the  emotions  and  sensations  they  caused, 
the  sun  perhaps  affords  the  best  instance.  For,  go  where  you  will 
through  the  uttermost  regions  of  the  Aryan  peoples,  as  we  now  rec- 
ognize them,  you  will  still  find  the  sun,  and  with  him  the  moon  and 
the  stars,  regnant  in  the  realm  of  folk-lore.  Take  in  the  <  Rig-Veda^ 
(x.  95),  the  poem  of  the  love  of  Urvasi  and  Pururavas,  in  which  Pro- 
fessor Max  Miiller  considers  the  latter  to  stand  for  the  sun,  while 
Urvasi  is  the  early  dawn.  Or  take  the  folk-song  sung  on  New  Year's 
Eve  by  that  most  primitive  and  archaic  of  European  peoples,  the 
Mordvins, —  an  offshoot  of  the  Finns,  who  live  between  the  Volga 
and  the  Oka,  in  a  territory  extending  on  both  sides  of  the  Sura:  — 

«Denyan  Lasunyas 
Is  a  bright  moon. 
His  wife  Masai 
A  ruddy  sun. 
And  Denyan's  children 
Are  the  stars. 
.  Tannysai  f » 

In  this  stanza  it  is  seen  that  the  sun  is  a  woman,  contrary  to  the 
custom  in  myth,  early  and  late;  except  —  and  this  is  a' matter  of  great 
and  interesting  significance  —  in  the  instance  of  Celtic,  or  at  least 
Gaelic-Celtic  myth  and  legendary  lore,  where  the  sun  is  always  fem- 
inine. But  indeed,  to  quote  Mr.  Edward  Clodd,  « the  names  given  to 
the  sun  in  mythology  are  as  manifold  as  his  aspects  and  influences, 
and  as  the  moods  of  the  untutored  minds  that  endowed  him  with  the 
complex  and  contrary  qualities  which  make  up  the  natiire  of  man.>* 
And  the  gender  of  the  sun,  as  well  as  of  many  other  natural  phe- 
nomena,  is  found  to  change  frequently  in  different  tongues;  but  as 
a  rule,  in  Aryan  folk-lore,  he  is  masculine,  and  the  moon  feminine. 
In  the  old  Greek  myths,  both  sun  and  moon  are  fully  endowed  with 
human  qualities  and  human  passions  and  failings;  and  yet  the  sun  is 
godlike,  and  has  powers  far  beyond  those  of  humankind.  «  The  sun,» 
we  are  reminded  by  the  modern  mythologists,  <<  is  all-seeing  and  alU 
penetrating.  In  a  Greek  song  of  to-day,  a  mother  sends  a  message 
to  an  absent  daughter  by  the  sun;  it  is  but  an  unconscious  repeti- 
tion of  the  request  of  the  dying  Ajax,  that  the  heavenly  body  will 
tell  his  fate  to  his  old  father  and  his  sorrowing  spouse.  >> 

If  we  arrive  at  something  like  a  sympathetic  understanding  of  the 
tendency  in  primitive  man  to  humanize  and  personify  the  signs  and 
appearances  of  nature,  we  shall  be  very  near  an  explanation  of  the 
Greek  mythology,  and  its  marvelous  confusion  of  noble  and  ignoble,  of 
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heroic  and  demoralized  deities.  The  savage  survival  in  that  mythol- 
ogy of  so  many  of  the  more  gross  and  repulsive  elements  of  folk- 
lore is  but  another  proof  of  the  extraordinary  persistence  of  traditional 
ideas,  as  against  consciously  reasoned  ideas,  of  nature.  While  in  art, 
and  in  human  intelligence  and  conduct  of  life,  they  had  grown  into 
the  civilized  condition  which  made  an  Aristotle  and  a  Plato  possible, 
their  primitive  mythopoeic  sense,  as  it  existed  some  thousand  years 
before,  still  retained  its  hold  on  them.  Do  we  not  find  the  same 
survival,  in  our  most  modern  races,  of  superstitions  as  old  as  the 
oldest  Aryan  type  ? 

The  oldest  survivals  of  all  in  the  Greek  religion  are  not  to  be 
learnt  from  the  pages  of  Homer  and  the  Greek  dramatists,  but  from 
what  we  may  gather  indirectly  from  those  obscurer  sources  in  which 
folk-lore  has  so  often  had  its  memorials  overlaid  with  dust.  To  eke 
out  these  reminders,  we  have  the  more  formal  testimony  of  such 
authors  as  Pausanias  and  Eusebius,  Herodotus  and  Lactantius,  Por- 
phyrins and  Plutarch.  Pausanias  tells  us,  in  mysterious  terms,  of  the 
dreadful  rites  on  the  Lycaean  Hill,  as  late  as  the  second  century.  On 
the  crest  of  the  mountain  is  the  altar  of  Zeus;  and  before  it  "stand 
two  pillars  facing  the  rising  sun,  and  thereon  golden  eagles  of  yet 
more  ancient  workmanship.  And  on  this  altar  they  sacrifice  to  Zeus 
in  a  manner  that  may  not  be  spoken,  and  little  liking  had  I  to  make 
much  search  into  this  matter.  But  let  it  be  as  it  is,  and  as  it  hath 
been  from  the  beginning. '^  Mr.  Lang,  commenting  on  this  ominous 
passage,  reminds  us  *  that  "  the  traditional  myths  of  Arcadia  tell  of 
the  human  sacrifices  of  Lycaon,  and  of  men  who,  tasting  the  meat 
of  a  mixed  sacrifice,  put  human  flesh  between  their  lips  unawares.^' 
The  horrors  of  "  Voodoo  '*  among  the  negroes  of  Hayti,  or  the  tradi- 
tion of  human  sacrifices  in  the  Vedic  religion,  or  among  the  Druids  in 
ancient  time,  show  how  religious  rites  were  apt  to  conserve  strange 
and  terrible  mythical  ideas,   century  after  century. 

From  the  Jewish  and  other  non-Aryan  rites,  we  may  gather  many 
interesting  corroborative  particulars  as  to  the  law  and  manner  of 
sacrifice.  But  without  following  up  the  more  tragic  and  terrible  side 
of  its  ancient  practice,  as  relating  to  the  peculiar  expiatory  virtue  of 
human  victims,  let  us  recall  that  much  of  the  existing  folk-lore  of 
fire  naturally  associates  itself  with  the  lingering  of  the  traditions  con- 
cerning its  use  in  the  rites  of  the  altar,  from  time  immemorial. 

Those  who  have  read  Mr.  J.  G.  Frazer's  remarkable  treatise  on 
the  esoteric  explanation  of  the  old  mythical  traditions,  *The  Golden 
Bough,*  will  readily  recall  the  ancient  mysteries  of  the  lovely  wood- 
land lake  of  Nemi,  with  which  he  begins  his  book.  The  scene  is 
enshrined  in  all  its  beauty,  and  idealized  with  a  perfect  imagination.. 

*<Myth,  Ritiml,  and  Religion, >  Vol.  i.,  page  269. 
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in  Turner's  picture  of  <The  Golden  Bough,'  in  which  the  classic 
forms  of  the  lovely  nymphs  of  Diana's  train  are  seen  dancing.  But 
another  form,  ominous  and  sinister,  was  at  one  time  to  be  seen  in 
the  sanctuary  there,— that  of  the  priest  of  Nemi,  pacing  the  grove, 
sword  in  hand,  awaiting  the  predestinate  coming  of  him  who  should 
break  off  the  Golden  Bough  from  the  one  sacred  tree,  and  try  to 
slay  him,  and  so  succeed  to  his  dreadful  and  mysterious  priesthood. 
For  a  man  could  only  become  the  priest  of  Nemi  by  first  slaying  a 
former  holder  of  the  office.  And  this  was  but  the  dark  initiation  of 
a  profoundly  symbolistic  ritual  in  honor  of  the  tutelary  goddess, 
Diana  Nemorensis, — Diana  of  the  Grove,— in  whose  rites  Fire  played 
a  very  essential  and  striking  part.  Now,  without  following  up  Mr. 
Frazer's  suggestive  line  of  argument,  and  without  insisting  theoreti- 
cally on  the  significance  of  Fire  as  a  Sun-symbol,  or  the  Golden 
Bough  as  a  Tree-symbol,  or  the  slaying  and  the  slain  priest  as  a 
type  of  the  « slain  God,''  it  may  be  seen  what  a  long  series  of  vital 
associations  is  opened  up  to  the  student  of  folk-lore  by  such  things. 
Many  of  our  simplest  festive  and  social  celebrations  to-day  have  an 
ancestry  older  far  than  the  oldest  literary  memorials  we  possess. 

We  still  speak  with  a  certain  serious  and  hospitable  sentiment  of 
the  hearth;  which  is  a  relic  of  the  primitive  awe  and  mythopoeic 
sense  with  which  our  wild  first  forefathers  regarded  the  familiar 
spirit  that  haunts  every  house,  and  makes  life  in  our  northern  lati- 
tudes possible  and  pleasant.  Most  readers  now  can  only  recall, 
within  their  own  experience,  any  acquaintance  with  primitive  fire  lore 
in  connection  with  Christmas  and  its  Yule  log,  or  perhaps  a  fire  set 
burning  on  New  Year's  Eve  and  kept  alight  until  the  incoming  of 
the  New  Year,  or  a  bonfire  lighted  for  some  modern  commemoration. 
But  even  so,  it  is  remarkable  that  the  sense  of  the  mystery  of  the 
fire,  and  its  essential  sacredness,  have  so  far  escaped  the  cumulative 
attacks  of  all  our  anti-superstitious  civilization.  The  pedigree,  for 
instance,  of  the  tradition  about  a  sacred  and  inviolable  hearth,  or  of 
a  living  fire  that  must  not  be  extinguished,  is  one  of  the  most  inter- 
esting in  all  Aryan  folk-lore.  Accepting  provisionally  the  theory 
that  a  Russo-Finnish  region  was  at  least  one  of  the  first  to  be 
touched  by  the  effluent  stream  of  the  Aryan  race,  let  us  note  that 
the  sacredness  of  the  fire  is  a  prime  article  in  the  creed  of  the  Rus- 
sian peasant.  Mr.  W.  R.  S.  RaLston  tells  us  in  his  delightful  <  Songs 
of  the  Russian  People,*  that  when  a  Russian  family  moves  to  a  new 
house  "  the  fire  is  raked  out  of  the  old  stove  into  a  jar,  and  solemnly 
conveyed  to  the  new  one;  the  words  <  Welcome,  grandfather,  to  the 
new  home!'  being  uttered  when  it  arrives  there."  Among  that 
primitive  Russian  people  the  Mordvins,  to  whom  we  alluded  above, 
on  Christmas  Eve  a  fire  is  lit  in  the  stove  with  a  special  ceremony. 
A   burning   candle   is   placed  before   the   stove,  and  a  fagot   of  birch 
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rods  is  lighted  at  its  flame,  while  the  mistress  of  the  house  says  a 
half-pagan  prayer.*  This  fagot  is  then  placed  on  the  hearth-stone, 
and  the  wood  in  the  stove  kindled  from  it;  while  a  brand  from  the 
last  Christmas  festival  is  placed  on  top  of  the  whole  kindling. 

Passing  now  from  the  Mordvins  to  the  Gaelic  corner  of  the  Aryan 
world,  and  from  the  domestic  to  the  more  ceremonial  uses  of  fire,  we 
find  an  extremely  suggestive  instance  in  the  Scotch  Highlands,  where 
bonfires,  known  as  the  "Beltane  Fires,'*  used  to  be  kindled  on  May 
Day.  The  fires  were  kindled  by  antiquated  methods,  with  no  small 
ceremony,  usually  on  some  prominent  hill-top.  Traditionally,  this  fire 
and  its  ash  had  all  kinds  of  magic  virtues,  in  curing  disease,  breaking 
evil  spells,  etc.  When  the  fire  was  well  alight,  an  oatcake  was  made, 
toasted  by  its  heat,  and  then  broken  into  little  bits;  one  piece  being 
made  black  with  charcoal.  Next,  the  bits  were  put  into  a  bonnet, 
and  lots  were  drawn,  and  the  man  drawing  the  black  bit  was  called 
Cailleach  bealtine, — the  Beltane  carline, — and  was  supposed  to  be  burnt 
in  the  fire  as  a  sacrifice  to  Baal.  His  companions  indeed  made  a 
show  of  putting  him  into  the  bonfire ;  but  the  ceremony  was  consid- 
ered complete  if  he  jumped  thrice  through  the  flames.  In  this,  there 
is  no  doubt,  as  Mr.  Frazer  points  out  in  his  <  Golden  Bough,  >  we  have 
the  clear  trace  of  a  human  sacrifice  by  fire,  lingering  in  a  semi- 
playful  rustic  ceremony. 

In  Europe  generally,  such  fire  feasts  are  held  on  Midsummer  Eve 
(23d  June)  or  Midsummer  Day  (24th  June) ;  and  besides  the  usual 
bonfires,  torch  processions,  and  the  custom  of  rolling  a  fiery  wheel 
down  the  slopes  of  the  appointed  hill,  formed  part  of  the  feast.  One 
finds  these  still  in  many  parts  of  Germany,  as  at  Kouz  on  the 
Moselle;  in  Poitou;  in  Brittany;  and  they  existed,  or  still  exist,  in 
Wales,  Ireland,  and  the  Isle   of   Man,  and   several   parts   of   England. 

We  have  not  space  to  do  more  than  allude  in  passing  to  the  curi- 
ous and  prevalent  belief  in  <* need-fires,'*  kindled  to  drive  off  plague, 
pestilence,  and  famine;  always  kindled  by  the  friction  of  wood  or 
the  revolution  of  a  wheel.  As  it  is,  we  have  taken  but  one  out  of 
the  many  familiar  things  of  every-day  association  which  are  found  on 
examination  to  discover  the  most  remarkable  traditionary  interest,  in 
the  light  of  the  old  Aryan  myths  and  folk-lore. 

The  study  of  the  lesser  signs  and  symbols,  the  familiar  odds  and 
ends  of  daily  life,  that  in  primitive  times  were  used  to  express  man's 
feeling  for  the  mystery  of  a  difficult  world,  ordered  by  laws  and 
forces  which  he  did  not  comprehend,  brings  us  to  the  question  of 
fetishes   and  fetishism;   a  term  which  was  first  used  by  that  pioneer 

*«0  Cham  Pas,  have  mercy  upon  us;  let  the  ruddy  sun  rise,  warm  us 
with  his  warmth,  and  cause  our  corn  to  grow  in  great  plenty  for  us  all!** 
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of  mythology,  De  Brosses,  in  his  <Culte  des  Dieux  Fetiches,*  in  the 
middle  of  the  eighteenth  century,  and  which  is  derived  from  a 
Portuguese  word  meaning  a  talisman.  But  on  this,  again,  we  can 
only  touch  in  the  briefest  way;  since  to  do  justice  to  the  subject  it  is 
necessary  to  adventure  far  outside  our  limits,  and  indeed  into  fields 
of  extra-Aryan  mythology,  and  of  the  folk-lore  of  non-Aryan  savage 
tribes  that  do  not  come  within  our  province.  But  Professor  Max 
Miiller,  in  his  Hibbert  Lectures  and  elsewhere,  has  used  the  evidence 
freely  that  is  supplied  in  the  Indo-Aryan  literature,  and  all  the  pro- 
found sense  of  the  infinite  in  the  Indo-Aryan  myths,  in  discounting 
the  prevalence  of  fetishism  among  the  primitive  Aryans.  We  do  not 
at  all  agree  with  his  conclusions.  But  he  helps  us  to  see  that  the 
deities  of  the  ^  Vedas '  and  *■  Brahmanas  *  (the  hymns  and  books  of 
devotion  of  India)  are  sprung  from  the  same  order  of  personified  ele- 
mental phenomena  as  the  fire-god  or  the  sun-hero  in  other  Aryan 
mythologies.  To  take  Indra,  the  chief  of  these  deities:  we  trace  in 
the  anomalous  attributes  of  his  divinity  the  signs  of  a  savage  deity 
who  was  now  the  offspring  of  a  cow,  now  a  ram, —  a  ram  that  on 
occasion  could  fly.  Moreover,  is  there  not  a  savage  survival  in  the 
idea  that  Indra  was  much  addicted  to  soma-drin'kmg ;  or  that  he 
committed  the  "unpardonable  sin"  (according  to  the  Vedic  cult), 
/.  <?.,  the  slaying  of  a  Brahman?  Indra  even  drank  soma  which  was 
not  intended  for  him,  and  the  dregs  became  Vrittra  the  serpent,  his 
enemy.  In  fighting  this  foe,  Indra  lost  his  energy,  which  fell  to  earth 
and  begot  trees  and  shrubs ;  while  Vrittra,  being  cut  in  half,  accounted 
for  the  moon  and  other  phenomena  in  the  universe.  In  pursuing  this 
branch  of  mythology,  the  superb  library  afforded  by  the  <  Sacred 
Books  of  the  East'  may  be  consulted,  eked  out  by  such  other  works 
as  Dr.  Muir's  <  Ancient  Sanskrit  Texts,  >  and  Ludwig's  translation  of 
the  <  Rig- Veda.*  The  same  mixture  of  sublime  and  ideal  and  lofty 
ideas  with  savage  and  primitive  and  wildly  immoral  conceptions  of 
the  gods,  will  be  found  in  the  Indo-Aryan,  that  is  found  in  the  Greek 
mythology. 

There  is  no  need  to  dwell  here  on  the  account  that  Homer  gives 
of  the  Greek  gods,  and  their  conduct  and  misconduct  of  their  Divine 
affairs,  for  Homer  will  be  found  treated  elsewhere;  but  let  us  recall 
that  the  children  of  Heaven  and  Earth,  if  we  turn  from  Homer  to 
Hesiod,  included  Ocean,  Hyperion,  Theia,  Rhea,  Themis,  Mnemosyne, 
Tethys,  and  Cronus.  And  then  we  come  to  the  Greek  Indra,  in  Zeus; 
who  unlike  Indra,  however,  is  born  in  the  second  generation  of  the 
gods,  and  even  then  only  saved  by  a  trick  from  the  all-devouring 
wrath  of  his  father  Cronus.  Cronus  alone  affords  a  myth  that  is  a 
sort  of  test  of  the  whole  mythopoeic  making  of  divinities  out  of  crude 
material,  and  jDreserving  the  cruder  characteristics  even  in  the  highly 
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developed  forms  of  a  complex,  consciously  arranged  mythology.  It  is 
thus  we  follow  the  early  Greek  myths,  and  watch  them  passing  out 
of  pure  folk-lore  and  primary  mythology  into  secondary  and  literary 
forms,  until  we  come  to  their  presentment  by  Homer  and  Hesiod. 

It  is  the  same  process  as  we  see,  working  on  equally  Aryan  ideas, 
in  the  Scandinavian  mythology;  until  it  arrives  at  its  secondary 
stage,  in  the  marvelous  world  of  human  and  divine  creation  in  the 
<Nibelungen  Lied.^  In  this  evolution  of  barbaric  divinities,  and  the 
elaboration  of  the  crude  heroic  ideal,  Odin  may  be  compared  very 
suggestively  with  the  Greek  Zeus,  and  Zeus  with  the  Vedic  Indra; 
and  Indra  again  with  the  Norse  Odin:  and  much  light  may  thus  be 
gained  by  a  resort  to  comparative  mythology  in  considering  the  chief 
deities  of  the  greater  Indo-European  systems  of  ex-Christian  religion. 

But  indeed,  whether  we  study  the  great  myths  or  the  humblest 
things  in  folk-lore,  the  Indo-European  or  Aryan  tongues  will  be  found 
to  stammer  out  at  last  but  the  same  message  of  the  infinities  that 
received  its  highest  expression  in  a  Semitic  tongue.  The  Celts  and 
Germans,  the  Sanskrit  and  Zendish  peoples,  the  Latins  and  Greeks, 
all  belong  to  one  family  of  speech ;  but  even  a  ten-centuries  main- 
tained speech  is  less  permanent,  and  a  less  certain  synthetic  measure 
of  man,  than  human  nature  and  human  imagination.  And  it  is  only 
now,  when  folk-lore  is  beginning  to  see  the  common  ground  betwixt 
the  Aryan  and  the  non-Aryan  races  and  their  histories,  that  it  is 
learning  to  make  its  lanterns  light  for  us  the  "  dark  backward  and 
abysm  of  time,^^  across  which  we  look  wistfully  to  the  legended  old 
dreams  first  dreamt  in  the  childish  cradle  sleep  of  our  race.  Like 
faint  memories  of  that  cradle  sleep,  we  listen  now  to  the  myths  of 
the  creation  of  the  earth,  and  of  man's  destiny;  myths  of  the  stars; 
myths  of  the  joy  and  sorrow  of  life  and  death;  and  of  fire  and  of  the 
elements.  Read  apart,  they  are  beautiful  and  divine  fables;  read  in 
the  unity  of  man's  common  aspiration,  they  are  the  testament  of  the 
imperfect  first  beginning,  and  the  slow  growth  toward  perfection,  of 
his  expression  of  the  mystery  of  nature,  and  of  the  eternal  that  is 
behind  nature. 

A  word  remains  to  be  said  about  the  illustrative  items  that  follow, 
which  are  chosen  mainly  with  a  view  to  showing  the  variety  of  the 
entertainment  offered  by  the  Aryan  myths  and  folk-lore.  As  it  is, 
we  have  omitted  those  fairy  and  folk  tales,  which  are,  like  *■  Rumpel- 
stilskin*  and  ^Jack  the  Giant-Killer,>  enshrined  in  every  reader's 
memory;  we  have  omitted  also  such  passages  as  those  in  Homer, 
or  the  <Nibelungen  Lied,>  or  in  the  Arthurian  legendary  romances, 
which  fall  under  other  departments  of  the  present  work.  Of  those 
which  do   appear,  and  which  may  not  carry  their  full  and  sufficient 
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explanation  on  the  face  of  them,  we  may  explain  that  the  ^Kinvad 
Bridge  *  and  the  ^  Brig  o'  Dread  >  show  the  identity  and  the  world- 
wide prevalence  of  the  folk-lore  relating  to  the  passage  of  the  souls 
of  the  dead.  The  contemporary  Russian  account  of  the  faith  in 
'Hangman's  Rope'  points  to  the  old  idea,  common  in  witches'  pre- 
scriptions, of  the  virtue  of  a  dead  man's  hand  or  other  belongings, 
especially  if  the  man  came  by  a  dark  and  dreadful  end;  it  is  but 
another  form,  in  fact,  of  fetish-worship.  The  tale  of  the  'Bad  Wife* 
is  a  variant  of  one  common  to  all  tongues,  relating  to  matrimonial 
troubles  and  the  punishment  of  a  local  Hades, —  the  nearest  con- 
venient pit,  or  cave,  or  dark  pool.  Mare  au  diable,  or  "  Devil's  Punch- 
bowl." The  Silesian  tale  of  the  'Sleeping  Army*  is  a  variant  of  a 
common  tradition  which  is  locally  related  of  King  Arthur  and  his 
knights  in  South  Wales.  The  two  May  Day  verses,  and  those  relat- 
ing to  Christmas  decorations,  are  but  another  relic  of  the  old  tree- 
worship,  whose  traces  linger  in  many  an  unsuspected  rustic  rhyme 
to-day.  Certain  old  English  charms  and  superstitions  relating  to  the 
sacred  efficacy  against  evil  of  bread, — an  idea  common  to  all  northern 
Aryan  folk-lore, —  may  be  found  daintily  preserved  by  Herrick,  who 
was  the  earliest  collector  of  Devonshire  folk-lore.  An  old  knife 
charm,  and  a  variant  of  the  custom  of  honoring  the  Christmas  fire,— 
a  relic  of  old  fire-worship,— which  we  Jiave  described  above  among 
the  Mordvins,  are  also  taken  from  the  ^Hesperides. *  The  'Legend  of 
Bomere  Pool,*  the  tale  of  the  'Fairy  Prince  from  Lappmark,*  and.  the 
Catalonian  folk-tale,  serve  to  illustrate  further  the  universal  Aryan 
custom  (and  indeed  the  extra-Aryan  custom  too)  of  attaching  mythi- 
cal characters,  good  and  evil,  elvish  and  demonic,  to  marked  locali- 
ties, hills,  lakes,  and  the  like. 

All  these,  let  us  remind  the  reader  finally,  are  but  crumbs  from 
the  great  feast,  whose  full  equipment  includes  not  only  the  humblest 
couplet  or  game-rhyme  that  children  sing,  but  the  mysteries  of  medi- 
aeval romance,  and  the  epic  glooms  and  splendors  of  all  the  Aryan 
mythologies. 
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THE   KINVAD    BRIDGE 
From  the  <  Zend-Avesta  > 

THEN  the  fiend  named  Vizareska  carries  off  in  bonds  the  souls 
of  the  wicked  Daeva-worshipers  who  live  in  sin.     The   soul 
enters  the  way  made  by  Time,  and  open  both  to  the  wicked 
and  the  righteous. 

At  the  head  of  the  Kinvad  Bridge,  the  holy  bridge  made  by 
Mazda,  they  ask  for  their  spirits  and  souls,  the  reward  for  the 
worldly  goods  which  they  gave  away  below. 

Then  comes  the  well-shapen,  strong,  and  tall  maiden  with  the 
hounds  at  her  sides;  —  she  who  can  distinguish,  who  is  graceful, 
who  does  what  she  desires,  and  is  of  high  understanding. 

She  makes  the  soul  of  the  righteous  go  up  above  the  heavenly 
hill;  above  the  Kinvad  Bridge  she  places  it  in  the  presence  of 
the  heavenly  gods  themselves. 

Note. —  The  Kinvad  Bridge  crosses  over  Hades  to  Paradise.  For 
the  souls  of  the  good,  it  grows  wider  (nine  javelins  width);  for  the 
wicked  it  narrows  to  a  thread,  and  they  fall  from  it  into  the  depths 
of  Hades. 


THE   BRIDGE   OF   DREAD 
From  < Border  Minstrelsy* 

[«This  dirge  used  to  be  sung  in  the  North  of  England,  over  a  dead  body, 
previous  to  burial.  The  tune  is  weird  and  doleful,  and  joined  to  the  mys- 
terious import  of  the  words,  has  a  solemn  effect.  The  word  sleet,  in  the 
chorus,  seems  to  be  corrupted  from  selt,  or  salt.» — Sir  Walter  Scott's  note.] 


T 


HIS  ae  nighte,  this  ae  nighte, 
Every  night  and  alle; 
Fire  and  sleete,  and  candle  lighte, 
And  Christe  receive  thye  saule. 


When  thou  from  hence  away  are  paste, 

Every  night  and  alle; 
To  Whinny-muir  thou  comest  at  laste: 
And  Christe  receive  thye  saule. 

If  ever  thou  gavest  hosen  and  shoon, 

Every  night  and  alle; 
Sit  thee  down  and  put  them  on: 
And  Christe  receive  thye  saule. 
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If  hosen  and  shoon  thou  ne'er  gavest  nane, 

Every  night  and  alle ; 
The  Whinnes  shall  pricke  thee  to  the  bare  bane: 
And  Christe  receive  thye  saule. 

From  Whinny-muir  when  thou  mayst  passe, 

Every  night  and  alle ; 
To  Brigg  o'  Dread  thou  comest  at  laste: 
And  Christe  receive  thye  saule.* 


From  Brigg  o'  Dread  when  thou  mayst  passe, 

Every  night  and  alle ; 
To  purgatory  fire  thou  comest  at  laste : 
And  Christe  receive  thye  saule. 

If  ever  thou  gavest  meat  or  drink, 

Every  night  and  alle; 
The  fire  shall  never  make  thee  shrinke: 
And  Christe  receive  thye  saule. 

If  meat  and  drinke  thou  gavest  nane, 

Every  night  and  alle ; 
The  fire  will  burn  thee  to  the  bare  bane: 
And  Christe  receive  thye  saule. 

This  ae  nighte,  this  ae  nighte, 

Every  night  and  alle; 
Fire  and  sleete,  and  candle  lighte, 
And  Christe  receive  thye  saule. 


THE     LEGEND     OF     BOMERE     POOL  f 
From  Miss  C.    S.   Burne's  <  Shropshire    Folk-Lore  > 

MANY  years  ago  a  village  stood    in    the    hollow    which  is  now 
fillcn  up  by  the  mere.     But  the  inhabitants  were  a  wicked 
race,  who    mocked    at    God    and    his    priest.     They  turned 
back  to  the  idolatrous  practices  of    their    fathers,   and  worshiped 
Thor  and  Woden;  they  scorned  to  bend  the  knee,   save  in  mock- 
cry,  to  the  White  Christ  who  had  died  to  save  their  souls.     The 

*  There  must  originally  have  been  two  more  verses,  describing  the  fate  of 
the  Kf)()d  and  bad  souls  at  the  Bridge. 

•f  Compare  Hawthorne's  <  Philemon  and  Baucis, >  in  the  <  Wonder  Book,> 
which  is  essentially  the  same  story. 
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old  priest  earnestly  warned  them  that  God  would  punish  such 
wickedness  as  theirs  by  some  sudden  judgment,  but  they  laughed 
him  to  scorn.  They  fastened  fish-bones  to  the  skirt  of  his  cas- 
sock, and  set  the  children  to  pelt  him  with  mud  and  stones. 
The  holy  man  was  not  dismayed  at  this;  nay,  he  renewed  his 
entreaties  and  warnings,  so  that  some  few  turned  from  their  evil 
ways  and  worshiped  with  him  in  the  little  chapel,  which  stood 
on  the  bank  of  a  rivulet  that  flowed  down  from  the  mere  on  the 
hillside. 

The  rains  fell  that  December  in  immense  quantities.  The 
mere  was  swollen  beyond  its  usual  limits,  and  all  the  hollows  in 
the  hills  were  filled  to  overflowing.  One  day  when  the  old  priest 
was  on  the  hillside  gathering  fuel,  he  noticed  that  the  barrier  of 
peat,  earth,  and  stones  which  prevented  the  mere  flowing  into 
the  valley  was  apparently  giving  way  before  the  mass  of  water 
above.  He  hurried  down  to  the  village,  and  besought  the  men  to 
come  up  and  cut  a  channel  for  the  discharge  of  the  superfluous 
waters  of  the  mere.  They  only  greeted  his  proposal  with  shouts 
of  derision,  and  told  him  to  go  and  mind  his  prayers,  and  not 
spoil  their  feast  with  his  croaking  and  his  kill-joy  presence. 

These  heathen  were  then  keeping  their  winter  festival  with 
great  revelry.  It  fell  on  Christmas  Eve.  The  same  night  the 
aged  priest  summoned  his  few  faithful  ones  to  attend  at  the  mid- 
night mass  which  ushered  in  the  feast  of  our  Savior's  nativity. 
The  night  was  stormy,  and  the  rain  fell  in  torrents;  yet  this  did 
not  prevent  the  little  flock  from  coming  to  the  chapel.  The  old 
servant  of  God  had  already  begun  the  holy  sacrifice,  when  a  roar 
was  heard  in  the  upper  part  of  the  valley.  The  server  was  just 
ringing  the  Sanctus  bell  which  hung  in  the  bell-cot,  when  a  flood 
of  water  dashed  into  the  church,  and  rapidly  rose  till  it.  put  out 
the  altar-lights.  In  a  few  moments  more  the  whole  building  was 
washed  away;  and  the  mere,  which  had  burst  its  mountain  bar- 
rier, occupied  the  hollow  in  which  the  village  had  stood.  Men 
say  that  if  you  sail  over  the  mere  on  Christmas  Eve  just  after 
midnight,  you  may  hear  the  Sanctus  bell  tolling. 
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THE    LAKE   OF   THE   DEMONS 

Catalonian  variant  of  a  folk-tale   common  to  every  mountain  region;  related 

by  Gervase  of  Tilbury 

IN  Catalonia  there  is  a  lofty  mountain  named  Cavagnim,  at  the 
foot  of  which  runs  a  river  with  golden  sands,  in  the  vicinity 
of  which  there  are  likewise  mines  of  silver.  This  mountain 
is  steep,  and  almost  inaccessible.  On  its  top,  which  is  always 
covered  with  ice  and  snow,  is  a  black  and  bottomless  lake,  into 
which  if  a  stone  be  thrown,  a  tempest  suddenly  rises;  and  near 
this  lake,  though  invisible  to  men,  is  the  porch  of  the  Palace  of 
Demons.  In  a  town  adjacent  to  this  mountain,  named  Junchera, 
lived  one  Peter  de  Cabinam.  Being  one  day  teased  with  the 
fretfulness  of  his  young  daughter,  he  in  his  impatience  suddenly 
wished  that  the  Devil  might  take  her;  when  she  was  immediately 
borne  away  by  the  spirits.  About  seven  years  afterwards,  an 
inhabitant  of  the  same  city,  passing  by  the  mountain,  met  a  man 
who  complained  bitterly  of  the  burden  he  was  constantly  forced 
to  bear.  Upon  inquiring  the  cause  of  his  complaining,  as  he  did 
not  seem  to  carry  any  load,  the  man  related  that  he  had  been 
unwarily  devoted  to  the  spirits  by  an  execration,  and  that  they 
now  employed  him  constantly  as  a  vehicle  of  burden.  As  a  proof 
of  his  assertion,  he  added  that  the  daughter  of  his  fellow-citizen 
was  detained  by  the  spirits,  but  that  they  were  willing  to  restore 
her  if  her 'father  would  come  and  demand  her  on  the  mountain. 
Peter  de  Cabinam,  on  being  informed  of  this,  ascended  the  mount- 
ain to  the  lake,  and  in  the  name  of  God  demanded  his  daugh- 
ter; when  a  tall,  thin,  withered  figure,  with  wandering  eyes,  and 
almost  bereft  of  reason,  was  wafted  to  him  in  a  blast  of  wind. 


FAIRY   GIFTS   AND   THEIR    ILL-LUCK 
From  <The  Science  of  Fairy  Tales,)  by  E.  S.  Hartland 

Ai'KASANT  in  Swedish  Lappmark  who  had  one  day  been  un- 
lucky at  the  chase,  was  returning  disgusted,  when  he  met 
a  prince  who  begged  him  to  come  and  cure  his  wife.  The 
peasant  protested  in  vain  that  he  was  not  a  doctor.  The  other 
would  take  no  denial,  insisting  that  it  was  no  matter,  for  if  he 
would  only  put  his  hands  upon  the  lady  she  would  be  healed. 
Accordingly  the  stranger  led  him  to  the  very  top  of  a  mountain, 
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where  was  perched  a  castle  he  had  never  seen  before.  On  enter- 
ing it,  he  found  the  roof  overlaid  with  silver,  the  carpets  of 
silk,  and  the  furniture  of  the  purest  gold.  The  prince  took  him 
into  a  room  where  lay  the  loveliest  of  princesses  on  a  golden 
bed,  screaming  with  pain.  As  soon  as  she  saw  the  peasant  she 
begged  him  to  come  and  put  his  hands  upon  her.  Almost  stu- 
pefied with  astonishment,  he  hesitated  to  lay  his  coarse  hands 
upon  so  fair  a  lady.  But  at  length  he  yielded;  and  in  a  moment 
her  pain  ceased,  and  she  was  made  whole.  She  stood  up  and 
thanked  him,  begging  him  to  tarry  awhile  and  eat  with  them. 
This,  however,  he  declined  to  do;  for  he  feared  that  if  he  tasted 
the  food  which  was  offered  him  he  must  remain  there.  The 
prince  then  took  a  leathern  purse,  filled  it  with  small  round 
pieces  of  wood,  and  gave  it  to  him  with  these  words :  "  So  long 
as  thou  hast  this  purse,  money  will  never  fail  thee.  But  if  thou 
shouldst  ever  see  me  again,  beware  of  speaking  to  me;  for  if 
thou  speak  thy  luck  will  depart."  When  the  man  got  home  he 
found  the  purse  filled  with  dollars;  and  by  virtue  of  its  magical 
property  he  became  the  richest  man  in  the  parish.  As  soon  as 
he  found  the  purse  always  full,  whatever  he  took  out  of  it,  he 
began  to  live  in  a  spendthrift  manner,  and  frequented  the  ale- 
house. One  evening  as  he  sat  there  he  beheld  the  strange  prince 
with  a  bottle  in  his  hand,  going  round  and  gathering  the  drops 
which  the  guests  shook  from  time  to  time  out  of  their  glasses. 
The  rich  peasant  was  surprised  that  one  who  had  given  him  so 
much  did  not  seem  able  to  buy  himself  a  single  dram,  but  was  re- 
duced to  this  means  of  getting  a  drink.  Thereupon  he  went  up 
to  him  and  said :  "  Thou  hast  shown  me  more  kindness  than  any 
other  man  ever  did,  and  I  will  \villingly  treat  thee  to  a  little." 
The  words  were  scarce  out  of  his  mouth  when  he  received  such 
a  blow  on  his  head  that  he  fell  stunned  to  the  ground;  and  when 
again  he  came  to  himself,  the  prince  and  his  purse  were  both 
gone.  From  that  day  forward  he  became  poorer  and  poorer, 
until  he  was  reduced  to  absolute  beggary. 

Note. —  This  story  exemplifies  the  need  of  the  trolls  for  human 
help,  the  refusal  of  food,  fairy  gratitude,  and  the  conditions  involved 
in  the  acceptance  of  supernatural  gifts.  It  mentions  one  further 
characteristic  of  fairy  nature  —  the  objection  to  be  recognized  and 
addressed  by  men  who  are  privileged  to  see  them. —  E.  S.  H. 
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A   SLEEPING  ARMY 

From  Drzebnica  in  Silesia,  near  an  ancient  battle-field.     Variant  of  a  folk-tale 
common  to  the  Celtic  and  Norse  races 

A  PEASANT-GIRL  was  once  wandering  in  the  country,  and  found 
the  mouth  of  a  cavern.  She  entered  and  found  within  a 
host  of  sleeping  warriors,  all  armed  as  if  waiting  for  the 
call  to  battle.  One  of  the  spirit  warriors,  who  seemed  their 
leader,  was  not  asleep;  and  addressing  the  fearful  girl,  told  her 
not  to  mind  the  soldiers,  but  only  to  take  care  not  to  touch  the 
bell  hanging  over  the  entrance.  But  the  girl  was  seized  with  an 
irresistible  desire  to  ring  the  bell.  Its  boom  sounded  through 
the  cavern  as  a  tocsin  to  war.  The  sleeping  host  began  to  awake 
and  to  seize  their  arms.  But  thereupon  the  leader  drove  the  girl 
out,  and  closed  the  cavern  mouth.  No  one  has  since  seen  the 
opening  of  the  cave,  where,  it  is  believed,  the  army  still  sleeps 
undisturbed,  waiting  the  destined  day  of  waking. 

THE   BLACK   LAMB 

From  ^Ancient  Legends  of  Ireland. >     Irish  variant  of  a  common  Aryan 

superstition 

IT  IS  a  custom   amongst  the  people,  when  throwing  away  water 
at  night,  to  cry  out  in  a  loud  voice,  «  Take  care  of  the  water;'* 
or  literally,   "Away  with  yourself  from  the  water:**   for  they 
say  that  the   spirits  of  the  dead   last  buried  are  then  wandering 
about,  and  it  would  be  dangerous  if  the  water  fell  on  them. 

One  dark  night  a  woman  suddenly  threw  out  a  pail  of  boiling 
water  without  thinking  of  the  warning  words.  Instantly  a  cry 
was  heard,  as  of  a  person  in  pain,  but  no  one  was  seen.  How- 
ever, the  next  night  a  black  lamb  entered  the  house,  having  the 
back  all  fresh  scalded,  and  it  lay  down  moaning  by  the  hearth 
and  died.  Then  they  all  knew  that  this  was  the  spirit  that  had 
been  scalded  by  the  woman,  and  they  carried  the  dead  lamb  out 
reverently,  and  buried  it  deep  in  the  earth.  Yet  every  night  at 
the  same  hour  it  walked  again  into  the  house,  and  lay  down, 
moaned,  and  died:  and  after  this  had  happened  many  times,  the 
priest  was  sent  for,  and  finally,  by  the  strength  of  his  exorcism, 
the  spirit  of  the  dead  was  laid  to  rest;  the  black  lamb  appeared 
no  more.  Neither  was  the  body  of  the  dead  lamb  found  in  the 
grave  when  they  searched  for  it,  though  it  had  been  laid  by  their 
own  hands  deep  in  the  earth,  and  covered  with  clay. 
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DEATH-BED   SUPERSTITIONS 
From  the  Folk-Lore  Record.     Ditchling,  Sussex,  August  1820 

WHILST  the  woman  was  dying,   I  was  standing  at  the  foot  of 
the  bed,   when   a  woman  desired  me   to  remove,   saying, 
**  You  should  never  stand  at  the  foot  of  a  bed  when  a  per- 
son is  dying.  *^     The  reason,  I  ascertained,  was  because   it  would 
stop  the  spirit  in  its  departure  to  the  unknown  world. 

Immediately  after  the  woman  was  dead,  I  was  requested  by 
the  persons  in  attendance  to  go  with  them  into  the  garden  to 
awake  the  bees,  saying  it  was  a  thing  which  ought  always  to  be 
done  when  a  person  died  after  sunset. 


THE  WITCHED   CHURN 

From  the  Folk-Lore  Record.  Contains  a  common  superstition  as  to  the  fatal 
sympathetic  sensibility  of  those  possessed  with  powers  of  witchcraft. 
Halstead  in  Essex,  August  1732. 

THERE  was  one  Master  Collett,  a  smith  by  trade,  of  Havening- 
ham  in  the  county  of  Suffolk,  who,  as  'twas  customary  with 
him,  assisting  the  maide  to  churn,  and  not  being  able  —  as 
the  phrase  is  —  to  make  the  butter  come,  threw  a  hot  iron  into 
the  churn,  under  the  notion  of  witchcraft  in  the  case;  upon 
which  a  poore  laborer  then  employed  in  the  farm-yard  cried  out 
in  a  terrible  manner,  **  They  have  killed  me!  they  have  killed  me!  ** 
still  keeping  his  hand  upon  his  back,  intimating  where  the  pain 
was,  and  died  upon  the  spot.  Mr.  Collett,  with  the  rest  of  the 
servants  then,  present,  took  off  the  poor  man's  clothes,  and  found 
to  their  great  surprise  the  mark  of  the  iron  which  was  heated 
and  thrown  into  the  churn,  deeply  impressed  upon  his  back. 
This  account  I  had  from  Mr.  Collett's  own  mouth.  Sigtied^  S. 
Manning. 


THE   BAD  WIFE  AND  THE  DEMON 
From  Folk-Lore  Record.     Russian  variant  of  an  ancient  Eastern  story 

A  BAD  wife  lived  on  the  worst  of  terms  with  her  husband,  and 
never   paid  any  attention  to  what  he  said.     If  her  husband 
told  her  to  get  up  early,  she  would  lie  in  bed  three  days 
at  a  stretch;  if  he  wanted   her  to  go  to  sleep,  she  couldn't  think 
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of  sleeping-.  When  her  husband  asked  her  to  make  pancakes, 
she  would  say,  "  You  thief,  you  don't  deserve  a  pancake !  ^*  If  he 
said,  "Don't  make  any  pancakes,  wife,  if  I  don't  deserve  them,'> 
she  would  cook  a  two-gallon  pot  full,  and  say,  «  Eat  away,  you 
thief,  till  they're  all  gone!" 

One  day,  after  having  had  his  trouble  and  bother  with  her,  he 
went  into  the  forest  to  look  for  berries  and  distract  his  grief;  and 
he  came  to  where  there  was  a  currant-bush,  and  in  the  middle 
of  that  bush  he  saw  a  bottomless  pit.  He  looked  at  it  for  some 
time  and  considered,  "Why  should  I  live  in  torment  with  a  bad 
wife  ?  Can't  I  put  her  into  that  pit  ?  Can't  I  teach  her  a  good 
lesson  ? " 

So  when  he  came  home  he  said:  — 

"Wife,  don't  go  into  the  woods  for  berries.'' 

"  Yes,  you  bugbear,   I  shall  go !  " 

"I've  found  a  currant-bush:    don't  pick  it." 

"Yes,  I  will;  I  shall  go  and  pick  it  clean:  but  I  won't  give 
you  a  single  currant ! " 

The  husband  went  out,  his  wife  with  him.  He  came  to  the 
currant-bush,  and  his  wife  jumped  into  the  middle  of  it,  and 
went  flop  into  the  bottomless  pit. 

The  husband  returned  home  joyfully,  and  remained  there 
three  days;  on  the  fourth  day  he  went  to  see  how  things  were 
going  on.  Taking  a  long  cord,  he  let  it  down  into  the  pit,  and 
out  from  thence  he  pulled  a  little  demon.  Frightened  out  of  his 
wits,  he  was  going  to  throw  the  imp  back  again  into  the  pit,  but 
it  shrieked  aloud  and  earnestly  entreated  him,  saying:  — 

"  Don't  send  me  back  again,  O  peasant !  Let  me  go  out  into 
the  world!  A  bad  wife  has  come  and  absolutely  devoured  us 
all,  pinching  us  and  biting  us  —  we're  utterly  worn  out  with  it. 
I'll  do  you  a  good  turn  if  you  will." 

So  the  peasant  let  him  go  free — at  large  in  Holy  Russia. 
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HANGMAN'S   ROPE 
Russian  variant  of  the  superstition.     Reported  March  27th,  1880 

THE  hangman  is  permitted  to  trade  upon  the  superstition  still 
current  in  Russian  society,  respecting  the  luck  conferred 
upon  gamesters  by  the  possession  of  a  morsel  of  the  rope 
with  which  a  human  being  has  been  strangled,  either  by  the  hand 
of  justice  or  by  his  own.  Immediately  after  young  M'Cadetzky 
had  been  hanged,  only  the  other  day,  Froloff  was  surrounded  by 
members  of  the  Russian  jeuncsse  dorde,  eager  to  purchase  scraps 
of  the  fatal  noose;  and  he  disposed  of  several  dozen  such  talis- 
mans at  from  three  to  five  roubles  apiece,  observing  with  cynical 
complacency  that  "  he  hoped  the  Nihilists  would  yet  bring  him  in 
plenty  of  money." 


MAY-DAY   SONG 

From  J.  G.  Frazer's  <  Golden  Bough.  >  Abingdon  in  Berkshire.  Variant  of 
folk  rhymes  that  sur\nve  from  the  old  Aryan  tree -worship,  associated 
with  May  Day. 


w 


e've  been  rambling  all  the  night, 
And  some  time  of  this  day; 

And  now  returning  back  again, 
We  bring  a  garland  gay. 


A  garland  gay  we  bring  you  here. 
And  at  your  door  we  stand; 

It  is  a  sprout,  well  budded  out, 
The  work  of  our  Lord's  hand. 


OLD  ENGLISH   CHARMS  AND   FOLK  CUSTOMS 
From  Herrick's  <Hesperides.>     Devonshire:  Seventeenth  Century 

Bread  Charms 
I 

BRING  the  holy  crust  of  bread, 
Lay  it  underneath  the  head: 
'Tis  a  certain  charm  to  keep 
Hags  away,  while  children  sleep. 
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II 

If  ye  feare  to  be  affrighted 
When  ye  are  by  chance  benighted. 
In  your  pocket  for  a  trust, 
Carrie  nothing  but  a  crust; 
For  that  holy  piece  of  bread 
Charmes  the  danger  and  the  dread. 

Knife  Charm 

Let  the  superstitious  wife 
Neer  the  child's  heart  lay  a  knife; 
Point  be  up,  and -haft  be  downe: 
While  she  gossips  in  the  towne, 
This  'mongst  other  mystick  charms 
Keeps  the  sleeping  child  from  harms. 


K 


YULE-LOG   CEREMONY 

INDLE  the  Christmas  brand,  and  then 
Till  sunne-set,  let  it  burne ; 
Which  quencht,  then  lay  it  up  agen. 
Till  Christmas  next  returne. 


Part  must  be  kept  wherewith  to  teend 
The  Christmas  log  next  yeare; 

And  where  'tis  safely  kept,  the  fiend 
Can  do  no  mischiefe  there. 


THE   CHANGELING 

From  <A    Pleasant  Treatise  on  Witchcraft.  >     English  variant  of   the  almost 

universal  folk-tale 

A  CERTAIN  woman  having  put  out  her  child  to  nurse  in  the 
country,  found,  when  she  came  to  take  it  home,  that  its 
form  was  so  much  altered  that  she  scarce  knew  it;  never- 
theless, not  knowing-  what  time  might  do,  took  it  home  for  her 
own.  But  when  after  some  years  it  could  neither  speak  nor  go, 
the  poor  woman  was  fain  to  carry  it,  with  much  trouble,  in  her 
arms ;  and  one  day,  a  poor  man  coming  to  the  door,  ^*  God  bless 
you,  mistress,"  said  he,  **  and  your  poor  child:  be  pleased  to  be- 
stow something  on  a  poor  man,**  —  "Ah!   this  child,**  replied   she, 
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«is  the  cause  of  all  my  sorrow, »  and  related  what  had  happened; 
adding,  moreover,  that  she  thought  it  changed,  and  none  of  her 
child.  The  old  man,  whom  years  had  rendered  more  prudent  in 
such  matters,  told  her,  to  find  out  the  truth  she  should  make  a 
clear  fire,  sweep  the  hearth  very  clean,  and  place  the  child  fast 
in  his  chair — that  he  might  not  fall  —  before  it,  and  break  a  dozen 
eggs,  and  place  the  four-and-twenty  half  shells  before  it;  then  go 
out,  and  listen  at  the  door;  for  if  the  child  spoke,  it  was  certainly 
a  changeling;  and  then  she  should  carry  it  out,  and  leave  it  on 
the  dunghill  to  cry,  and  not  to  pity  it,  till  she  heard  its  voice  no 
more.  The  woman,  having  done  all  things  according  to  these 
words,  heard  the  child  say,  ^*  Seven  years  old  was  I  before  I 
came  to  the  nurse,  and  four  years  have  I  lived  since,  and  never 
saw  so  many  milk-pans  before.'^  So  the  woman  took  it  up,  and 
left  it  upon  the  dunghill  to  cry  and  not  to  be  pitied,  till  at  last 
she  thought  the  voice  went  up  into  the  air;  and  on  going  there 
found  her  own  child  safe  and  sound. 


THE  MAGIC  SWORD    (MIMUNG,   OR   BALMUNG) 
Norse  variant  of  the  common  Aryan  sword-myths  (Carlyle's  version) 

BY  THIS  Sword  Balmung  also  hangs  a  tale.  Doubtless  it  was 
one  of  those'  invaluable  weapons  sometimes  fabricated  by 
the  old  Northern  Smiths,  compared  with  which  our  modern 
Foxes  and  Ferraras  and  Toledos  are  mere  leaden  tools.  Von  der 
Hagen  seems  to  think  it  simply  the  Sword  Mimung  under  another 
name;  in  which  case  Siegfried's  old  master,  Mimer,  had  been 
the  maker  of  it,  and  called  it  after  himself,  as  if  it  had  been  his 
son.  In  Scandinavian  chronicles,  veridical  or  not,  we  have  the 
following  account  of  that  transaction.  Mimer  was  challenged  by 
another  Craftsman,  named  Amilias,  who  boasted  that  he  had  made 
a  suit  of  armor  which  no  stroke  could  dint,  to  equal  that  feat  or 
own  himself  the  second  Smith  then  extant.  This  last  the  stout 
Mimer  would  in  no  case  do,  but  proceeded  to  forge  the  Sword 
Mimung;  with  which,  when  it  was  finished,  he,  "in  presence  of 
the  King,'^  cut  asunder  "a  thread  of  wool  floating  on  water.* 
This  would  have  seemed  a  fair  fire-edge  to  most  smiths;  not  so 
to  Mimer:  he  sawed  the  blade  in  places,  welded  it  in  "a  red-hot 
fire  for  three  days,'^  tempered  it  "with  milk  and  oatmeal,*^ 
and   by  much  other   cunning   brought  out   a  sword   that   severed 
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«a  ball  of  wool  floating  on  water.  *^  But  neither  would  this  suf- 
fice him;  he  returned  to  his  smithy,  and  by  means  known  only 
to  himself  produced,  in  the  course  of  seven  weeks,  a  third  and 
final  edition  of  Mimung,  which  split  asunder  a  whole  floating 
pack  of  wool.  The  comparative  trial  now  took  place  forthwith. 
Amilias,  cased  in  his  impenetrable  coat  of  mail,  sat  down  on  a 
bench,  in  presence  of  assembled  thousands,  and  bade  Mimer 
strike  him.  Mimer  fetched  of  course  his  best  blow,  on  which 
Amilias  observed  that  there  was  a  strange  feeling  of  cold  iron  in 
his  inwards.  "Shake  thyself, '^  said  Mimer:  the  luckless  wight 
did  so,  and  fell  in  two  halves,  being  cleft  sheer  through,  never 
more  to  swing  hammer  in  this  world. 
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LADY   NAIRNE   (CAROLINA   OLIPHANT) 

(1766-1845) 

BY   THOMAS   DAVIDSON 

fAROLiNA  Oliphant,  better  known  as  Lady  Nairne,  or  the  Bar- 
oness Nairne,  the  sweetest  and  tenderest  of  all  the  Scottish 
singers,  was   born    at   the   house   of   Gask  in   Perthshire,  on 
August  1 6th,  1766.    Her  family,  whose  original  name  was  Olifard,  had 
been   distinguished   for   courage   and   loyalty  from  the  middle  of   the 
twelfth  century.      In  the  civil  wars  of   171 5  and   1745  they  took  part 
with  the  "Pretenders,'*  and  suffered  grievously  in  consequence.    Caro- 
lina was  named  after  <*  Prince  Charlie.  >*     From  her  earliest  childhood 
she   was  remarkable   for   beauty,  sweetness   of   disposition,  and   men- 
tal  ability.     She  was  especially  fond  of  poetry  and  music,  at  which 
several   of  her   ancestors   had   tried   their   hands.     She   knew  all   the 
old  ballads  and  songs,  and  delighted  to  play  and  sing  them.     As  she 
grew  up,  she    became   a  universal   favorite   with   high   and  low,  and 
was   celebrated   in   song  as   the  <^  Flower  o'  Strathearn. '>     She  was  a 
gay,  robust,  rollicking  girl,  extremely  fond  of  dancing,  riding,  and  all 
healthy  amusements.     In  1797,  when  she  was  in  Durham,  she  received 
an   offer   of  marriage   from   a  royal   duke,  but   declined   it,  being  al- 
ready engaged  to  her  cousin  Major  (afterwards  Lord)  Nairne.    Mean- 
while, having  observed  that  many  of  the  beautiful,  simple  tunes  sung 
by  the  Scottish  peasantry  were  accompanied  with  words  of  doubtful 
tendency,   and  being   also   encouraged  by  the  example  of  Burns,  she 
began  to  consider  whether  she  might  not  do  good  by  writing  better 
words.     Her    first  effort  was   ^The  Plowman,*   whose  immediate   suc- 
cess encouraged  her  to  further  effort.    Soon  after  this  she  wrote  most 
of  her   humorous  and  Jacobite    songs.     In   1798,   on  the  death  of  the 
only  child  of  a  friend  of  her  girlhood,  she  wrote  the  song  by  which 
she  is  best  known,  <  The  Land  o'  the  Leal  * ;  which,  for  tenderness  and 
genuine  pathos,  has  no  equal  in  any  language.      It  is  sung  to  almost 
the   same   tune   as   Burns's   ^  Scots  Wha   Hae.*     About  this  time,  the 
deeply  loyal  and  religious  tendency  in  her  nature  manifested  itself  in 
a  genuine   "conversion,**  which  made  her  a  Christian,  in  the  deepest 
and  best  sense,  for  the  rest  of  her  life.      She  used  to  say,  "Religion 
is   a  walking  and  not  a  talking  concern;**   and  so  she  did  her  good 
deeds  by  stealth. 
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In  1806  she  married  her  cousin,  Major  Nairne,  then  Inspector- 
General  of  Barracks  for  Scotland;  and  settled  in  Edinburgh,  where 
her  only  child,  named  William  Murray,  was  born  in  1808.  Though  she 
might  have  mixed  with  the  best  fashionable  and  literary  society  of 
the  Scottish  capital,  she  preferred  to  live  a  retired  life  and  to  keep 
the  secret  of  her  authorship  to  herself.  She  did  not  even  commu- 
nicate it  to  her  adored  husband,  lest  in  his  pride  of  her  <<  he  micht 
blab.>>  She  did  not  even  cultivate  the  friendship  of  Sir  Walter  Scott, 
although  her  sister  married  a  relative  of  his.  She  did,  however,  take 
the  lead  in  a  committee  of  ladies  who  undertook  to  help  Mr.  Purdie, 
an  Edinburgh  music-publisher,  to  bring  out  the  <  Scottish  Minstrel,  >  a 
purified  collection  of  Scotch  songs  and  airs.  In  doing  so,  she  assumed 
the  name  of  Mrs.  Bogan  of  Bogan ;  and  by  this  alone  she  was  ever 
known  to  Mr.  Purdie,  who  was  carefully  cautioned  not  to  divulge  it. 
And  he  didn't.  The  <  MinstreP  was  completed  in  1824,  in  six  octavo 
volumes.  The  same  year  Major  Nairne  was  raised  to  the  peerage, 
which  his  family  had  lost  through  loyalty  to  the  Stuarts;  and  so  his 
wife  became  Lady  Nairne.  He  died  in  1829;  and  then  on  account  of 
her  son's  health  she  removed  first  to  Clifton,  near  Bristol,  and  then 
to  Ireland,  where  she  made  many  friends,  and  took  a  deep  interest  in 
the  people.  In  1834,  after  a  brief  visit  to  Scotland,  she  crossed  over, 
with  her  sister,  son,  and  niece,  to  the  Continent.  After  visiting  Paris, 
Florence,  Rome,  Naples,  Geneva,  Interlaken,  and  Baden,  the  party 
wintered  at  Mannheim;  and  thence,  in  the  spring  of  1837,  went  to 
Baden-Baden,  where  young  Lord  Nairne  was  seized  with  influenza, 
which  turned  into  consumption.  He  died  on  the  7th  of  December, 
and  was  buried  in  Brussels.  Lady  Nairne,  now  seventy-two  years  of 
age,  never  recovered  from  this  blow;  nevertheless,  she  refrained  from 
complaining,  and  devoted  the  rest  of  her  life  to  doing  good.  After 
visiting  Paris,  Wildbad,  Stuttgart,  and  other  places,  she  settled  for  a 
time  in  Munich.  She  then  traveled  for  four  years  in  Germany,  Aus- 
tria, and  France,  never  meaning  to  return  to  her  own  country.  But 
in  1843,  yielding  to  the  wishes  of  her  nephew,  James  Blair  Oliphant, 
now  proprietor  of  Gask,  she  was  induced  to  return  to  the  scenes  of 
her  childhood;  though  she  could  not  return  to  the  "  auld  hoose," 
since  that  had  been  pulled  down  in  18 19.  Here  she  spent  her  time 
communicating  with  old  friends,  arranging  family  papers,  praying, 
reading,  and  distributing  her  money  among  worthy  causes, — always 
with  the  proviso  that  her  name  was  not  to  be  mentioned.  She 
passed  quietly  away  on  the  26th  of  October,  1845,  and  was  buried  in 
the  private  chapel  at  Gask, —  a  shrine  thenceforth  for  all  lovers  of 
poetry. 

There  are  few  lives  on  record  in  which  one  would  not  wish  to  see 
something  otherwise  than  it  was;   but  Lady  Nairne's  is  one  of  them. 
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Indeed  it  is  difficult  to  conceive  a  life  more  simply,  nobly  lived.  She 
was  adorned  with  every  grace  of  womanhood :  beauty,  dignity,  ten- 
derness, loyalty,  intelligence,  art,  religion.  She  was  not  only  a  model 
daughter,  sister,  wife,  and  mother,  and  a  charming  conversationalist 
and  correspondent,  but  she  was  also  an  admirable  artist  and  musi- 
cian, and  she  wrote  the  finest  lyrics  in  the  Scottish  language.  Her 
charity  also  was  bounded  only  by  her  means.  And  yet,  when  she 
went  to  her  grave,  there  were  probably  not  more  than  three  or  four 
persons  in  the  world  who  knew  that  she  had  ever  written  a  line  of 
poetry,  or  expended  a  sovereign  in  charity.  Dr.  Chalmers,  however, 
who  had  been  to  a  large  extent  her  almoner,  considered  himself 
relieved  from  his  promise  of  secrecy  by  her  death,  and  told  of  the 
large  sums  he  had  received  from  her;  while  her  sister  and  niece, 
assuming  a  similar  liberty,  allowed  the  world  to  know  that  she  had 
written  over  seventy  of  the  best  songs  that  ever  were  composed, — 
songs  pathetic,  humorous,  playful,  martial,  religious.  Thus  her  literary 
fame  was  entirely  posthumous;  but  it  has  grown  steadily,  and  will 
continue  to  grow.  In  the  world  of  lyric  poetry  she  stands,  among 
women,  next  to  Sappho.  There  is  something  about  her  songs  that 
has  no  name, —  something  simple,  natural,  living,  inevitable.  The 
range  of  her  work  is  not  equal  to  that  of  Burns;  but  where  she  could 
go,  he  could  not  follow  her.  She  knew  where  the  heart-strings  lie, 
and  she  knew  how  to  draw  from  them  their  deepest  music.  In  hand- 
ling the  Scottish  language,  she  has  no  equal.  She  spoke  from  her 
heart,  in  the  heartiest  of  languages,  and  her  words  go  to  the  heart 
and  remain  there. 


THE   LAND  O'   THE   LEAL 

I'm  wearin'  awa',  John, 
Like  snaw  wreaths  in  thaw,  John; 
I'm  wearin'  awa' 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
There's  nae  sorrow  there,  John, 
There's  neither  cauld  nor  care,  John, 
The  day  is  aye  fair 

In  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
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Our  bonnie  bairn's  there,  John; 
She  was  baith  gude  and  fair,  John, 
And  oh!  we  grudged  her  sair 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
But  sorrow's  sel'  wears  past,  John, 
And  joy's  a-comin'  fast,  John, — 
The  joy  that's  aye  to  last 

In  the  land  o'  the  leal. 

Sae  dear  that  joy  was  bought,  John, 
Sae  free  the  battle  fought,  John, 
That  sinfu'  man  e'er  brought 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
Oh !  dry  your  glist'ning  e'e,  John : 
My  saul  langs  to  be  free,  John, 
And  angels  beckon  me 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 

Oh!  haud  ye  leal  and  true,  John: 
Your  day  it's  wearin'  thro',  John, 
And  I'll  welcome  you 

To  the  land  o'  the  leal. 
Now  fare  ye  weel,  my  ain  John: 
This  warld's  cares  are  vain,  John; 
We'll  meet,  and  we'll  be  fain. 

In  the  land  o'  the  leal. 


THE  HUNDRED   PIPERS 

Wr  A  hundred  pipers  an'  a',  an'  a', 
Wi'  a  hundred  pipers  an'  a',  an'  a". 
We'll  up  an'  gie  them  a  blaw,  a  blaw, 
Wi'  a  hundred  pipers  an'  a',  an'  a'. 
Oh!  it's  owre  the  Border  awa,  awa. 
It's  owre  the  Border  awa,  awa. 
We'll  on  and  we'll  march  to  Carlisle  ha', 
Wi'  its  yetts,  its  castell,  an'  a',  an'  a'. 

Oh !  our  sodger  lads  looked  braw,  looked  braw, 

Wi'  their  tartans,  kilts,  an'  a',  an'  a', 

Wi'  their  bonnets,  an'  feathers,  an'  glittering  gear. 

An'  pibrochs  sounding  sweet  and  clear. 

Will  they  a'  return  to  their  ain  dear  glen  ? 

Will  they  a'  return,  our  Hieland  men  ? 
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Second-sighted  Sandy  looked  fu*  wae. 
And  mothers  grat  when  they  marched  away, 
Wi'  a  hundred  pipers,  etc. 

Oh,  wha  is  foremost  o'  a',  o'  a'  ? 
Oh,  wha  does  follow  the  blaw,  the  blaw? 
Bonnie  Charlie,  the  king  o'  us  a*,  hurra! 
Wi'  his  hundred  pipers  an'  a',  an'  a'. 
His  bonnet  an'  feather  he's  wavin'  high, 
His  prancin'  steed  maist  seems  to  fly. 
The  nor'  wind  plays  wi'  his  curly  hair, 
While  the  pipers  blaw  in  an  unco  flare. 
Wi'  a  hundred  pipers,  etc. 

The  Esk  was  swollen,  sae  red  and  sae  deep, 
But  shouther  to  shouther  the  brave  lads  keep; 
Twa  thousand  swam  owre  to  fell  English  ground. 
An'  danced  themselves  dry  to  the  pibroch's  sound. 
Dumfoundered,  the  English  saw  —  they  saw — • 
Dumfoundered,  they  heard  the  blaw,  the  blaw, 
Dumfoundered,  they  a'  ran  awa,  awa. 
From  the  hundred  pipers  an'  a',  an'  a'. 
Wi'  a  hundred  pipers  an'  a',  an'  a', 
Wi'  a  hundred  pipers  an'  a',  an'  a*. 
We'll  up  and  gie  them  a  blaw,  a  blaw, 
Wi'  a  hundred  pipers  an'  a',  an'  a'. 


w 


CALLER  HERRIN* 

ha'll  buy  my  caller  herrin'? 
They're  bonnie  fish  and  halesome  farin'; 
Wha'U  buy  my  caller  herrin". 
New  drawn  frae  the  Forth  ? 


When  ye  were  sleepin'  on  your  pillows. 
Dreamed  ye  aught  o'  our  puir  fellows. 
Darkling  as  they  faced  the  billows, 
A'  to  fill  the  woven  willows? 
Buy  my  caller  herrin'. 
New  drawn  frae  the  Forth. 

Wha'll  buy  my  caller  herrin'? 
They're  no  brought  here  without  brave  darin*; 
Buy  my  caller  herrin'. 
Hauled  through  wind  and  rain. 
Wha'll  buy  my  caller  herrin'?  etc. 
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Wha'll  buy  my  caller  herrin'? 
Oh,  ye  may  ca'  them  vulgar  farin': 
Wives  and  mithers  maist  despairin' 
Ca'  them  lives  o'  men, 
Wha'll  buy  my  caller  herrin'?  etc. 

When  the  creel  o'  herrin'  passes, 
Ladies,  clad  in  silks  and  laces. 
Gather  in  their  braw  pelisses. 
Cast  their  heads  and  screw  their  faces. 
Wha'll  buy  my  caller  herrin'  ?  etc. 

Caller  herrin's  no  got  lightlie: 
Ye  can  trip  the  spring  fu'  tightlie; 
Spite  o'  tauntin',  flauntin',  flingin', 
Gow  has  set  you  a'  a-singin', 

Wha'll  buy  my  caller  herrin'  ?  etc. 

Neebor  wives,  now  tent  my  tellin': 
When  the  bonny  fish  ye're  sellin'. 
At  ae  word  be  in  ye're  dealin', — 
Truth  will  stand  when  a'  thing's  failin'. 

Wha'll  buy  my  caller  herrin'? 
They're  bonny  fish  and  halesome  farin*; 
Wha'll  buy  my  caller  herrin', 
New  drawn  frae  the  Forth  ? 


THE  AULD   HOUSE 

OH,  THE  auld  house,  the  auld  house, — 
What  though  the  rooms  were  wee? 
Oh !  kind  hearts  were  dwelling  there, 
And  bairnies  fu'  o'  glee; 
The  wild  rose  and  the  jessamine 

Still  hang  upon  the  wa' : 
How  mony  cherished  memories 
Do  they,  sweet  flowers,  reca'! 

Oh,  the  auld  laird,  the  auld  laird, 

Sae  canty,  kind,  and  crouse, — 
How  mony  did  he  welcome  to 

His  ain  wee  dear  auld  house; 
And  the  leddy  too,  sae  genty. 

There  sheltered  Scotland's  heir, 
And  dipt  a  lock  wi'  her  ain  hana, 

Frae  his  lang  yellow  hair. 
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The  mavis  still  doth  sweetly  sing, 

The  bluebells  sweetly  blaw, 
The  bonny  Earn's  clear  winding  still. 

But  the  auld  house  is  awa'. 
The  auld  house,  the  auld  house, — 

Deserted  though  ye  be. 
There  ne'er  can  be  a  new  house 

Will  seem  sae  fair  to  me. 

Still  flourishing  the  auld  pear-tree 

The  bairnies  liked  to  see; 
And  oh,  how  aften  did  they  speir 

When  ripe  they  a'  wad  be! 
The  voices  sweet,  the  wee  bit  feet 

Aye  rinnin'  here  and  there, 
The  merry  shout  —  oh!  whiles  we  greet 
To  think  we'll  hear  nae  mair. 

For  they  are  a'  wide  scattered  now: 

Some  to  the  Indies  gane, 
And  ane,  alas!  to  her  lang  hame: 

Not  here  we'll  meet  again. 
The  kirkyaird,  the  kirkyaird! 

Wi'  flowers  o'  every  hue. 
Sheltered  by  the  holly's  shade 

An'  the  dark  sombre  yew. 

The  setting  sun,  the  setting  sun! 

How  glorious  it  gaed  doon ; 
The  cloudy  splendor  raised  our  hearts 

To  cloudless  skies  aboon. 
The  auld  dial,  the  auld  dial! 

It  tauld  how  time  did  pass: 
The  wintry  winds  hae  dung  it  doon, 

Now  hid  'mang  weeds  and  grass. 


THE.  LAIRD   O'  COCKPEN 

THE  Laird  o'  Cockpen  he's  proud  and  he's  great. 
His  mind  is  ta'en  up  with  things  o'  the  State; 
He  wanted  a  wife  his  braw  house  to  keep, 
But  favor  wi'  wooin'  was  fashious  to  seek. 

Down  by  the  dyke-side  a  lady  did  dwell. 

At  his  table-head  he  thought  she'd  look  well: 
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M'CHsh's  ae  daughter  o'  Claverse-ha'  Lee, 
A  penniless  lass  wi'  a  lang  pedigree. 

His  wig  was  weel  pouthered,  and  as  glide  as  new; 
His  waistcoat  was  white,  his  coat  it  was  blue; 
He  put  on  a  ring,  a  sword,  and  cocked-hat: 
And  wha  could  refuse  the  Laird  wi'  a'  that? 

He  took  the  gray  mare,  and  rade  cannily. 
And  rapped  at  the  yett  o'  Claverse-ha'  Lee: 
<<  Gae  tell  Mistress  Jean  to  come  speedily  ben, 
She's  wanted  to  speak  wi'  the  Laird  o'  Cockpen.** 

Mistress  Jean  was  makin'  the  elder-flower  wine: 
<^And  what  brings  the  Laird  at  sic  a  like  time?® 
She  put  afiE  her  apron,  and  on  her  silk  gown, 
Her  mutch  wi'  red  ribbons,  and  gaed  awa'  down. 

And  when  she  came  ben  he  bowed  fu'  low. 
And  what  was  his  errand  he  soon  let  her  know: 
Amazed  was  the  Laird  when  the  lady  said  "  Na  ** ; 
And  wi'  a  laigh  curtsey  she  turned  awa'. 

Dumfoundered  he  was,  but  nae  sigh  did  he  gie: 
He  mounted  his  mare,  he  rade  cannily; 
And  aften  he  thought,  as  he  gaed  through  the  glen, 
**  She's  daft  to  refuse  the  Laird  o'  Cockpen.'* 


And  now  that  the  Laird  his  exit  had  made. 
Mistress  Jean  she  reflected  on  what  she  had  said: 
«  Oh !  for  ane  I'll  get  better,  it's  waur  I'll  get  ten, — 
I  was  daft  to  refuse  the  Laird  o'  Cockpen.'* 

Next  time  that  the  Laird  and  the  lady  were  seen, 
They  were  gaun  arm-in-arm  to  the  kirk  on  the  green; 
Now  she  sits  in  the  ha'  like  a  weel-tappit  hen  — 
But  as  yet  there's  nae  chickens  appeared  at  Cockpen. 

The   last  two  verses   were   added   by  Miss   Ferrier,  author  of   < Marriage.' 
They  are  not  unworthy  of  being  preserved  with  the  original. 
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WHA'LL   BE   KING   BUT   CHARLIE? 


T 


HE  news  frae  Moidart  cam  yestreen. 
Will  soon  gar  mony  ferlie ; 

For  ships  o'  war  hae  just  come  in, 
And  landit  Royal  Charlie. 


Come  through  the  heather,  around  him  gather, 

Ye're  a'  the  welcomer  early; 
Around  him  cling  wi'  a'  your  kin: 

For  wha'll  be  king  but  Charlie? 

Come  through  the  heather,  around  him  gather, 

Come  Ronald,  come  Donald,  come  a'  thegither, 

And  crown  your  rightfu',  lawfu'  king! 

For  wha'll  be  king  but  Charlie? 

The  Hieland  clans,  wi'  sword  in  hand, 
Frae  John  o'  Groat's  to  Airlie, 

Hae  to  a  man  declared  to  stand 
Or  fa'  wi'  Royal  Charlie. 

Come  through  the  heather,  etc. 

The  Lowlands  a',  baith  g^reat  an'  sma, 
Wi'  mony  a  lord  and  laird,  hae 

Declared  for  Scotia's  king  an'  law, 
An'  speir  ye,  Wha  but  Charlie  ? 

Come  through  the  heather,  etc. 

There's  ne'er  a  lass  in  a'  the  Ian' 
But  vows  baith  late  an'  early. 

She'll  ne'er  to  man  gie  heart  nor  han' 
Wha  wadna  fecht  for  Charlie. 

Come  through  the  heather,  etc. 

Then  here's  a  health  to  Charlie's  cause. 
And  be't  complete  an'  early; 

His  very  name  our  heart's  blood  warms: 
To  arms  for  Royal  Charlie! 

Come  through  the  heather,  around  him  gather, 

Ye're  a'  the  welcomer  early; 
Around  him  cling  wi'  a'  your  kin; 

For  wha'll  be  king  but  Charlie  ? 

Come  through  the  heather,  around  him  gather. 

Come  Ronald,  come  Donald,  come  a'  thegither. 

And  crown  your  rightfu',  lawfu'  king! 

For  wha'll  bo  king  but  Charlie  ? 
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WILL  YE  NO  COME   BACK  AGAIN? 


B 


ONNiE  Charlie's  now  awa', 

Safely  owre  the  friendly  main; 
Mony  a  heart  will  break  in  twa, 
Should  he  ne'er  come  back  again. 
Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 
Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 

Better  lo'ed  ye  canna  be, — 
Will  ye  no  come  back  again? 

Ye  trusted  in  your  Hieland  men, 

They  trusted  you,   dear  Charlie; 
They  kent  you  hiding  in  the  glen, 
Your  cleadin'  was  but  barely. 
Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 
Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ?  ■ 
Better  lo'ed  ye  canna  be, — 
Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 

English  bribes  were  a'  in  vain ; 

An'  e'en  though  puirer  we  may  be, 
Siller  canna  buy  the  heart 

That  beats  aye  for  thine  and  thee. 

Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 

Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 

Better  lo'ed  ye  canna  be, — 

Will  ye  no  come  back  again? 

We  watched  thee  in  the  gloaming  hour, 

We  watched  thee  in  the  morning  gray; 
Though  thirty  thousand  pounds  they'd  gie, 
Oh  there  is  nane  that  wad  betray. 
Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 
Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 
Better  lo'ed  ye  canna  be, — 
Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 

Sweet's  the  laverock's  note  and  lang. 

Lilting  wildly  up  the  glen; 
But  aye  to  me  he  sings  ae  sang. 
Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 
Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 
Will  ye  no  come  back  again  ? 

Better  lo'ed  ye  canna  be, — 
Will  yc  no  come  back  again  ? 
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GUDE-NICHT,  AND  JOY   BE  WF   YE  A' 

THE  best  o'  joys  maun  hae  an  end, 
The  best  o'  friends  maun  part,  I  trow; 
The  langest  day  will  wear  away, 
And  I  maun  bid  farewell  to  you. 
The  tear  will  tell  when  hearts  are  fu'; 
For  words,  gin  they  hae  sense  ava, 
They're  broken,  faltering,  and  few: 
Gude-nicht,  and  joy  be  wi'  you  a'. 

Oh,  we  hae  wandered  far  and  wide, 

O'er  Scotia's  lands  o'  firth  and  fell. 
And  mony  a  simple  flower  we've  pu'd. 

And  twined  it  wi'  the  heather  bell. 
We've  ranged  the  dingle  and  the  dell. 

The  cot-house  and  the  baron's  ha'; 
Now  we  maun  tak  a  last  farewell : 

Gude-nicht,  and  joy  be  wi'  you  a'. 

My  harp,  fareweel:   thy  strains  are  past. 

Of  gleefu'  mirth,  and  heart-felt  wae; 
The  voice  of  song  maun  cease  at  last. 

And  minstrelsy  itsel'  decay. 
But,  oh !  where  sorrow  canna  win, 

Nor  parting  tears  are  shed  ava, 
May  we  meet  neighbor,  kith  and  kin, 

And  joy  for  aye  be  wi'  us  a'! 


WOULD  YOU  BE  YOUNG  AGAIN? 

WOULD  you  be  young  again? 
So  would  not  I  — 
One  tear  to  memory  given. 
Onward  I'd  hie. 
Life's  dark  flood  forded  o'er, 
All  but  at  rest  on  shore, 
Say,  would  you  plunge  once  more, 
With  home  so  nigh  ? 

If  you  might,  would  you  now 

Retrace  your  way  ? 
Wander  through  thorny  wilds, 

Faint  and  astray  ? 
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Night's  gloomy  watches  fled, 
Morning  all  beaming  red, 
Hope's  smiles  around  us  shed. 
Heavenward  —  away. 

Where  are  they  gone,  of  yore 

My  best  delight? 
Dear  and  more  dear,  though  now 

Hidden  from  sight. 
Where  they  rejoice  to  be, 
There  is  the  land  for  me: 
Fly  time,  fly  speedily, 

Come  life  and  light. 
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(1861-) 

|he  great  aid  which  science  combined  with  common-sense  can 
render  in  overcoming  the  difficulties  and  dangers  of  arctic 
exploration  is  illustrated  in  the  expedition  of  Dr.  Fridtjof 
Nansen.  His  book  <  Farthest  North  >  is  the  record  of  this  expedition, 
the  success  of  which  was  the  result  of  adequate  preparations  both  in 
the  vessel  and  its  equipment  for  a  voyage  towards  the  Pole. 

Dr.  Nansen  was  born  in  Christiania,  Norway,  on  October  loth, 
3 86 1.  In  1880  he  entered  the  university  of  his  native  city,  devoting 
himself  to  the  study  of  zoology.  In  1882  he 
tnade  a  voyage  to  the  Jan  Mayen  and  Spitz- 
bergen  seas,  for  the  purpose  of  observing 
animal  life  in  high  latitudes;  and  in  the 
same  year  he  was  appointed  curator  in  the 
Natural  History  Museum  at  Bergen,  Norway. 
He  took  his  degree  in  1888.  In  1888-9  he 
crossed  Southern  Greenland  on  snow-shoes. 
Subsequently  he  was  appointed  curator  of 
the  Museum  of  Comparative  Anatomy  in  the 
University  of  Christiania.  As  early  as  1884 
Dr.  Nansen  had  conceived  the  idea  that 
there  must  be  a  current  flowing  at  some 
point  between  the  Pole  and  Franz  Josef 
Land,  from  the  Siberian  Arctic  Sea  to  the 

east  coast  of  Greenland.  The  starting-point  of  his  conjecture  was  the 
fact  that  certain  articles  belonging  to  the  ill-fated  Jeannette,  which 
had  foundered  in  the  drift  ice  north  of  the  New  Siberian  Islands,  had 
been  found  afterwards  upon  the  southwest  coast  of  Greenland,  bear- 
ing evidence  to  a  hitherto  unsuspected  current  in  the  arctic  seas.  In 
an  address  before  the  Christiania  Geographical  Society  in  1890,  Dr. 
Nansen  set  forth  his  theory;  and  proposed  that  he  should  place  him- 
self at  the  head  of  an  expedition  which  should  endeavor,  by  taking 
advantage  of  this  current,  to  reach  Greenland  by  way  of  the  Pole. 
The  success  of  the  expedition  would  depend  largely  on  the  design  of 
the  vessel.  Former  arctic  explorers  had  employed  ordinary  ships, — 
ill  adapted,  as  events  proved,  to  resist  the  enormous  pressure  of  the 
ice  in   the  polar   regions.     Nansen  proposed  to  have  a  ship  built  of 
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such  a  shape  as  to  enable  it  to  withstand  the  ice  pressure.  In  its 
construction  two  points  were  to  be  especially  studied:  (i)  that  the 
shape  of  the  hull  be  such  as  to  offer  as  small  a  vulnerable  target  as 
possible  to  the  attacks  of  ice;  (2)  that  it  be  built  so  solidly  as  to  be 
able  to  withstand  the  greatest  possible  pressure  from  without  in  any 
direction  whatsoever.  More  attention  was  to  be  paid  to  making  the 
ship  a  safe  and  warm  stronghold  while  drifting  in  the  ice,  than  to 
endow  it  with  speed  or  good  sailing  qualities.  These  designs  were 
carried  out  in  building  the  Fram,  the  vessel  in  which  Nansen  made 
his  voyage.  The  sides  of  the  Fram  were  so  well  rounded  that  at  no 
portion  of  its  frame  could  the  ice  take  firm  hold  upon  it.  Its  adapta- 
bility to  the  conditions  of  the  Arctic  Sea  was  well  proven.  After  the 
vessel  had  left  the  open  sea,  its  strength  and  its  peculiar  shape  en- 
abled it  to  resist  the  ice  pressure.  It  was  lifted  by  the  ice  out  of  the 
water,  and  borne  upon  the  drifting  floe  in  the  direction  of  the  Pole. 
Nansen  did  not  accomplish  all  that  he  set  out  to  do,  but  he  did 
traverse  the  unknown  polar  sea  northwestward  from  the  New  Siberian 
Islands,  and  he  did  explore  the  region  north  of  Franz  Josef  Land  as 
far  as  86°  14',  the  highest  latitude  yet  reached  by  man.  His  success 
was  largely  due  to  the  construction  of  the  Fram.  The  first  volume 
of  ^  Farthest  North  *  contains  the  account  of  the  building  of  the 
Fram,  and  of  its  voyage  to  the  eighty-fourth  parallel.  The  second 
volume  tells  of  the  sledge  journey  still  farther  north,  undertaken  by 
Dr.  Nansen  and  one  companion.  Both  accounts  are  rich  in  scientific 
observations,  and  in  details  of  the  daily  lives  of  the  explorers.  Dr. 
Nansen's  passion  for  science  has  absorbed  neither  his  humanity  nor 
his  capacity  for  poetry.  His  record  of  his  travels  is  lightened  by  his 
appreciation  of  the  little  pleasantries  possible  within  four  degrees  of 
the  Pole,  and  by  his  sensitiveness  to  the  ghostly  beauty  of  a  shrouded 
world.  He  writes  of  his  inner  life  of  hope  and  ambition  and  frequent 
depression,  and  of  his  outer  life  of  adventure,  with  the  ease  and 
charm  of  a  man  so  completely  under  the  sway  of  his  subject  that 
literary  graces  are  the  natural  accompaniment  of  his  record. 


AN  EVENING'S  AURORA 
From  <  Farthest  North.>    Copyright  1897,  by  Harper  &  Brothers 

DKCKMBER,  1893. —  As  we  wcrc  sitting  at  supper  about  6  o'clock, 
pressure  suddenly  began.     The  ice  creaked  and   roared  so 
along   the   ship's   sides   close   by  us  that  it  was  not   possi- 
ble to  carry  on  any  connected  conversation;    we  had  to  scream, 
and  all  agreed  with   Nordahl  when  he  remarked  that  it  would  be 
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much  pleasanter  if  the  pressure  would  confine  its  operations  to 
the  bow  instead  of  coming  bothering  us  here  aft.  Amidst  the 
noise  we  caught  every  now  and  again  from  the  organ  a  note  or 
two  of  Kjerulf's  melody,  *I  Could  not  Sleep  for  the  Nightin- 
gale's Voice.*  The  hurly-burly  outside  lasted  for  about  twenty 
minutes,  and  then  all  was  still. 

Later  in  the  evening  Hansen  came  down  to  give  notice  of 
what  really  was  a  remarkable  appearance  of  aurora  borealis. 
The  deck  was  brightly  illuminated  by  it,  and  reflections  of  its 
light  played  all  over  the  ice.  The  whole  sky  was  ablaze  with 
it,  but  it  was  brightest  in  the  south;  high  up  in  that  direction 
glowed  waving  masses  of  fire.  Later  still  Hansen  came  again  to 
say  that  now  it  was  quite  extraordinary.  No  words  can  depict 
the  glory  that  met  our  eyes.  The  glowing  fire  masses  had 
divided  into  glistening,  many-colored  bands,  which  were  writhing 
and  twisting  across  the  sky  both  in  the  south  and  north.  The 
rays  sparkled  with  the  purest,  most  crj^stalline  rainbow  colors, 
chiefly  violet-red  or  carmine  and  the  clearest  green.  Most  fre- 
quently the  rays  of  the  arch  were  red  at  the  ends,  and  changed 
higher  up  into  sparkling  green,  which,  quite  at  the  top,  turned 
darker  and  went  over  into  blue  or  violet  before  disappearing  in 
the  blue  of  the  sky;  or  the  rays  in  one  and  the  same  arch  might 
change  from  clear  red  to  clear  green,  coming  and  going  as  if 
driven  by  a  storm.  It  was  an  endless  phantasmagoria  of  spark- 
ling color,  surpassing  anything  that  one  can  dream.  Sometimes 
the  spectacle  reached  such  a  climax  that  one's  breath  was  taken 
away;  one  felt  that  now  something  extraordinary  must  hap- 
pen,—  at  the  very  least  the  sky  must  fall.  But  as  one  stands  in 
breathless  expectation,  down  the  whole  thing  trips,  as  if  in  a 
few  quick,  light  scale-runs,  into  bare  nothingness.  There  is  some- 
thing most  undramatic  about  such  a  denouement,  but  it  is  all 
done  with  such  confident  assurance  that  one  cannot  take  it  amiss; 
one  feels  one's  self  in  the  presence  of  a  master  who  has  the 
complete  command  of  his  instrument.  .  With  a  single  stroke  of 
the  bow  he  descends  lightly  and  elegantly  from  the  height  of 
passion  into  quiet,  every-day  strains,  only  with  a  few  more  strokes 
to  work  himself  up  into  passion  again.  It  seems  as  if  he  were 
trying  to  mock,  to  tease  us.  When  we  are  on  the  point  of  going 
below,  driven  by  6i  degrees  of  frost  (-33.9  C),  such  magnificent 
tones  again  vibrate  over  the  strings  that  we  stay  until  noses  and 
ears  are  frozen.    For  a  finale,  there  is  a  wild  display  of  fireworks 
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in  every  tint  of  flame,  —  such  a  conflagration  that  one  expects 
every  minute  to  have  it  down  on  the  ice,  because  there  is  not 
room  for  it  in  the  sky.  But  I  can  hold  out  no  longer.  Thinly 
dressed,  %\4thout  a  proper  cap  and  without  gloves,  I  have  no  feel- 
ing left  in  body  or  limbs,  and  I  crawl  away  below. 


THE  POLAR  NIGHT 
From  <  Farthest  North.>     Copyright  1897,  by  Harper  &  Brothers 

MONDAY,  December  25th  (Christmas  Day),  1893.  —  O  Arctic 
night,  thou  art  like  a  woman,  a  marvelously  lovely  woman. 
Thine  are  the  noble,  pure  outlines  of  antique  beauty,  with 
its  marble  coldness.  On  thy  high,  smooth  brow,  clear  with  the 
clearness  of  ether,  is  no  trace  of  compassion  for  the  little  suffer- 
ings of  despised  humanity;  on  thy  pale,  beautiful  cheek  no  blush 
of  feeling.  Among  thy  raven  locks,  waving  out  into  space,  the 
hoar-frost  has  sprinkled  its  glittering  crystals.  The  proud  lines 
of  thy  throat,  thy  shoulders'  curves,  are  so  noble,  but,  oh !  unbend- 
ingly cold;  thy  bosom's  white  chastity  is  feelingless  as  the  snowy 
ice.  Chaste,  beautiful,  and  proud,  thou  floatest  through  ether  over 
the  frozen  sea;  thy  glittering  garment,  woven  of  aurora-beams, 
covering  the  vault  of  heaven.  But  sometimes  I  divine  a  twitch 
of  pain  on  thy  lips,  and  endless  sadness  dreams  in  thy  dark  eye. 
Oh,  how  tired  I  am  of  thy  cold  beauty!  I  long  to  return 
to  life.  Let  me  get  home  again:  as  conqueror  or  as  beggar, 
what  does  that  matter?  but  let  me  get  home  to  begin  life  anew. 
The  years  are  passing  here,  and  what  do  they  bring?  Nothing 
but  dust,  dry  dust,  which  the  first  wind  blows  away;  new  dust 
comes  in  its  place,  and  the  next  wind  takes  it  too.  Truth  ?  Why 
should  we  always  make  so  much  of  truth?  Life  is  more  than 
cold  truth,  and  we  live  but  once. 


THE  NEW   YEAR,   1896:  OUR  DAILY   LIFE 
From  <  Farthest  North.>     Copyright  1897,  by  Harper  &  Brothers 

WKDNKSDAv,  January   ist,    1896.     -41.5°  C.   (42.7''  below  zero, 
Fahr.).— So  a  new  year  has   come,  the    year  of  joy  and 
home-coming.     In  bright  moonlight  1895  departed,  and  in 
bright  moonlight  1896  begins;  but  it  is  bitterly  cold,— the  coldest 
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days  we  have  yet  known  here.  I  felt  it,  too,  yesterday,  when 
all  my  finger-tips  were  frost-bitten.  I  thought  I  had  done  with 
all  that  last  spring. 

Friday,  January  3d.  Morning. —  It  is  still  clear  and  cold  out 
of  doors.  I  can  hear  reports  from  the  glacier.  It  lies  up  there 
on  the  crest  of  the  mountain  like  a  mighty  ice-giant  peering 
down  at  us  through  the  clefts.  It  spreads  its  giant  body  all 
over  the  land,  and  stretches  out  its  limbs  on  all  sides  into  the 
sea.  But  whenever  it  turns  cold  —  colder  than  it  has  hitherto 
been  —  it  writhes  horribly,  and  crevice  after  crevice  appears  in 
the  huge  body;  there  is  a  noise  like  the  discharge  of  guns,  and 
the  sky  and  the  earth  tremble  so  that  I  can  feel  the  ground  that 
I  am  lying  on  quake.  One  is  almost  afraid  that  it  will  some  day 
come  rolling  over  upon  one. 

Johansen  is  asleep,  and  making  the  hut  resound.  I  am  glad 
his  mother  cannot  see  him  now.  She  would  certainly  pity  her 
boy,  so  black  and  grimy  and  ragged  as  he  is,  with  sooty  streaks 
all  over  his  face.  But  wait,  only  wait!  She  shall  have  him 
again,  safe  and  sound  and  fresh  and  rosy. 

Wednesday,  January  8th. —  Last  night  the  wind  blew  the 
sledge  to  which  our  thermometer  was  hanging,  out  over  the  slope. 
Stormy  weather  outside  —  furious  weather,  almost  taking  away 
your  breath  if  you  put  your  head  out.  We  lie  here  trying  to 
sleep  —  sleep  the  time  away.  But  we  cannot  always  do  it.  Oh, 
those  long  sleepless  nights  when  you  turn  from  side  to  side,  kick 
your  feet  to  put  a  little  warmth  into  them,  and  wish  for  only 
one  thing  in  the  world  —  sleep!  The  thoughts  are  constantly 
busy  with  everything  at  home;  but  the  long,  heavy  body  lies 
here  trying  in  vain  to  find  an  endurable  position  among  the 
rough  stones.  However,  time  crawls  on,  and  now  little  Liv's 
birthday  has  come.  She  is  three  years  old  to-day,  and  must  be 
^  ^ig  girl  now.  Poor  little  thing!  You  don't  miss  your  father 
now,  and  next  birthday  I  shall  be  with  you,  I  hope.  What  good 
friends  we  shall  be!  You  shall  ride  a-cockhorse,  and  I  will  tell 
you  stories  from  the  north  about  bears,  foxes,  walruses,  and  all 
the  strange  animals  up  there  in  the  ice.  No,  I  can't  bear  to 
think  of  it, 

Saturday,  February  1st. —  Here  I  am  down  with  the  rheuma- 
tism. Outside  it  is  growing  gradually  lighter  day  by  day;  the 
sky  above  the  glaciers  in  the  south  grows  redder,  uii^il  at  last 
one  day  the'  sun  will  rise  above  the  crest,   and  our  last  winter 
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night  be  past.  Spring-  is  coming!  I  have  often  thought  spring 
sad.  Was  it  because  it  vanished  so  quickly,  because  it  carried 
promises  that  summer  never  fulfilled?  But  there  is  no  sadness  in 
this  spring:  its  promises  will  be  kept;  it  would  be  too  cruel  if 
they  were  not. 

It  was  a  strange  existence,  lying  thus  in  a  hut  underground 
the  whole  winter  through,  without  a  thing  to  turn  one's  hand  to. 
How  we  longed  for  a  book!  How  delightful  our  life  on  board  the 
Fram  appeared,  when  we  had  the  whole  library  to  fall  back  upon! 
We  would  often  tell  each  other  how  beautiful  this  sort  of  life 
would  have  been,  after  all,  if  we  had  only  had  anything  to  read. 
Johansen  always  spoke  with  a  sigh  of  Heyse's  novels:  he  had 
specially  liked  those  on  board,  and  he  had  not  been  able  to  finish 
the  last  one  he  was  reading.  The  little  readable  matter  which 
was  to  be  found  in  our  navigation  table  and  almanac,  I  had  read 
so  many  times  already  that  I  knew  it  almost  by  heart  —  all  about 
the  Norwegian  royal  family,  all  about  persons  apparently  drowned, 
and  all  about  self-help  for  fishermen.  Yet  it  was  always  a  com- 
fort to  see  these  books:  the  sight  of  the  printed  letters  gave  one 
a  feeling  that  there  was,  after  all,  a  little  bit  of  the  civilized  man 
left.  All  that  we  really  had  to  talk  about  had  long  ago  been 
thoroughly  thrashed  out,  and  indeed  there  were  not  many  thoughts 
of  common  interest  that  we  had  not  exchanged.  The  chief  pleas- 
ure left  to  us  was  to  picture  to  each  other  how  we  should  make 
lip  next  winter  at  home  for  everything  we  had  missed  during 
bur  sojourn  here.  We  felt  that  we  should  have  learned  for  good 
and  all  to  set  store  by  all  the  good  things  of  life, —  such  as  food, 
drink,  clothes,  shoes,  house,  home,  good  neighbors,  and  all  the 
rest  of  it.  Frequently  we  occupied  ourselves,  too,  in  calculating 
how  far  the  Fram  could  have  drifted,  and  whether  there  was  any 
possibility  of  her  getting  home  to  Norway  before  us.  It  seemed 
a  safe  assumption  that  she  might  drift  out  into  the  sea  between 
Spitzbergcn  and  Greenland  next  summer  or  autumn,  and  prob- 
ability seemed  to  point  to  her  being  in  Norway  in  August  or 
September.  But  there  was  just  the  possibility  that  she  might 
arrive  earlier  in  the  summer;  or  on  the  other  hand,  we  might 
not  reach  home  until  later  in  the  autumn.  This  was  the  great 
qtiestion  to  which  we  could  give  no  certain  answer;  and  we  re- 
flected with  sorrow  that  she  might  perhaps  get  home  first.  What 
would  our  friends  then  think  about  us?  Scarcely  any  one  would 
have   the  least  hope  of  seeing  us  again,  not  even  our  comiades 
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on  board  the  Fram.  It  seemed  to  us,  however,  that  this  could 
scarcely  happen:  we  could  not  but  reach  home  in  July,  and  it 
was  hardly  to  be  expected  that  the  Fram  could  be  free  from  the 
ice  so  early  in  the  summer. 


THE  JOURNEY  SOUTHWARD 

From  <  Farthest  North.*     Copyright  1897,  by  Harper  &  Brothers 

ON  Friday,  June  12th,  we  started  again  at  4  a.  m.  with  sails 
on  our  sledges.  There  had  been  frost,  so  the  snow  was  in 
much  better  condition  again.  It  had  been  very  windy  in 
the  night,  too,  so  we  hoped  for  a  good  day.  On  the  preceding 
day  it  had  cleared  up  so  that  we  could  at  last  see  distinctly  the 
lands  around.  We  now  discovered  that  we  must  steer  in  a  more 
westerly  direction  than  we  had  done  during  the  preceding  days, 
in  order  to  reach  the  south  point  of  the  land  to  the  west.  The 
lands  to  the  east  disappeared  eastward,  so  we  had  said  good-by 
to  them  the  day  before.  We  now  saw,  too,  that  there  was  a 
broad  sound  in  the  land  to  the  west,  and  that  it  was  one  entire 
land,  as  we  had  taken  it  to  be.  The  land  north  of  this  sound 
was  now  so  far  away  that  I  could  only  just  see  it.  In  the  mean 
time  the  wind  had  dropped  a  good  deal;  the  ice,  too,  became 
more  and  more  uneven, —  it  was  evident  that  we  had  come  to  the 
drift  ice,  and  it  was  much  harder  work  than  we  had  expected. 
We  could  see  by  the  air  that  there  must  be  open  water  to  the 
south;  and  as  we  went  on  we  heard,  to  our  joy,  the  sound  of 
breakers. 

At  6  A.  M.  we  stopped  to  rest  a  little;  and  on  going  up  on 
to  a  hummock  to  take  a  longitude  observation,  I  saw  the  water 
not  far  off.  From  a  higher  piece  of  glacier  ice  we  could  see  it 
better.  It  extended  towards  the  promontory  to  the  southwest. 
Even  though  the  wind  had  become  a  little  westerly  now,  we  still 
hoped  to  be  able  to  sail  along  the  edge  of  the  ice,  and  deter- 
mined to  go  to  the  water  by  the  shortest  way.  We  were  quickly 
at  the  edge  of  the  ice,  and  once  more  saw  the  blue  water  spread 
out  before  us.  We  soon  had  our  kayaks  lashed  together  and 
the  sail  up,  and  put  to  sea.  Nor  were  our  hopes  disappointed: 
we  sailed  well  all  day  long.  At  times  the  wind  was  so  strong 
that  we  cut  through  the  water,  and  tne  waves  washed  unpleas- 
antly over  our  kayaks;  but  we  got  on,  and  we  had  to  put  up  with 
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being  a  little  wet.  We  soon  passed  the  point  we  had  been  mak- 
ing for;  and  here  we  saw  that  the  land  ran  westward,  that  the 
edo^e  of  the  unbroken  shore  ice  extended  in  the  same  direction, 
and  that  we  had  water  in  front  of  us.  In  good  spirits,  we  sailed 
westward  along  the  margin  of  the  ice.  So  we  were  at  last  at 
the  south  of  the  land  in  which  we  had  been  wandering  for  so 
long,  and  where  we  had  spent  a  long  winter.  It  struck  me  more 
than  ever  that  in  spite  of  everything,  this  south  coast  would 
agree  well  with  Leigh  Smith's  map  of  Franz  Josef  Land  and  the 
country  surrounding  their  winter  quarters;  but  then  I  remem- 
bered Payer's  map  and  dismissed  the  thought. 

In  the  evening  we  put  in  to  the  edge  of  the  ice,  so  as  to 
stretch  our  legs  a  little;  they  were  stiff  with  sitting  in  the  kayak 
all  day,  and  we  wanted  to  get  a  little  view  over  the  water  to  the 
west  by  ascending  a  hummock.  As  we  went  ashore  the  question 
arose  as  to  how  we  should  moor  our  precious  vessel.  "  Take  one 
of  the  braces,*  said  Johansen:  he  was  standing  on  the  ice.  "But 
is  it  strong  enough  ?  **  "  Yes,  *  he  answered :  "  I  have  used  it  as 
a  halyard  on  my  sledge  sail  all  the  time.*  "Oh,  well,  it  doesn't 
require  much  to  hold  these  light  kayaks,*  said  I,  a  little  ashamed 
of  having  been  so  timid;  and  I  moored  them  with  the  halyard, 
which  was  a  strap  cut  from  a  raw  walrus-hide.  We  had  been  on 
the  ice  a  little  while,  moving  up  and  down  close  to  the  kayaks. 
The  wind  had  dropped  considerably,  and  seemed  to  be  more 
westerly,  making  it  doubtful  whether  we  could  make  use  of  it 
any  longer;  and  we  went  up  on  to  a  hummock  close  by  to  ascer- 
tain this  better.  As  we  stood  there,  Johansen  suddenly  cried,  "  I 
say !  the  kayaks  are  adrift !  *  We  ran  down  as  hard  as  we  could. 
They  were  already  a  little  way  out,  and  were  drifting  quickly 
off;  the  painter  had  given  way.  « Here,  take  my  watch!*  I  said 
to  Johansen,  giving  it  to  him;  and  as  quickly  as  possible  I  threw 
off  some  clothing,  so  as  to  be  able  to  swim  more  easily.  I  did 
not  dare  to  take  everything  off,  as  I  might  so  easily  get  cramp. 
I  sprang  into  the  water;  but  the  wind  was  off  the  ice,  and  the 
light  kayaks,  with  their  high  rigging,  gave  it  a  good  hold.  They 
were  already  well  out,  and  were  drifting  rapidly.  The  water  was 
icy  cold;  it  was  hard  work  swimming  with  clothes  on;  and  the 
kayaks  drifted  farther  and  farther,  often  quicker  than  I  could 
Bwim.  It  seemed  more  than  doubtful  whether  I  could  manage  it. 
But  all  our  hope  was  drifting  there;  all  we  possessed  was  on 
board  — we  had  not  even   a  knife   with   us:   and  whether   I   got 
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cramp  and  sank  here,  or  turned  back  without  the  kayaks,  it 
would  come  to  pretty  much  the  same  thing;  so  I  exerted  myself 
to  the  utmost. 

When  I  got  tired  I  turned  over  and  swam  on  my  back,  and 
then  I  could  see  Johansen  walking  restlessly  up  and  down  on  the 
ice.  Poor  lad!  He  could  not  stand  still,  and  thought  it  dreadful 
not  to  be  able  to  do  anything.  He  had  not  much  hope  that  I 
could  do  it,  but  it  would  not  improve  matters  in  the  least  if  he 
threw  himself  into  the  water  too.  He  said  afterwards  that  these 
were  the  worst  moments  he  had  ever  lived  through.  But  when 
I  turned  over  again  and  saw  that  I  was  nearer  the  kayaks,  my 
courage  rose,  and  I  redoubled  my  exertions.  I  felt,  however, 
that  my  limbs  were  gradually  stiffening  and  losing  all  feeling, 
and  I  knew  that  in  a  short  time  I  should  not  be  able  to  move 
them.  But  there  was  not  far  to  go  now;  if  I  could  only  hold 
out  a  little  longer  we  should  be  saved  —  and  I  went  on.  The 
strokes  became  more  and  more  feeble,  but  the  distance  became 
shorter  and  shorter,  and  I  began  to  think  I  should  reach  the 
kayaks.  At  last  I  was  able  to  stretch  out  my  hand  to  the  snow- 
shoe  which  lay  across  the  sterns.  I  grasped  it,  pulled  myself  in 
to  the  edge  of  the  kayak  —  and  we  were  saved! 

I  tried  to  pull  myself  up,  but  the  whole  of  my  body  was  so 
stiff  with  cold  that  this  was  an  impossibility.  For  a  moment  I 
thought  that  after  all,  it  was  too  late:  I  was  to  get  so  far,  but 
not  be  able  to  get  in.  After  a  little,  however,  I  managed  to 
swing  one  leg  up  on  to  the  edge  of  the  sledge  which  lay  on  the 
deck,  and  in  this  way  managed  to  tumble  up.  There  I  sat,  but 
so  stiff  with  cold  that  I  had  difficulty  in  paddling.  Nor  was  it 
easy  to  paddle  in  the  double  vessel,  where  I  first  had  to  take 
one  or  two  strokes  on  one  side,  and  then  step  into  the  other 
kayak  to  take  a  few  strokes  on  the  other  side.  If  I  had  been 
able  to  separate  them,  and  row  in  one  while  I  towed  the  other, 
it  would  have  been  easy  enough;  but  I  could  not  undertake  that 
piece  of  work,  for  I  should  have  been  stiff  before  it  was  done: 
the  thing  to  be  done  was  to  keep  warm  by  rowing  as  hard  as  I 
could.  The  cold  had  robbed  my  whole  body  of  feeling;  but  when 
the  gusts  of  wind  came,  they  seemed  to  go  "right  through  me  as 
I  stood  there  in  my  thin  wet  woolen  shirt.  I  shivered,  my  teeth 
chattered,  and  I  was  numb  almost  all  over;  but  I  could  still  use 
the  paddle,  and  I  should  get  warm  when  I  got  back  on  to  the 
ice  again. 
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Two  auks  were  lying  close  to  the  bow,  and  the  thought  of 
having  auk  for  supper  was  too  tempting:  we  were  in  want  of 
food  now.  I  got  hold  of  my  gun  and  shot  them  with  one  dis- 
charge. Johansen  said  afterwards  that  he  started  at  the  report, 
thinking  some  accident  had  happened,  and  could  not  understand 
what  I  was  about  out  there ;  but  when  he  saw  me  paddle  and 
pick  up  two  birds,  he  thought  I  had  gone  out  of  my  mind.  At 
last  I  managed  to  reach  the  edge  of  the  ice;  but  the  current  had 
driven  me  a  long  way  from  our  landing-place.  Johansen  came 
along  the  edge  of  the  ice,  jumped  into  the  kayak  beside  me,  and 
we  soon  got  back  to  our  place.  I  was  undeniably  a  good  deal 
exhausted,  and  could  barely  manage  to  crawl  on  land.  I  could 
scarcely  stand;  and  while  I  shook  and  trembled  all  over,  Johan- 
sen had  to  pull  off  the  wet  things  I  had  on,  put  on  the  few  dry 
ones  I  still  had  in  reserve,  and  spread  the  sleeping-bag  out  upon 
the  ice.  I  packed  myself  well  into  it,  and  he  covered  me  with 
the  sail  and  everything  he  could  find  to  keep  out  the  cold  air. 
There  I  lay  shivering  for  a  long  time,  but  gradually  the  warmth 
began  to  return  to  my  body.  For  some  time  longer,  how- 
ever, my  feet  had  no  more  feeling  in  them  than  icicles,  for  they 
had  been  partly  naked  in  the  water.  While  Johansen  put  up 
the  tent  and  prepared  supper,  consisting  of  my  two  auks,  I  fell 
asleep.  He  let  me  sleep  quietly;  and  when  I  awoke,  supper  had 
been  ready  for  some  time,  and  stood  simmering  over  the  fire. 
Auk  and  hot  soup  soon  effaced  the  last  traces  of  my  swim. 
During  the  night  my  clothes  were  hung  out  to  dry,  and  the 
next  day  were  all  nearly  dry  again. 
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THE    NEW   TESTAMENT 

ITS    LITERARY   GRANDEUR 

BY  FREDERICK  W.  FARRAR 

Jhere  may  possibly  be  some  who  think  that  the  Bible  has 
nothing  to  do  with  literature,  and  that  it  is  almost  a  profa- 
nation to  regard  the  New  Testament  on  its  literary  side. 
Certainly  this  would  be  a  correct  view  if  we  pretended  to  judge 
of  our  sacred  books  simply  from  their  literary  aspect.  Wordsworth 
professed  boundless  contempt  for  the  man  who  could  peer  and  botan- 
ize upon  his  mother's  grave;  and  we  should  be  guilty  of  a  similar 
callousness  if  we  were  capable  of  approaching  the  most  sacred  utter- 
ances in  the  world  exclusively  or  mainly  in  the  attitude  of  literary 
critics.  But  the  case  is  widely  altered  when  our  sole  object  is  to 
find,  and  to  point  out,  fresh  glories  and  perfectness  even  in  the 
human  form  into  which  the  divinest  of  all  lessons  are  set  before 
us.  It  is  something  to  observe  the  glories  of  the  wheels  and  wings 
of  the  Divine  chariot,  though  they  only  move  as  the  Spirit  moves 
them.* 

And  when  we  thus  approach  the  subject  <<with  meek  heart  and 
due  reverence,**  there  will  be  real  gain  in  calling  attention  to  the 
supremacy  of  the  New  Testament  even  in  the  points  of  comparison 
which  it  offers  to  purely  human  writings.  For  after  all,  the  Divine 
Word  is  here  also  present  among  us  in  human  form  and  vesture; 
and  the  highest  thoughts  of  man  would  never  be  so  penetrating  and 
diffusive  if  they  were  not  enshrined  in  the  noblest  types  of  expres- 
sion. It  was  one  of  the  wisest  sayings  of  the  Rabbis  that  <^The  Law 
speaks  to  us  in  the  tongue  of  the  Sons  of  Men.**  Something  would 
be  lacking  to  any  revelation  which  proved  itself,  even  in  outward 
expression,  inferior  to  other  human  writings.  The  object  of  language 
is  indeed  primarily  to  express  thought;  and  if  this  be  done  effectu- 
ally, style  is  a  secondary  consideration.  But  words  are  necessary  as 
the  vehicle  of  thought;  and  we  should  have  lost  much  if,  in  spite 
of  the  animating  spirit,  the  wheels  were  cumbrous,  and  the  wings 
feeble  and  broken.  Two  books  may  express  essentially  the  same  con- 
victions, and  yet  the  one  may  be  found  dull  and  repellent,  while  the 
other,  by  its  passionate  force  or  its  intrinsic  grace  and  finish,  may  win 

*Ezek.  i.  20.     This  chapter  was  called  by  the  Jews  «the  chariot**  {chagi- 
gah) ;  cf.  xi.  2. 
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rapturous  attention.  Great  orators  —  C.  J.  Fox,  for  instance  —  have 
sometimes  repeated  with  incomparable  effect  the  very  arguments 
which  they  borrowed  exclusively  from  previous  speakers  who  —  though 
with  them  the  materials  were  original  —  produced  no  effect  whatever. 
The  force  of  this  consideration  was  keenly  felt  by  Father  Faber, 
when  he  became  a  Romanist,  and  had  to  give  up  our  Authorized 
Version  for  the  Vulgate  and  the  Douai  Bible. 

«Who  will  not  say,*  he  asks,  «that  the  uncommon  beauty  and  marvelous 
English  of  the  Protestant  Bible  is  not  one  of  the  great  strongholds  of  heresy 
in  this  country  ?  It  lives  on  the  ear  like  a  music  which  can  never  be  forgot- 
ten—  like  the  sound  of  church  bells  which  the  convert  hardly  knows  how  he 
can  forego.  Its  felicities  often  seem  to  be  almost  things  rather  than  mere 
words.  It  is  part  of  the  national  mind  and  the  anchor  of  national  seriousness. 
The  power  of  all  the  griefs  and  trials  of  man  is  hidden  beneath  its  words. 
In  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land  there  is  not  a  Protestant,  wnth  one 
spark  of  seriousness  about  him,  whose  spiritual  biography  is  not  in  his  Saxon 
Bible. » 

Now,  it  is  an  additional  proof  that  the  spirit  of  man,  which  speaks 
to  us  through  the  pages  of  the  New  Testament,  is  indeed  also  the 
Spirit  of  the  Lord,  and  that  the  breath  and  pure  effluence  of  the 
Almighty  gave  inspiration  to  its  writers,  if  we  can  show  that  the  same 
consummate  qualities  are  found  in  its  modes  of  utterance  as  in  its 
essential  messages. 

It  might  be  supposed  that  the  literary  glory  of  the  New  Testa- 
ment is  at  once  bedimmed  by  the  fact  that  the  dialect  in  which  it  is 
written  is  not  the  perfect  Greek  of  Thucydides  and  Plato,  but  a  form 
of  Greek  known  as  « Hellenistic » ;  that  is,  Greek  spoken  by  foreign- 
ers who  acquired  it  as  a  secondary  language.  Hellenistic  Greek  is  a 
somewhat  decadent  form  of  the  old  classic  language;  and  it  was  uni- 
versal as  a  lingua  franca,  especially  round  the  Mediterranean  coasts. 
It  is  not  unmixed  with  Hebraisms;  a  certain  disintegration  is  perceiv- 
able in  its  grammatical  forms;  it  has  lost  much  of  its  old  synthetic 
terseness;  it  has  not  all  the  exquisite  nicety  and  perfection  of  the 
best  Attic.  Nevertheless  one  dialect  may  be  less  ideally  perfect  than 
another,  and  yet  may  be  available  for  purposes  of  the  loftiest  elo- 
quence. The  Latin,  for  instance,  of  Tertullian  and  St.  Augustine  is, 
in  many  respects,  inferior  as  a  language  to  that  of  Cicero:  yet  the 
treatises  of  Tertullian  glow  with  a  hidden  fire  of  eloquent  passion, 
which  has  caused  them  to  be  compared  to  the  dark  lustre  of  ebony; 
and  the  exquisite  antitheses  and  images  of  St.  Augustine  linger  in 
the  memory  more  powerfully  than  the  most  impassioned  appeals  of 
Tully.  Since  they  had  to  express  new  conceptions  and  ideas,  the 
Apostles  gain  rather  than  lose  by  their  possession  of  a  type  of  speech, 
which,    though    showing    signs    of    deterioration,    had    been    rendered 
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plastic  for  the  reception  of  fresh  impressions.  The  seething  ferment 
of  the  new  wine  could  no  longer  be  contained  in  old  bottles,  however 
perfect  their  external  finish. 

In  reading  the  New  Testament  we  have,  as  in  the  Old,  the  wealth 
and  blessing  of  variety.  "We  have  not  the  monotonous  work  of  one 
mind,  as  in  the  Zend-Avesta,  the  Qu'ran,  or  the  Analects  of  Confu- 
cius. The  New  Testament  writers  differed  widely  from  each  other. 
The  Evangelists,  even  from  the  days  of  St.  Irenaeus,  were  compared 
to  <Hhe  fourfold-visaged  four>>  of  Ezekiel's  cherubic  chariot:  they 
were  one,  yet  diverse;  and  though  all  moved  alike  under  the  impulse 
of  the  Lord  of  Life,  each  has  his  separate  semblance  and  characteris- 
tics. St.  Matthew,  the  Galilean  publican,  sets  before  us  the  fulfilled 
Messianic  Ideal  of  Olden  Prophecy.  St.  Mark,  an  inhabitant  of  Jeru- 
salem, the  ^^son>^  and  ^interpreter  **  of  St.  Peter,  is  intense,  rapid, 
concise,  and  reveals  the  energetic  touches  which  could  only  have 
come  from  the  Chief  Apostle.  St.  Luke,  probably  of  Gentile  birth, 
and  varied  experience,  softens  his  whole  picture  with  the  sweetness 
and  tenderness  —  the  love  for  the  poor,  the  fondness  for  childhood, 
the  passion  of  humanity,  combined  with  a  certain  ascetic  austerity  — 
which  have  earned  for  his  Gospel,  even  from  the  French  skeptic,  the 
title  of  **  the  most  beautiful  book  in  the  world. ''  St.  John  stamps 
on  every  verse  the  inimitable  individuality  of  one  who  was  at  once 
the  Son  of  Thunder  and  the  Apostle  of  Love;  and  while  he  soars 
heavenward  as  on  the  pinions  of  a  great  eagle,  "  reflecting  the  sun- 
light from  every  varjnng  plume,  ^*  he  yet  recalls  the  dove  who  is 
"covered  with  silver  wings  and  her  feathers  like  gold.*^  From  each 
Evangelist  we  derive  details  of  inestimable  preciousness;  yet  only 
from  the  combination  of  the  four  can  we  obtain  the  perfect  picture 
which  portrays  the  all-comprehensive  and  Divine  Humanity  of  the 
Son  of  Man  and  the  Son  of  God. 

When  we  pass  to  the  remainder  of  the  New  Testament,  it  is  no 
small  gain  to  us  that  it  mainly  consists  of  epistles.  No  form  of  lit- 
erature was  better  calculated,  in  the  Divine  economy,  to  give  full 
sway  to  the  perso?ial  element, —  the  confidentialness,  the  yearning 
emotion,  the  spontaneity,  the  touches  of  simple,  familiar,  informal 
reality,  which  enable  us  to  feel  that  we  are  in  closest  contact  with 
the  sacred  writers.  The  unchecked  individuality  of  utterance  which 
marks  an  epistle  renders  it  impossible  for  us  to  regard  the  Apostolic 
writers  as  abstractions;  it  enables  us,  as  it  were,  to  lay  our  hands 
upon  their  breasts,  and  to  feel  the  very  beating  of  their  hearts.  We 
are  won  by  the  sense  that  we  are  listening  to  the  teaching  of  friends, 
not  to  vague  voices  in  the  air.  The  intensity,  for  instance,  the  ex- 
quisite sensitiveness,  the  biographical  digressions,  the  pathetic  experi- 
ences, the  dauntless  courage,  the  yearning  for  sympathy,  the  flashes 
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of  emotion  which  we  constantly  find  in  Paul  the  man,  induce  us  all 
the  more  readily  to  consider  the  logic  and  listen  to  the  arguments 
of  Paul'  the  thinker,  the  controversialist,  the  converted  Rabbi,  the 
former  Pharisee,  the  Preacher  of  the  Gospel.  We  are  charmed  at 
once  by  the  manly  naturalness  of  St.  Peter  and  the  uncompromising 
moral  forthrightness  of  St.  James.  The  « brief  quivering  sentences » 
of  St.  John  become  more  individualistic  as  they  are  addressed  to 
friends  and  converts;  and  in  the  letters  of  the  other  writers  we  feel 
that  we  are  not  studying  dull  compendiums  of  theology,  but  <*the 
outpourings  of  the  heart,  and  the  burning  messages  of  prophecy, » 
even  when  they  are  uttered  by  fishermen  and  publicans  —  by  peasants 
originally  unlettered  and  untrained  in  scholastic  lore  —  as  with  the 
<<  stammering  lips  of  infancy.*  And  so  at  last  we  come  to  the  Apoca- 
lypse of  St.  John;  which,  though  probably  one  of  the  earliest  of  the 
Christian  writings  in  date,  now  shuts  up  the  whole  sixty-six  books  of 
Revelation,  and  the  acts  of  their  <*  stately  drama  *  (.as  Milton  calls  it), 
"with  the  sevenfold  chorus  of  Hallelujahs  and  harping  symphonies.'' 
And  the  Apocalypse  illustrates  in  a  remarkable  manner  the  fact  to 
which  I  have  already  called  attention, —  that  the  loftiest  ranges  of 
human  eloquence  are  not  incompatible  with  the  use  of  inferior  dia- 
lects; for  the  language  of  the  Apocalypse  exhibits  the  very  worst 
Greek  in  the  whole  New  Testament, —  the  most  uncouth,  the  most 
deeply  dyed  with  Hebraisms,  and  in  some  instances  even  the  most 
glaringly  ungrammatical, —  and  yet  many  of  its  paragraphs  are  of 
matchless  power  and  beauty.  I  once  heard  the  late  Lord  Tenny- 
son dwell  on  the  tremendous  impression  which  we  derive  from  the 
words — "And  again  they  said  •Hallelujah :  and  her  smoke  riseth  up 
for  ever  and  ever."  It  may  be  doubted  whether  any  passage  in  our 
greatest  writers  can  equal  the  magic  and  haunting  charm  of  the  last 
chapter  of  Revelation,  with  its  lovely  opening  words:  — 

"And  he  shewed  me  a  pure  river  of  Water  of  Life,  clear  as  crv'stal,  pro- 
ceeding out  of  the  throne  of  God  and  of  the  Lamb.  In  the  midst  of  the 
street  of  it,  and  on  either  side  of  the  river,  was  there  the  Tree  of  Life,  which 
bare  twelve  manner  of  fruits,  and  yielded  her  fruit  every  month;  and  the 
leaves  of  the  Tree  were  for  the  healing  of  the  nations." 

It  is  to  this  element  of  variety  that  the  New  Testament  —  con- 
sidered for  the  present  only  in  its  outward  form  —  owes  something  of 
its  universal  efficacy.  It  has  everything  for  some  minds,  and  some- 
thing for  every  mind.  The  human  individuality  of  the  writers  was 
not  extinguished,  but  only  elevated,  inspired,  intensified,  by  the  inspi- 
ration which  dilated  their  ordinary  faculties.  We  have  to  do  with 
the  writings  of  men  as  widely  diverse  as  passionate  enthusiasts  and 
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calm  reasoners;  unlearned  fishermen  and  Alexandrian  theologians; 
philosophers  who  deduced  truth  from  argument,  and  mystics  who  saw 
by  intuition;  prophets  who  were  enlightened  by  direct  inspiration, 
and  practical  men  who  learnt  by  long  experience  the  truths  of  God. 
Touched  by  one  or  other  of  these  many  fingers,  so  variously  skillful, 
our  hearts  cannot  but  respond.  If  St.  Paul  be  too  difficult  for  us, 
we  have  the  practical  plainness  of  St.  Peter  and  the  uncompromising 
ethics  of  St.  James.  If  St.  John  soar  into  an  empyrean  too  spiritual 
for  our  incapacity,  we  can  rejoice  in  the  simple  sweetness  of  St. 
Luke. 

But  what  gives  fresh  force  and  charm  to  this  marked  variety  is, 
that  these  diverse  minds  are  nevertheless  dominated  by  an  over- 
powering unity.  They  revolve  like  planets  around  the'  attracting 
force  of  one  central  Sun.  Though  they  are  many,  they  are  yet,  in 
a  higher  sense,  one  in  Christ;  and  they  all  might  use  the  words 
which  the  poet  puts  into  the  mouth  of  St.  Paul:  — 

«Yea,  through  life,  death,  through  sorrow  and  through  sinning, 

Christ  shall  suffice  me,  for  he  hath  sufficed; 
Christ  is  the  end,  for  Christ  was  the  beginning, 
Christ  the  beginning,  for  the  end  is  Christ.  >> 

When  we  consider  what  Christ  the  Lord  of  Glory  was  in  his 
^■^kefwsis,'*^*  —  in  the  ^'^ exinanition^^  of  his  Eternal  Power,  when  he  humil- 
iated himself  to  become  man, —  does  it  add  no  additional  force  to  the 
argument  that  this  Son  of  Man  was  in  very  truth  the  Son  of  God, 
if  we  consider  the  all-penetrative,  all-diffusive,  all-comprehensive  per- 
fectness  of  his  words  ?  He  said  himself,  **  The  words  which  I  speak 
unto  you,  they  are  spirit  and  they  are  life.^'  Even  the  officers  sent 
to  arrest  him  in  the  Temple  were  so  overawed  by  his  majestic  and 
thrilling  utterance  as  to  return  with  nothing  accomplished,  and  to 
bear  to  the  sacerdotal  conspirators  of  the  Sanhedrin  the  unwilling 
testimony,  '■'-Never  man  spake  like  this  tnan?^  I  am  not  now  dwelling 
on  the  Divine  originality  of  his  revelations,  but  on  the  matchless 
beauty  which  lies  in  their  unparalleled  compression  and  simplicity. 
There  is  no  phenomenon  so  striking  in  all  the  literature  of  all  the 
world.  I  will  not  take,  by  way  of  specimen,  those  last  discourses  to 
his  loved  ones  on  the  night  he  was  betrayed,  «  so  rarely  mixed, '^  as 
Jeremy  Taylor  says,  «of  sorrows  and  joys,  and  studded  with  myster- 
ies as  with  emeralds'^;  but  I  will  take  two  brief  and  familiar  speci- 
mens of  his  cvery-day  discourse.  One  is  from  the  Sermon  on  the 
Mount.  « Consider  the  lilies  of  the '  field  how  they  grow :  they  toil 
not,  neither  do  they  spin;  and  yet  I  say  imto  you  that  even  Solomon 
in  all  his  glory  was  not  arrayed  like  one  of  these.     "Wherefore,  if  God 

*Phil.  ii.  5-7:  aXk'  iaxrrdv  eKEvuacv. 
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SO  clothed   the   grass  of   the   field  which  to-day  is,  and   to-morrow  is 
cast  into  the  oven,  shall  he  not  much  more  clothe  you,  O  ye  of  little 

faith?" 

•Is  there  a  passage  like  this  in  all  the  previous  literature  of  the 
whole  human  race  ?  Observe  the  unwonted  sympathy  with  the  loveli- 
ness of  the  outer  world  which  it  conveys.  That  sympathy  was  but 
very  little  and  very  vaguely  felt,  even  by  the  refined  intellects  of 
exquisite  Athens.  There  is  but  one  brief  description  of  scenery  in 
all  the  <  Dialogues*  of  Plato.  It  is  at  the  beginning  of  the  ^Phaedrus*; 
and  it  sounded  so  odd  to  the  youth  to  whom  Socrates  addressed  it 
as  to  provoke  an  expression  of  amused  surprise.*  It  was  Christ  who 
first  taught  us  to  find  in  the  beauty  even  of  little  and  unnoticed 
things  a  sacrament  of  goodness,  and  to  read  in  the  flowers  a  letter 
of  the  very  autograph  of  the  love  towards  us  of  our  Father  in 
Heaven.  Yet  in  what  few  and  simple  words,  in  what  concrete  and 
homely  images,  is  this  instruction  —  which  was  to  be  so  prolific  here- 
after for  the  happiness  of  the  world  —  set  forth!  and  how  full  of 
far-reaching  and  perpetual  comfort  is  the  loving  tenderness  of  God's 
Fatherhood  here  demonstrated  for  our  unending  consolation! 

«  O  purblind  race  of  miserable  men ! 
How  many  among  us,  at  this  very  hour, 

■  Do  forge  a  lifelong  trouble  for  ourselves 
By  taking  true  for  false,  and  false  for  true, 
Here  in  the  dubious  twilight  of  the  world 
Groping  —  how  many,  till  at  last  we  reach 
That  other  where  we  know  as  we  are  known!* 

But  the  consolation  which  Christ  here  imparted  was  to  support  us 
in  this  world  also,  by  showing  that  the  invisible  things  of  God  are  — 
to  quote  St.  Paul's  striking  paradox  —  clearly  seen  in  the  things  that  do 
appear,  apart  from  the  hopes  of  what  death  may  have  in  store. 

As  one  other  specimen  of  this  supremacy  of  Christ's  words,  even 
regarded  in  their  outward  aspect,  take  the  parable  of  the  Prodigal 
Son.  It  forms  part  of  the  most  beautiful  chapter  of  <<  the  most  beau- 
tiful book  in  the  world.*  It  may  well  be  called  the  flower  and  pearl 
of  parables,  and  the  Evangelium  in  Evangelio.  It  occupies  less  than  a 
page;  it  may  be  read  aloud  in  four  minutes:  yet  can  we  adduce  from 
all  the  literature  of  all  the  world  any  passage  so  brief — or  indeed 
any  passage  at  all  —  which  has  exercised  one  fraction  of  the  eter- 
nal influence  of  this  ?  Dante  and  John  Bunyan  have  touched  thou- 
sands of  human  souls;  but  this  parable  has  been  precious  to  millions 
of  every  age  and  every  tongue,  who  never  so  much  as  heard  of  the 

•Baron  Humboldt  in  his  < Cosmos >  shows  at  length  that  the  « romantic* 
love  (jf  the  beauties  of  nature  is  quite  a  modern  phenomenon  in  the  world's 
literature. 
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*Divina  Commedia*  or  the  'Pilgrim's  Progress.*  The  works  of  fiction 
in  the  world  can  be  counted  by  tens  of  thousands:  which  of  them  all 
has  ever  produced  the  minim  of  an  impression  so  intense  and  so 
world-wide  as  this  brief  parable  ?  On  this  subject  it  is  worth  while 
to  adduce  the  opinions  of  three  of  the  most  popular  and  eminent 
writers  of  fiction  in   our  own  generation. 

Charles  Reade  was  an  earnest  and  constant  student  of  Scripture. 
Accustomed  to  study  and  exhibit  character  in  his  novels,  he  gave  it 
as  his  deliberate  judgment  that  no  ordinary,  no  uninspired  human 
skill  or  genius  could  rival  the  marvelous  brevity,  the  **  swift  fresco 
strokes  >*  with  which  again  and  again  Scripture,  as  it  were  undesign- 
edly and  unconsciously,  with  only  a  word  or  two,  makes  the  char- 
acters of  men  stand  out  vividly  before  us,  and  live  in  our  memory 
so  that  we  might  almost  seem  to  have  seen  and  known  them.  Not 
even  in  Shakespeare  do  we  find  so  marvelous  a  power.  And  yet  in 
other  writers  this  graphic  skill  —  this  endeavor  rrpd  bfifiaTuv  Troieiv — is  a 
main  object,  whereas  in  Scripture  it  is  entirely  secondary,  and  so  to 
speak,  accidental. 

Similarly  Robert  Louis  Stevenson,  speaking  of  the  matchless 
verve  and  insight  displayed  in  the  delineation  of  characters  in  the 
Bible, — a  point  respecting  which  a  novelist  can  give  an  instructed 
judgment, — says :  — 

« Written  in  the  East,  these  characters  live  for  ever  in  the  West;  written 
in  one  province,  they  pervade  the  world;  penned  in  rude  times,  they  are 
prized  more  and  more  as  civilization  advances;  a  product  of  antiquity,  they 
come  home  to  the  <  business  and  bosoms  >  of  men,  women,  and  children  in 
modern  days.  Then  is  it  any  exaggeration  to  say  that  <the  characters  of 
Scripture  are  a  marv^el  of  the  mind  >  ? » 

Once  more,  Mr.  Hall  Caine  says,  in  McClure's  Magazine:  — 

« I  think  that  I  know  my  Bible  as  few  literary  men  know  it.  There  is 
no  book  in  the  world  like  it;  and  the  finest  novels  ever  written  fall  far  short 
in  interest  of  any  one  of  the  stories  it  tells.  Whatever  strong  situations 
I  have  in  my  books  are  not  of  my  creation,  but  are  taken  from  the  Bible. 
<  The  Deemster  >  is  the  story  of  the  Prodigal  Son.  <  The  Bondman  >  is  the 
story  of  Esau  and  Jacob.  <  The  Scapegoat  >  is  the  storj'  of  Eli  and  his  sons, 
but  with  Samuel  as  a  little  girl ;  and  <  The  Manxman  >  is  the  story  of  David 
and  Uriah.  *> 

I  should  like  to  give  some  further  instances  of  the  power  of  words 
as  illustrated  in  the  Bible. 

If  there  be  one  lesson  on  which  all  our  great  poets  and  think- 
ers most  insist  in  modern  days,  it  is,  that  upon  <<  self-mastery,  self- 
knowledge,  self-control  '*  depends  all  the  dignity  of  life.  It  is  in 
effect  Plato's  old  lesson  of  the  tripartite  nature  of  man,  as  consisting 
of  a  Man,  a  Lion,  and  a  Many-headed  Monster:  in  which  synthesis  the 
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Man,  who  represents  the  Reason  and  the  Conscience,  must  sit  supreme 
in  tranquil  empire  over  the  subjugated  Lion,  who  represents  the  pas- 
sions of  Wrath  and  Pride,  —  passions  to  be  controlled  and  made  to 
subserve  noble  uses,  but  not  to  be  destroyed;  the  Monster,  which 
represents  the  concupiscence  of  the  flesh,  must  be  crushed  into  com- 
pletest  subjection.  Is  not  the  essence  of  this  world-famous  allegory- 
compressed  into  the  single  verse  of  the  Psalmist,  as  it  is  represented 
in  glorious  sculpture  on  the  west  front  of  the  Cathedral  of  Amiens, 
—  "Thou  shalt  tread  upon  the  lion  and  the  adder;  the  young  lion 
and  the  dragon  shalt  thou  trample  under  thy  feet'^?  Now  take  all 
the  high  instruction  upon  this  subject  contained  in  Ovid's  — 

<<  Video  meliora  proboque, 
Deteriora  sequor ; » 

( I  see  the  better  way ,  and  I  approve  it, 
Yet  I   pursue  the  worse ; ) 

and  in  Dante's  — 

«I  crown  and  mitre  thee  over  thyself  ;>> 
and  in  Shakespeare's  — 

« I  have  lost  the  immortal  part  of  myself,  and  what  remains  is  bestial ;  * 
and  in  Fletcher's — 

"Man   is  his  own   star;   and   the  soul   that  can 
Render  an  honest  and  a  perfect  man 
Commands  all   life,  all   influence,  all  fate ;  » 

and  in  Milton's  — 

«  Converse  with  heavenly  habitants 
Begins  to  cast  a  beam  on  the  outward  shape, 
The  impolluted  temple  of  the  mind,. 
And  turns  it  by  degrees  to  the  soul's  essence, 
Till  all  be  made  immortal  ;>> 

and  in  Sir  Henry  Wotton's — 

«  This  man  is  free   from  servile  bonds 
Of  hope  to  rise   or   fear   to   fall; 
Lord   of  himself,    though  not  of  lands, 
And  having  nothing,  yet  hath  all;» 

and  in  Wordsworth's  — 

"This  is  the   happy    warrior;  this  is   he 
Whom   every   man   in  arms   would  wish   to   be;  >* 

and  in  Matthew  Arnold's  — 

"Resolve  to  be   thyself,    and   know  that  he 
Who  finds   himself  loses  his  misery; » 
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and  in  Clough's  — 

«  Seek,  seeker,  in  thyself,  and  thou  shalt  find 
In  the  stones  bread,  and  Ufe  in  the  blank  mind;** 

and  in  Christina  Rossetti's  — 

«God,  harden  me  against  myself, — 
This  traitor  with  pathetic  voice 
That  craves  for  ease,  and  rest,  and  joys ; » 

and  in  many  more  which  might  be  quoted:  and  I  venture  to  assert 
that  the  inmost  quintessence  of  all  this  Divine  philosophy  is  ex- 
pressed—  and  is  even  expressed  with  a  new  and  deeper  element  of 
thought  absolutely  and  unapproachably  original  —  in  a  single  word  of 
Christ  our  Lord, — <<In  your  endurance  ye  shall  acquire  your  souls.  >^* 
In  our  version  the  word  is  rendered  ^'^ possess^'*;  but  it  connotes  some- 
thing more  than  «  self-possession, » — namely,  seli-acguisition.  It  teaches 
us  that  to  be  we  must  becotne;  and  we  cannot  become  « lords  of  our- 
selves*^—  except  indeed  as  <*a  heritage  of  woe>>  —  without  our  own 
strenuous  endeavors.  Here,  in  one  word,  lies  the  secret  of  all  noble 
life.  That  which  is  essentially  eternal  within  us  —  the  inmost  reality 
of  our  beings  —  is  not  given  to  us  with  our  being,  but  has  to  be 
attained  and  achieved  by  us.  And  here  it  is  worth  while  to  observe 
how  very  often  even  the  early  copyists  and  translators  of  the  New 
Testament  miss  its  essential  point.  If  ever  they  venture  to  interfere 
between  the  sacred  writer  and  his  readers  they  invariably  deface  and 
vulgarize;  because,  without  adequate  understanding,  they  endeavor  to 
interpret  or  to  amend.  Take  but  one  specimen.  In  Hebrews  x.  34 
we  read  in  our  Authorized  Version,  <<Ye  took  joyfully  the  spoiling 
of  your  goods,  knowing  in  yourselves  that  ye  have  in  heaven  a  better 
and  enduring  substance.**  Now,  if  that  was  the  correct  reading  of 
the  original,  it  would  convey  the  very  true  but  very  ordinary  topic  of 
consolation  that  heaven  would  redress  the  uneven  balances  of  earth. 
But  it  is  almost  certain  that  <^n  yourselves**  is  the  correction  of  an 
unapprehensive  scribe  for  «  yourselves  **  {kavrovq) ;  and  that  "  in  heaven  ** 
is  an  explanatory  gloss  added  by  those  who  were  unable  to  under- 
stand that  the  real  consolation  offered  to  the  Hebrews  is  not  a  distant 
expectation,  but  the  fact  that  here  and  now  they  possessed  something 
—  even  <*  themselves  **  —  which  far  outweighed  any  treasure  of  which 
they  had  been  despoiled,  and  that  they  were 

« Richer  possessing  such  a  jewel 
Than  twenty  seas,  though  all  their  sands  were  pearl. 
Their  waters  crystal,  and  their  rocks  pure  gold.» 

•*Bv  ry  vno/iovij  v/xuv  Kr^aecde  {or  icr^aaade)  rag  \}rvxac  i/itjv. —  Luke  xxi.  19^ 
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When   Dean    Stanley  visited   Heinrich   von   Ewald,   a  little   Greek 
Testament   lay  on  the  table,  and  it  accidentally  fell  on  the  ground. 
Ewald  picked  it  np,  and  as  he  laid  it  on  the   table,  exclaimed  with 
indescribable    enthusiasm,    «In   this    little    book   is   contained   all   the 
best  wisdom  of  the  world. »     Was  he  not  right?     Take  the  five  classics 
of  Confucius,  the  <Vedas,>  the  <Tripitaka,>  the  whole  collection  of  the 
<Sacred  Books  of  the  East,>  the  < Dialogues'  of  Plato,  the  < Ethics >  of 
Aristotle,  the  moral,  treatises  of  Cicero,  the  <  Enchiridion  >  of  Epictetus, 
the  letters  of  Seneca  to  Lucilius,  the  < Thoughts'  of  Marcus  Aurelius, 
the   Qu'ran   of   Mahommed  —  all   that  represents   the  very  crown  and 
flower  of  Pagan  morality;   then  turn  to  Christian  literature,  and  cull 
every  noble  thought  you  can  find  in  the  Fathers,  in  the  Schoolmen,  in 
the  Mystics,  in  the  <  Imitatio  Christi,'  in  the  Puritan  divines,  in  Tauler 
and  John  -Bunyan,   in  Hooker,   Jeremy  Taylor,   Sanderson,  or  Butler, 
in   the  <  Whole   Duty   of   Man,'  and   the  writings   of   the   early  Evan- 
gelicals:  and  while  in  all  pagan  and  some  Christian  books  you  may 
find  imperfect  and  even  pernicious  elements,  you  will  iiot  find,  either 
before  or  after  Christ,  one  single  fruitful  rule  or  principle  of  morals 
(to  say  nothing  of  the  deepest  truths  of  religion),  for  which  we  could 
not  quote  deeper  reasons  and  a  more  powerful  enforcement  from  the 
brief  pages  of  the  New  Testament  alone.      Does  not  this  undoubted 
fact, — as  well  as  the  universal  adaptability  of  the  Book  to  all  classes 
and  conditions  of  men  in  every  age,  in  every  clime,   of  every  nation- 
ality, at  every  period  of  life,  in  every  stage  of  culture  or  ignorance, — 
does  it  not  show,  apart  from  all  else  that  might  be  said  about  it,  the 
supreme  and  unapproachable  literary  force  and  grandeur  of  the  New 
Testament  ?     No  one  has   expressed   this   truth   more   strikingly  than 
the  American  poet  J.  G.  Whittier:  — 

«We  search  the  world  for  truth:  we  cull 
The  good,  the  pure,  the  beautiful. 
From  graven  stone  and  written  scroll, 
From  all  old  flower-fields  of  the  soul; 
And,  weary  seekers  of  the  best, 
We  come  back  laden  from  our  quest, 
To  find  that  all  the  sages  said 
Is  in  the  Book  our  mothers  read.* 

And  indeed  it  is  a  most  memorable  proof  of  that  Indwelling  Pres- 
ence of  the  Spirit  of  the  Almighty  in  human  souls  which  we  call 
Inspiration,  that,  owing  to  the  supreme  literary  force  and  beauty  of 
the  New  Testament,  we  find  direct  traces  of  its  influence  on  the 
pages  of  all  the  best  poets, —  who  are  the  loveliest  as  well  as  the 
deepest  teachers  of  moral  wisdom.  Read  them  —  whether,  like 
Danic,  Milton,  George  Herbert,  Cowper,  Tennyson,  Browning,  they 
speak   no   word   that   docs   not  make  for  righteousness;    or   whether. 


THE   NEW  TESTAMENT  T0575 

like  Chaucer,  Shakespeare,  Goethe,  Burns,  Byron,  they  had  learnt 
by  bitter  experience  of  evil  that  good  is  best,  and  that  unfaithful- 
ness— 

« Hardens  all  within 
And  petrifies  the  feeling  >>; 

and  you  will  find,  alike  from  the  poems  of  the  sinners  in  their  shame 
and  penitence,  and  of  the  saints  whose  singing  robes  were  white  and 
their  garlands  of  heaven's  own  amaranth,  that,  apart  from  what  they 
learnt  from  the  Apostles  and  Evangelists,  they  would  have  but  little 
of  what  is  supremely  good  and  noble  left.  "Bring  me  the  book,'* 
said  Sir  Walter  Scott,  as  he  lay  upon  his  death-bed.  <<  What  book?'* 
asked  his  son-in-law,  Lockhart.  ^'■The  book  —  the  Bible,*'  answered 
Sir  Walter:  <Uhere  is  but  one." 

Let  us  put  this  assertion  of  the  supreme  sufficiency  of  Scripture 
to  a  partial  test.  In  this  age,  which  shows  so  many  symptoms  of 
greed,  of  struggle,  of  unbelief,  of  retrograde  religious  teaching,  there 
are  three  lofty  souls  to  whom  we  turn  most  often,  and  to  whom  we 
specially  look  up  as  to  "moral  light-houses  in  a  dark  and  stormy  sea," 
—  Dante,  Shakespeare,  Milton.  How  deep  is  the  influence  of  the 
New  Testament  on  each  of  them !  How  impossible  it  would  have 
been  that  its  books  should  have  exercised  this  influence  without  the 
perfectness  of  their  literary  form ! 

Dante  himself  practically  explains  to  us  that  the  true  meaning 
of  his  ^  Divina  Commedia  *  is  "  Man  as  liable  to  the  Reward  or  Pun- 
ishment of  Eternal  Law;  —  Man  according  as,  by  the  freedom  of  his 
will,  he  is  of  good  or  ill  desert."  Like  the  parable  of  the  Prodigal 
Son,  the  *•  Divine  Comedy  *  is  nothing  more  nor  less  than  the  life 
history  of  a  human  soul,  redeemed  from  sin  and  error,  from  lust  and 
worldliness,  and  restored  to  the  right  path  by  the  reason  and  the 
grace  which  enable  it  to  see  the  things  that  are,  and  to  see  them  as 
they  are.  The  three  great  divisions  of  the  poem  might  be  called, — 
not  <Hell,*  *  Purgatory,*  <  Paradise,*  but  <  Guilt,*  <  Repentance,*  <  Regen- 
erate Beatitude.*  Hell  is  simply  self  without  God;  Penitence  is  the 
soul's  return  to  God;  Heaven  is  self  lost  in  God:  and  the  three  can* 
tos  do  but  expand  and  enforce  these  three  texts:  — 

«The  end  of  those  things  is  Death." 

"Work  out  your  own  salvation  with  fear  and  trembling.'* 
«This    is    life    eternal, —  to   know    thee,   the    only    God,  and    Jesus    Christ 
whom  thou  hast  sent." 

Let  us  next  take  Milton.  He  has  left  us  in  no  doubt  as  to  the 
sources  of  his  own  inspiration.  His  *•  Paradise  Lost '  and  ^  Paradise 
Regained  *  are  of  course  avowedly  his  comments  on  the  Fall  and 
the  Redemption ;  but  in  his  *  Comus  *  he  teaches  the  lesson,  which  he 
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has  also  expressed  in  such  matchless  prose,  that  "if  the  love  of  God, 
as  a  fire  to  be  kept  alive  upon  the  altar  of  our  hearts,  be  the  first 
principle  of  all  Godly  and  virtuous  actions  in  men,  the  pious  and  just 
honoring  of  ourselves  is  the  second,  and  the  fountain-head  whence 
every  laudable  and  worthy  enterprise  issues  forth. »  The  inmost 
meaning  of  *Comus>  lies  in  the  lines  — 

« He  that  hath  light  within  his  own  clear  breast 
May  sit  in  the  centre  and  enjoy  bright  day; 
But  he  that  hides  a  dark  soul  and  foul  thoughts 
Benighted  walks  under  the  midday  sun: 
Himself  is  his  own  dungeon. » 

What  is  this  high  teaching  but  «If  the  light  that  is  in  thee  be 
darkness,  how  great  is  that  darkness  ^^  ?  and  "  I  am  tied  and  bound 
with  the  chain  of  my  sins  ^^  ?  Or  take  Milton's  last  and  most  in- 
tensely characteristic  poem,  the  <  Samson  Agonistes.*  Its  meaning  is 
summed  up  in  the  last  lines:  — 

«A11  is  best;  though  we  oft  doubt 
What  the  unsearchable  dispose 
Or  highest  wisdom  brings  about. 

And  ever  best  found  in  the  close. » 

Could  Milton  have  arrived  at  this  lofty  and  all-consoling  truth  if 
he  had  never  read  the  words  "  What  I  do  thou  knowest  not  now,  but 
thou  shalt  know  hereafter  '^  ? 

And  now  turn  to  Shakespeare.  One  commentator  says  of  him, 
*  It  has  been  remarked  that  Shakespeare  was  habitually  conversant 
with  the  Bible. ^>  And  another  that  "he  had  deeply  imbibed  the 
Scriptures.'*  The  late  Bishop  Wordsworth  of  St.  Andrews  showed  in 
an  interesting  volume  that  Shakespeare  was  not  uninfluenced  by  the 
grammar,  by  noticeable  words  and  noticeable  forms  of  speech,  with 
which  the  English  Bible  had  made  him  familiar;  that  he  is  full  of 
allusions  to  the  historical  facts  and  characters  of  the  Bible;  and  that 
his  religious  principles  and  sentiments  on  almost  all  the  chief  sub- 
jects of  human  concern,  moral  no  less  than  spiritual,  —  and  indeed 
the  dominant  spirit  of  his  poetry, —  were  derived  from  the  volume  of 
Holy  Writ,  against  the  abuse  and  the  wrong  use  of  which  he  has 
yet  uttered  such  strong  and  wholesome  warnings.  Shakespeare  was 
one  of  the  few  who  **saw  life  steadily  and  saw  it  whole.**  Goethe 
rightly  said  of  him  that  "his  plays  are  much  more  than  poems.  The 
reader  seems  to  have  before  him  the  books  of  fate,  against  which 
is  beating  the  tempest  of  eager  life  so  as  to  drive  the  leaves  back- 
ward and  forward  with  violence.*  Yet  what  did  Shakespeare  know 
which  he  had  not  learnt  from  the  New  Testament  ?  Take  but  two 
instances.     Dues  not  <King  Lear,>  that  tragedy  of  tragedies,  set  forth 
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the  absolute  triumph  of  a  faith  and  love  which  burns  bright  even 
amid  apparently  irremediable  failure;  and  is  not  this  the  lesson  set 
forth  already,  even  more  supremely,  in  the  Epistles,  in  the  Apoca- 
lypse, above  all  in  the  Gospel  narratives?  Is  it  not  the  lesson  of  the 
cross  of  Christ  himself  ?  Can  even  Shakespeare's  genius  do  more  than 
set  in  new  light  the  truth  that  all  must  be  well  with  those,  who  are 
obedient  to,  and  are  supported  by,  the  Eternal  Laws?  Or  take  the 
tragedy  of  <  Macbeth, >  which  sets  before  us  in  such  lurid  illumination 
the  horror  of  an  avenging  conscience.  What  is  it  but  the  concrete 
presentment  of  the  eternal  tragedy  of  the  guilty  soul?  It  is  —  like 
the  stories  of  Adam  and  Eve,  of  Balaam,  of  Achan,  of  David,  of 
Judas  —  the  picture  of  crime  through  all  its  stages:  temptation;  glam- 
our; the  spasm  of  guilty  act,  the  agony  of  awakenment;  the  haunt- 
ing of  shame;  the  permanence  of  sorrow;  last  of  all,  retributive 
catastrophe  and  unutterable  despair.  And  yet  may  we  not  say,  with 
simplest  truthfulness,  that  in  the  New  Testament  alone  do  we  find 
the  ultimate  solution,  the  sovereign  and  revealing  utterance  respect- 
ing those  fundamental  convictions  which  Dante  and  Shakespeare  and 
Milton  can  but  illustrate  by  throwing  upon  them  the  illuminating 
splendor  of  their  heaven-bestowed  genius  and  insight?  Is  it  not 
proved,  therefore,  that  we  find  the  New  Testament  still  inestimably 
precious  when  we  consider  it  only  in  its  literary  aspect  ? 

I  will  conclude  with  one  swift  glance  at  the  natural  order  of  the 
books  of  the  New  Covenant. 

In  St.  Matthew  we  have  the  Gospel  of  the  Jew  and  of  the  Past,— 
the  setting  forth  of  the  Messiah  of  olden  prophecy,  in  St.  Mark  the 
Gospel  for  the  Roman,  the  Gospel  of  the  Present;  in  St.  Luke  the  Gos- 
pel for  the  Greek,  the  Gospel  of  the  Future;  in  St.  John  the  Gospel 
in  its  most  spiritual  aspect,  the  Gospel  for  Eternity;  —  and  the  Past, 
the  Present,  the  Future,  the  Eternal,  are  all  summed  up  in  Christ. 

In  the  Acts  we  have  the  book  of  beginnings,  the  story  of  the 
foundation  of  the  Church;  the  earliest  and  best  of  all  ecclesiastical 
histories.  Then  follow  twenty-one  most  precious  Epistles  of  great 
Apostles,  each  marked  by  its  special  topic.  The  two  to  the  Thessa- 
lonians  turn  mainly  on  the  near  Second  Advent  of  Christ.  The  first 
to  the  Corinthians  is  on  Christian  Unity  in  faith,  and  worship,  and 
life;  the  second  is  mainly  the  Apostle's  Apologia  pro  vita  sua.  The 
Epistles  to  the  Galatians  promulgate  the  indefeasible  rights  of  Lib- 
erty; that  to  the  Romans  sets  forth,  among  other  topics,  the  true 
meaning  of  justification  by  faith;  that  to  the  Philippians  shows  us 
the  glory  of  love  and  exultations,  burning  bright  amid  apparently 
overwhelming  defeat  and  calamity;  that  to  the  Colossians  turns 
chiefly  on  the  subject  of  Christ  as  all  in  all;  that  to  the  Ephesians 
is  the  Epistle  of  the  Ascension,  the  Epistle  of  «the  Heavenlies'^ — the 
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Epistle  of  Christ  in  the  midst  of  the  ideal,  eternal,  universal  Church; 
that  to  Philemon  is  the  earliest  charter  of  emancipation  to  the 
slave;  the  first  Epistle  to  Timothy,  and  that  to  Titus,  constitute  the 
best  Pastor's  Manual;  the  second  to  Timothy,  amid  its  affectionate 
counsels,  exhibits  the  completeness  of  the  Christian's  victory  in  the 
apparent  defeat  of  lonely  death.  The  powerful  and  interesting,  but 
anonymous,  Epistle  to  the  Hebrews  sets  forth  Christ  as  the  end  and 
fulfillment  of  the  law, —  the  Eternal  and  all-sufficient  Savior.  St. 
James  writes  the  sternly  passionate  letter  of  Christian  morality;  St. 
Peter's  is  the  Epistle  of  Hope,  St.  John's  of  Love.  Finally  the  radiant 
and  impassioned  imagery  and  visions  of  the  Apocalypse,  though  they 
come  among  the  earliest  in  time,  form  the-  fitting  literary  conclusion 
of  this  Book  of  Books  —  the  last  gem  of  this  Urim  and  Thummim 
upon  that  Ephod  of  Humanity  <^  whereon  should  be  inscribed  the  one 
word  God.>*  Could  we  possess  a  more  priceless  treasure?  ^^  What 
problem  do  these  books  leave  unexamined  ?  what  depth  unfathomed  ? 
what  height  unsealed  ?  what  consolation  unadministered  ?  what  heart 
untouched.?  what  conscience  unreproved  ? *'  May  we  not  say  with  our 
Translators  of  1611:  "If  we  be  ignorant,  the  Scriptures  will  instruct 
us;  if  out  of  the  way,  they  will  bring  us  home;  if  out  of  order,  they 
will  reform  us;  if  in  heaviness,  comfort  us;  if  dull,  quicken  us;  if 
cold,  inflame  us.  Tolle,  lege;  toile,  lege  —  Take  and  read!  take  and 
read  I » 

'*For  many  books  I  care  not;  and  my  store 
Might  now  suffice  me  though  I  had  no  more 
Than  God's  Two  Testaments,  and  then  withal 
That  mighty  volume  which  <the  world  >  we  call.*> 


n/< 


THE   SERMON  ON  THE  MOUNT 
From  the  Gospel  according  to  St.  Matthew 

AND   Jesus   went   about  in   all   Galilee,   teaching   in    their   syn- 
a^rogiies,   and    preaching    the    gospel    of    the    kingdom,    and 
healing  all   manner  of   disease  and   all   manner  of   sickness 
among   the   people.     And   the   report  of  him  went  forth  into  all 
Syria:  and  they  brought  unto  him  all  that  were  sick,  holden  with 
divers  diseases  and  torments,  possessed  with  devils,  and  epileptic, 
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and  palsied;  and  he  healed  them.  And  there  followed  him  great 
multitudes  from  Galilee  and  Decapolis  and  Jerusalem  and  Judaea 
and  from  beyond  Jordan. 

And  seeing  the  multitudes,  he  went  up  into  the  mountain: 
and  when  he  had  sat  down,  his  disciples  came  unto  him:  and 
he  opened  his  mouth  and  taught  them,  saying. 

Blessed  are  the  poor  in  spirit?  for  theirs  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven. 

Blessed  are  they  that  mourn:    for  they  shall  be  comforted. 

Blessed  are  the  meek:    for  they  shall  inherit  the  earth. 

Blessed  are  they  that  hunger  and  thirst  after  righteousness: 
for  they  shall  be  filled. 

Blessed  are  the  merciful:    for  they  shall  obtain  mercy. 

Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart;  for  they  shall  see  God. 

Blessed  are  the  peace-makers:  for  they  shall  be  called  sons  of 
God. 

Blessed  are  they  that  have  been  persecuted  for  righteousness' 
sake;  for  theirs  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven.  Blessed  are  ye  when 
men  shall  reproach  you,  and  persecute  you,  and  say  all  manner 
of  evil  against  you  falsely,  for  my  sake.  Rejoice,  and  be  exceed- 
ing  glad:  for  great  is  your  reward  in  heaven;  for  so  persecuted 
they  the  prophets  which  were  before  you. 

Ye  are  the  salt  of  the  earth,  but  if  the  salt  have  lost  its 
savor,  wherewith  shall  it  be  salted  ?  it  is  thenceforth  good  for 
nothing,  but  to  be  cast  out  and  trodden  under  foot  of  men.  Ye 
are  the  light  of  the  world.  A  city  set  on  a  hill  cannot  be  hid. 
Neither  do  men  light  a  lamp,  and  put  it  under  the  bushel,  but 
on  the  stand;  and  it  shineth  unto  all  that  are  in  the  house.  Even 
so  let  your  light  shine  before  men,  that  they  may  see  your  good 
works,   and  glorify  your  Father  which  is  in  heaven. 

Think  not  that  I  came  to  destroy  the  law  or  the  prophets; 
I  came  not  to  destroy,  but  to  fulfill.  For  verily  I  say  unto  you, 
Till  heaven  and  earth  pass  away,  one  jot  or  one  tittle  shall  in 
no  wise  pass  away  from  the  law,  till  all  things  be  accomplished. 
Whosoever  therefore  shall  break  one  of  these  least  command- 
ments, and  shall  teach  men  so,  shall  be  called  least  in  the  king- 
dom of  heaven:  but  whosoever  shall  do  and  teach  them,  he  shall 
be  called  great  in  the  kingdom  of  heaven.  For  I  say  unto  you, 
that  except  your  righteousness  shall  exceed  tJie  righteousness  of 
the  scribes  and  Pharisees,  ye  shall  in  no  wise  enter  into  the 
kingdom  of  heaven. 
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Ye  have  heard  that  it  was  said  to  them  of  old  time,  Thou 
shalt  not  kill;  and  whosoever  shall  kill  shall  be  in  danger  of  the 
judgment :  but  I  say  unto  you,  that  every  one  who  is  angry  with 
his  brother  shall  be  in  danger  of  the  judgment;  and  whosoever 
shall  say  to  his  brother,  Raca,  shall  be  in  danger  of  the  council; 
and  whosoever  shall  say.  Thou  fool,  shall  be  in  danger  of  the 
hell  of  fire.  If  therefore  thou  art  offering  thy  gift  at  the  altar, 
and  there  rememberest  that  thy  brother  hath  aught  against  thee, 
leave  there  thy  gift  before  the  altar,  and  go  thy  way,  first  be 
reconciled  to  thy  brother,  and  then  come  and  offer  thy  gift. 
Agree  with  thine  adversary  quickly,  whiles  thou  art  with  him 
in  the  way;  lest  haply  the  adversary'  deliver  thee  to  the  judge, 
and  the  judge  deHver  thee  to  the  officer,  and  thou  be  cast  into 
prison  Verily  I  say  unto  thee.  Thou  shalt  by  no  means  come 
out  thence,  till  thou  have  paid  the  last  farthing. 

Ye  have  heard  that  it  was  said,  Thou  shalt  not  commit 
adultery:  but  I  say  unto  you,  that  every  one  that  looketh  on  a 
woman  to  lust  after  her  hath  committed  adultery  with  her  al- 
ready in  his  heart.  And  if  thy  right  eye  causeth  thee  to  stum- 
ble, pluck  it  out,  and  cast  it  from  thee:  for  it  is  profitable  for 
thee  that  one  of  thy  members  should  perish,  and  not  thy  whole 
body  be  cast  into  hell.  And  if  thy  right  hand  causeth  thee  to 
stumble,  cut  it  off,  and  cast  it  from  thee:  for  it  is  profitable 
for  thee  that  one  of  thy  members  should  perish,  and  not  thy 
whole  body  go  into  hell.  It  was  said  also,  Whosoever  shall 
put  away  his  wife,  .let  him  give  her  a  writing  of  divorcement: 
but  I  say  unto  you,  that  every  one  that  putteth  away  his  wife, 
saving  for  the  cause  of  fornication,  maketh  her  an  adulteress:  and 
whosoever  shall  marry  her  when  she  is  put  away  committeth 
adultery. 

Again,  ye  have  heard  that  it  was  said  to  them  of  old  time. 
Thou  shalt  not  forswear  thyself,  but  shalt  perform  unto  the  Lord 
thine  oaths :  but  I  say  unto  you,  Swear  not  at  all ;  neither  by  the 
heaven,  for  it  is  the  throne  of  God;  nor  by  the  earth,  for  it  is 
the  footstool  of  his  feet;  nor  by  Jerusalem,  for  it  is  the  city  of 
the  great  King.  Neither  shalt  thou  swear  by  thy  head,  for  thou 
canst  not  make  one  hair  white  or  black.  But  let  your  speech  be. 
Yea,  yea;  Nay,  nay:  and  whatsoever  is  more  than  these  is  of  the 
evil  one. 

Yc  have  heard  that  it  was  said,  An  eye  for  an  eye,  and  a 
tooth  for  a  tooth;  but   I    say    unto    you,  Resist    not    him    that  is 
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evil:  but  whosoever  smiteth  thee  on  thy  right  cheek,  turn  tc 
him  the  other  also.  And  if  any  man  would  go  to  law  with 
thee,  and  take  away  thy  coat,  let  him  have  thy  cloak  also.  And 
whosoever  shall  compel  thee  to  go  one  mile,  go  with  him  twain. 
Give  to  him  that  asketh  thee,  and  from  him  that  would  borrow 
of  thee  turn  not  thou  away. 

Ye  have  heard  that  it  was  said,  Thou  shalt  love  thy  neighbor, 
and  hate  thine  enemy:  but  I  say  unto  you,  Love  your  enemies, 
and  pray  for  them  that  persecute  you;  that  ye  may  be  sons  of 
your  Father  which  is  in  heaven:  for  he  maketh  his  sun  to  rise 
on  the  evil  and  the  good,  and  sendeth  rain  on  the  just  and  the 
unjust.  For  if  ye  love  them  that  love  you,  what  reward  have 
ye  ?  do  not  even  the  publicans  the  same  ?  And  if  ye  salute  your 
brethren  only,  what  do  ye  more  than  others  ?  do  not  even  the 
Gentiles  the  same  ?  Ye  therefore  shall  be  perfect,  as  your  heav- 
enly Father  is  perfect. 

Take  heed  that  ye  do  not  your  righteousness  before  men,  to 
be  seen  of  them:  else  ye  have  no  reward  with  your  Father  which 
is  in  heaven. 

When  therefore  thou  doest  alms,  sound  not  a  trumpet  before 
thee,  as  the  hypocrites  do  in  the  synagogues  and  in  the  streets, 
that  they  may  have  glory  of  men.  Verily  I  say  unto  you.  They 
have  received  their  reward.  But  when  thou  doest  alms,  let  not 
thy  left  hand  know  what  thy  right  hand  doeth:  that  thine  alms 
may  be  in  secret:  and  thy  Father  which  seeth  in  secret  shall 
recompense  thee. 

And  when  ye  pray,  ye  shall  not  be  as  the  hypocrites:  for  they 
love  to  stand  and  pray  in  the  synagogues  and  in  the  corners  of 
the  streets,  that  they  may  be  seen  of  men.  Verily  I  say  unto 
you.  They  have  received  their  reward.  But  thou,  when  thou 
prayest,  enter  into  thine  inner  chamber,  and  having  shut  thy 
door,  pray  to  thy  Father  which  is  in  secret,  and  thy  Father  which 
seeth  in  secret  shall  recompense  thee.  And  in  praying  use  not 
vain  repetitions,  as  the  Gentiles  do:  for  they  think  that  they 
shall  be  heard  for  their  much  speaking.  Be  not  therefore  like 
unto  them:  for  your  Father  knoweth  what  things  ye  have  need 
of,  before  ye  ask  him.  After  this  manner  therefore  pray  ye:  Our 
Father  which  art  in  heaven,  Hallowed  be  thy  name.  Thy  king- 
dom come.  Thy  will  be  done,  as  in  heaven,  so  on  earth.  Give 
us  this  day  our  daily  bread.  And  forgive  us  our  debts,  as  we 
also  have  forgiven  our  debtors.      And  bring  us  not  into  tempta- 
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tion,  but  deliver  us  from  the  evil  one.  For  if  ye  forgive  men 
their  trespasses,  your  heavenly  Father  will  also  forgive  you.  But 
if  ye  forgive  not  men  their  trespasses,  neither  will  your  Father 
forgive  your  trespasses. 

Moreover  when  ye  fast,  be  not,  as  the  hypocrites,  of  a  sad 
countenance:  for  they  disfigure  their  faces,  that  they  may  be 
seen  of  men  to  fast.  Verily  I  say  unto  you,  They  have  received 
their  reward.  But  thou,  when  thou  fastest,  anoint  thy  head,  and 
wash  thy  face;  that  thou  be  not  seen  of  men  to  fast,  but  of  thy 
Father  which  is  in  secret:  and  thy  Father,  which  seeth  in  secret, 
shall  recompense  thee. 

Lay  not  up  for  yourselves  treasures  upon  the  earth,  where 
moth  and  rust  doth  consume,  and  where  thieves  break  through 
and  steal:  but  lay  up  for  yourselves  treasures  in  heaven,  where 
neither  moth  nor  rust  doth  consume,  and  where  thieves  do  not 
break  through  nor  steal:  for  where  thy  treasure  is,  there  will  thy 
heart  be  also.  The  lamp  of  the  body  is  the  eye:  if  therefore 
thine  eye  be  single,  thy  whole  body  shall  be  'full  of  light.  Bui 
if  thine  eye  be  evil,  thy  whole  body  shall  be  full  of  darkness. 
If  therefore  the  light  that  is  in  thee  be  darkness,  how  great  is 
the  darkness !  No  man  can  serve  two  masters :  for  either  he 
will  hate  the  one,  and  love  the  other;  or  else  he  will  hold  to 
one,  and  despise  the  other.  Ye  cannot  serve  God  and  mammon. 
Therefore  I  say  unto  you.  Be  not  anxious  for  your  life,  what 
ye  shall  eat,  or  what  ye  shall  drink;  nor  yet  for  your  body, 
what  ye  shall  put  on.  Is  not  the  life  more  than  the  food,  and 
the  body  than  the  raiment  ?  Behold  the  birds  of  the  heaven,  that 
they  sow  not,  neither  do  they  reap,  nor  gather  into  barns;  and 
your  heavenly  Father  feedeth  them.  Are  not  ye  of  much  more 
value  than  they?  And  which  of  you  by  being  anxious  can  add 
one  cubit  unto  his  stature  ?  And  why  are  ye  anxious  concern- 
ing raiment?  Consider  the  lilies  of  the  field,  how  they  grow; 
they  toil  not,  neither  do  they  spin:  yet  I  say  unto  you,  that 
oven  Solomon  in  all  his  glory  was  not  arrayed  like  one  of  these. 
But  if  God  doth  so  clothe  the  grass  of  the  field,  which  to-day 
is,  and  to-morrow  is  cast  into  the  oven,  s/m//  he  not  much  more 
clothe  you,  O  ye  of  little  faith?  Be  not  therefore  anxious,  say- 
ing.  What  shall  we  eat?  or.  What  shall  we  drink?  or.  Where- 
withal shall  we  be  clothed?  For  after  all  these  things  do  the 
Gcntilc8  seek;  for  your  heavenly  Father  knoweth  that  ye  have 
need  of  all  these  things.     But  seek  ye  first  his  kingdom,  and  his 
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righteousness;  and  all  these  things  shall  be  added  unto  you. 
Be  not  therefore  anxious  for  the  morrow:  for  the  morrow  will 
be  anxious  for  itself.     Sufficient  unto  the  day  is  the  evil  thereof. 

Judge  not,  that  ye  be  not  judged.  For  with  what  judgment 
ye  judge,  ye  shall  be  judged:  and  with  what  measure  ye  mete, 
it  shall  be  measured  unto  you.  And  why  beholdest  thou  the 
mote  that  is  in  thy  brother's  eye,  but  considerest  not  the  beam 
that  is  in  thine  own  eye  ?  Or  how  wilt  thou  say  to  thy  brother, 
Let  me  cast  out  the  mote  out  of  thine  eye;  and  lo,  the  beam  is 
in  thine  own  eye  ?  Thou  hypocrite,  cast  out  first  the  beam  out 
of  thine  own  eye;  and  then  shalt  thou  see  clearly  to  cast  out  the 
mote  out  of  thy  brother's  eye. 

Give  not  that  which  is  holy  unto  the  dogs,  neither  cast  your 
pearls  before  the  swine,  lest  haply  they  trample  them  under  their 
feet,  and  turn  and  rend  you. 

Ask,  and  it  shall  be  given  you;  seek,  and  ye  shall  find;  knock, 
and  it  shall  be  opened  unto  you:  for  every  one  that  asketh 
receiveth;  and  he  that  seeketh  findeth;  and  to  him  that  knocketh 
it  shall  be  opened.  Or  what  man  is  there  of  you,  who,  if  his 
son  shall  ask  him  for  a  loaf,  will  give  him  a  stone;  or  if  he 
shall  ask  for  a  fish,  will  give  him  a  serpent  ?  If  ye  then,  being 
evil,  know  how  to  give  good  gifts  unto  your  children,  how  much 
more  shall  your  Father  which  is  in  heaven  give  good  things  to 
them  that  ask  him  ?  All  things  therefore  whatsoever  ye  would 
that  men  should  do  unto  you,  even  so  do  ye  also  unto  them:  for 
this  is  the  law  and  the  prophets. 

Enter  ye  in  by  the  narrow  gate:  for  wide  is  the  gate,  and 
broad  is  the  way,  that  leadeth  to  destruction,  and  many  be  they 
that  enter  in  thereby.  For  narrow  is  the  gate,  and  straitened 
the  way,  that  leadeth  unto  life,  and  few  be  they  that  find  it. 

Beware  of  false  prophets,  which  come  to  you  in  sheep's  cloth- 
ing, but  inwardly  are  ravening  wolves.  By  their  fruits  ye  shall 
know  them.  Do  men  gather  grapes  of  thorns,  or  figs  of  thistles  ? 
Even  so  every  good  tree  bringeth  forth  good  fruit;  but  the  cor- 
rupt tree  bringeth  forth  evil  fruit.  A  good  tree  cannot  bring 
forth  evil  fruit,  neither  can  a  corrupt  tree  bring  forth  good  fruit. 
Every  tree  that  bringeth  not  forth  good  fruit  is  hewn  down,  and 
cast  into  the  fire.  Therefore  by  their  fruits  ye  shall  know  them. 
Not  every  one  that  saith  unto  me,  Lord,  Lord,  shall  enter  into 
the  kingdom  of  heaven;  but  he  that  doeth  the  will  of  my  Father 
which   is   in   heaven.     Many   will   say   to   me   in   that   day,  Lord, 
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Lord,  did  we  not  prophesy  by  thy  name,  and  by  thy  name  case 
out  devils,  and  by  thy  name  do  many  mighty  works  ?  And  then 
will  I  profess  unto  them,  I  never  knew  you:  depart  from  me, 
ye  that  work  iniquity.  Every  one  therefore  which  heareth  these 
words  of  mine,  and  doeth  them,  shall  be  likened  unto  a  wise  man, 
which  built  his  house  upon  the  rock:  and  the  rain  descended, 
and  the  floods  came,  and  the  winds  blew,  and  beat  upon  that 
house;  and  it  fell  not:  for  it  was  founded  upon  the  rock.  And 
every  one  that  heareth  these  words  of  mine,  and  doeth  them  not, 
shall  be  likened  unto  a  foolish  man,  which  built  his  house  upon 
the  sand:  and  the  rain  descended,  and  the  floods  came,  and  the 
winds  blew,  and  smote  upon  that  house;  and  it  fell:  and  great 
was  the  fall  thereof. 

And  it  came  to  pass,  when  Jesus  ended  these  words,  the  mul- 
titudes were  astonished  at  his  teaching:  for  he  taught  them  as 
one  having  authority,  and  not  as  their  scribes. 
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AND  they  brought  unto  him  little  children,  that  he  should 
touch  them;  and  the  disciples  rebuked  them.  But  when 
Jesus  saw  it,  he  was  moved  with  indignation,  and  said  unto 
them.  Suffer  the  little  children  to  come  unto  me;  forbid  them 
not:  for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  God.  Verily  I  say  unto  you. 
Whosoever  shall  not  receive  the  kingdom  of  God  as  a  little  child, 
he  shall  in  no  wise  enter  therein.  And  he  took  them  in  his 
arms,  and  blessed  them,  laying  his  hands  upon  them. 

And  as  he  was  going  forth  into  the  way,  there  ran  one  to 
him,  and  kneeled  to  him,  and  asked  him.  Good  Master,  what 
shall  I  do  that  I  may  inherit  eternal  life  ?  And  Jesus  said  unto 
him.  Why  callest  thou  me  good  ?  none  is  good  save  one,  even 
God.  Thou  knowest  the  commandments.  Do  not  kill.  Do  not 
commit  adultery.  Do  not  steal.  Do  not  bear  false  witness.  Do  not 
defraud,  Honor  thy  father  and  mother.  And  he  said  unto  him. 
Master,  all  these  things  have  I  observed  from  my  youth.  And 
Jesus  looking  upon  him  loved  him,  and  said  unto  him.  One  thing 
thou  lackest:  go,  sell  whatsoever  thou  hast,  and  give  to  the  poor, 
and  thou  shalt  have  treasure  in  heaven:  and  come,  follow  me. 
But  his  countenance  fell  at  the  saying,  and  he  went  away  sor- 
rowful: for  he  was  one  that  had  great  possessions. 
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THE  PARABLE   OF  THE   GOOD   SAMARITAN 
From  the  Gospel  according  to  St.  Luke 

AND  behold,  a  certain  lawyer  stood  up  and  tempted  him,  say- 
ing. Master,  what  shall  I  do  to  inherit  eternal  life  ?  And 
he  said  unto  him.  What  is  written  in  the  law  ?  how  readest 
thou  ?  And  he  answering  said.  Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy 
God  with  all  thy  heart,  and  with  all  thy  soul,  and  with  all  thy 
strength,  and  with  all  thy  mind;  and  thy  neighbor  as  thyself. 
And  he  said  unto  him.  Thou  hast  answered  right:  this  do,  and 
thou  shalt  live.  But  he,  desiring  to  justify  himself,  said  unto 
Jesus,  And  who  is  my  neighbor  ?  Jesus  made  answer  and  said, 
A  certain  man  was  going  down  from  Jerusalem  to  Jericho;  and 
he  fell  among  robbers,  which  both  stripped  him  and  beat  him, 
and  departed,  leaving  him  half  dead.  And  by  chance  a  certain 
priest  was  going  down  that  way:  and  when  he  saw  him,  he 
passed  by  on  the  other  side.  And  in  like  manner  a  Levite  also, 
when  he  came  to  the  place,  and  saw  him,  passed  by  on  the  other 
side.  But  a  certain  Samaritan,  as  he  journeyed,  came  where  he 
was:  and  when  he  saw  him,  he  was  moved  with  compassion,  and 
came  to  him,  and  bound  up  his  wounds,  pouring  on  them  oil 
and  wine;  and  he  set  him  on  his  own  beast,  and  brought  him 
to  an  inn,  and  took  care  of  him.  And  on  the  morrow  he  took 
out  two  pence,  and  gave  them  to  the  host,  and  said,  Take  care 
of  him;  and  whatsoever  thou  spendest  more,  I,  when  I  come 
back  again,  will  repay  thee.  Which  of  these  three,  thinkest  thou, 
proved  neighbor  unto  him  that  fell  among  the  robbers  ?  And 
he  said.  He  that  shewed  mercy  on  him.  And  Jesus  said  unto 
him,  Go,  and  do  thou  likewise. 

THE   PARABLE   OF  THE   PRODIGAL  SON 
Ffom  the  Gospel  according  to  St.  Luke 

AND  he  said,  A  certain  man  had  two  sons:  and  the  yoimger  of 
them  said  to  his  father,  Father,  give  me  the  portion  of  tJiy 
substance  that  falleth  to  me.  And  he  divided  unto  them 
his  living.  And  not  many  days  after,  the  younger  son  gathered 
all  together,  and  took  his  journey  into  a  far  cotmtry;  and  there 
he  wasted  his  substance  with  riotous  living.  And  when  he  had 
spent  all,  there  arose  a  mighty  famine  in  that  coimtry;  and  he 
began  to  be  in  want.  And  he  went  and  joined  himself  to  one 
of  the  citizens  of  that  country;  and  he  sent  him  into  his  fields  to 
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feed  swine.     And  he  would  fain  have  been  filled  with  the  husks 
that  the  swine  did  eat:   and  no  man  gave  unto  him.     But  when 
he   came    to   himself   he    said,   How    many   hired    servants    of  my 
father's  have  bread  enough  and  to  spare,  and  I  perish  here  with 
hunger!     I    will    arise    and    go   to    my   father,   and   will    say   unto 
him,  Father,  I  have  sinned  against  heaven  and  in  thy  sight:  I  am 
no  more  worthy  to  be  called   thy  son:   make   me  as  one  of  thy 
hired   servants.      And   he   arose,    and    came    to    his    father.      But 
while  he  was   yet  afar  off,  his   father   saw  him,  and  was   moved 
with  compassion,  and  ran,  and  fell  on  his  neck,  and  kissed  him. 
And  the  son  said  unto  him.  Father,  I  have  sinned  against  heaven 
and  in  thy  sight:    I  am   no   more   worthy  to  be    called   thy  son. 
But  the  father  said,  to  his  servants.   Bring  forth  quickly  the  best 
robe,  and  put  it  on  him;  and  put  a  ring  on  his  hand,  and  shoes 
on  his  feet:  and  bring  the  fatted  calf  a?i(i^  kill  it,  and  let  us  eat, 
and  make  merry:   for  this  my  son  was  dead,  and  is  aHve  again; 
he  was  lost,  and  is  found.     And  they  began  to  be  merry.     Now 
his  elder  son  was  in  the  field:  and  as  he  came  and  drew  nigh  to 
the  house,  he  heard  music  and  dancing.     And   he  called  to  him 
one  of  the   servants,  and   inquired  what   these    things   might  be. 
And  he  said  unto  him.  Thy  brother  is  come;  and  thy  father  hath 
killed   the   fatted   calf,    because   he    hath    received    him    safe   and 
sound.     But  he  was  angry,  and  would  not  go  in:  and  his  father 
came  out  and   intreated  him.     But   he  answered  and   said  to  his 
father,  Lo,  these  many  years  do  I  serve  thee,  and  I  never  trans- 
gressed a  commandment  of  thine:    and  j/et  thou  never  gavest  me 
a  kid,  that  I  might  make  merry  with  my  friends:   but  when  this 
thy  son  came,  which  hath  devoured  thy  living  with  harlots,  thou 
killedst  for  him  the  fatted  calf.     And  he  said  unto  him.  Son,  thou 
art  ever  with  me,  and  all  that  is  mine  is  thine.     But  it  was  meet 
to  make  merry  and  be  glad:   for  this  thy  brother  was  dead,  and 
is  alive  a^am;  and  was  lost,  and  is  found. 


ON  THE  SABBATH 
I 

From  the  Gospel  according  to  St.  Mark 

AND   it   came   to   pass,  that  he  was  going  on  the  Sabbath  day 
through    the    cornfields;   and    his    disciples   began,    as    they 
went,  to   pluck   the   ears   of   corn.     And  the   Pharisees  said 
nnto  him,  Behold,  why  do  they  on  the  Sabbath  day  that  which  is 
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not  lawful  ?  And  he  said  unto  them,  Did  "ye  never  read  what 
David  did,  when  he  had  need,  and  was  an  hungred,  he,  and  they 
that  were  with  him  ?  How  he  entered  into  the  house  of  God 
when  Abiathar  was  high  priest,  and  did  eat  the  shewbread,  which 
it  is  not  lawful  to  eat  save  for  the  priests,  and  gave  also  to  them 
that  were  with  him  ?  And  he  said  unto  them.  The  Sabbath  was 
made  for  man,  and  not  man  for  the  Sabbath:  so  that  the  Son  of 
man  is  lord  even  of  the  Sabbath. 

And  he  entered  again  into  the  synagogue;  and  there  was  a 
man  there  which  had  his  hand  withered.  And  they  watched  him, 
whether  he  would  heal  him  on  the  Sabbath  day;  that  they  might 
accuse  him.  And  he  saith  unto  the  man  that  had  his  hand  with- 
ered. Stand  forth.  And  he  saith  unto  them,  Is  it  lawful  on  the 
Sabbath  day  to  do  good,  or  to  do  harm  ?  to  save  a  life,  or  to  kill  ? 
But  they  held  their  peace.  And  when  he  had  looked  round  about 
on  them  with  anger,  being  grieved  at  the  hardening  of  their 
heart,  he  saith  unto  the  man,  Stretch  forth  thy  hand.  And  he 
stretched  it  forth:   and  his  hand  was  restored. 

II 

From  the  Gospel  according  to  St.  Luke 

And  he  was  teaching  in  one  of  the  synagogues  on  the  Sab- 
bath day.  And  behold,  a  woman  which  had  a  spirit  of  infirmity 
eighteen  )"ears;  and  she  was  bowed  together,  and  could  in  no 
wise  lift  herself  up.  And  when  Jesus  saw  her,  he  called  her, 
and  said  to  her.  Woman,  thou  art  loosed  from  thine  infirmity. 
And  he  laid  his  hands  upon  her:  and  immediately  she  was  made 
straight,  and  glorified  God.  And  the  ruler  of  the  synagogue, 
being  moved  with  indignation  because  Jesus  had  healed  on  the 
Sabbath,  answered  and  said  to  the  multitude,  There  are  six  days 
in  which  men  ought  to  work:  in  them  therefore  come  and  be 
healed,  and  not  on  the  day  of  the  Sabbath.  But  the  Lord  an- 
swered him,  and  said,  Ye  hypocrites,  doth  not  each  one  of  you 
on  the  Sabbath  loose  his  ox  or  his  ass  from  the  stall,  and  lead 
him  away  to  watering  ?  And  ought  not  this  woman,  being  a 
daughter  of  Abraham,  whom  Satan  had  bound,  lo,  these  eighteen 
years,  to  have  been  loosed  from  this  bond  on  the  day  of  the 
Sabbath  ? 
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DISCIPLESHIP 
From  the  Gospel  according  to  St.  John 

I  AM  the  true  vine,  and  my  Father  is  the  husbandman.  Every 
branch  in  me  that  beareth  not  fruit,  he  taketh  it  away:  and 
every  branch  that  beareth  fruit,  he  cleanseth  it,  that  it  may 
bear  more  fruit.  Already  ye  are  clean  because  of  the  word 
which  I  have  spoken  unto  you.  Abide  in  me,  and  I  in  you.  As 
the  branch  cannot  bear  fruit  of  itself,  except  it  abide  in  the 
vine,  so  neither  can  ye,  except  ye  abide  in  me.  I  am  the  vine, 
ye  are  the  branches:  He  that  abideth  in  me,  and  I  in  him,  the 
same  beareth  much  fruit:  for  apart  from  me  ye  can  do  nothing. 
If  a  man  abide  not  in  me,  he  is  cast  forth  as  a  branch,  and  is 
withered;  and  they  gather  them,  and  cast  them  into  the  fire,  and 
they  are  burned.  If  ye  abide  in  me,  and  my  words  abide  in 
you,  ask  whatsoever  ye  will,  and  it  shall  be  done  unto  you. 
Herein  is  my  Father  glorified,  that  ye  bear  much  fruit;  and  so 
shall  ye  be  my  disciples.  Even  as  the  Father  hath  loved  me,  I 
also  have  loved  you:  abide  ye  in  my  love.  If  ye  keep  my  com- 
mandments, ye  shall  abide  in  my  love;  even  as  I  have  kept  my 
Father's  commandments,  and  abide  in  his  love.  These  things 
have  I  spoken  unto  you,  that  my  joy  may  be  in  you,  and  that 
your  joy  may  be  fulfilled.  This  is  my  commandment,  that  ye 
love  one  another,  even  as  I  have  loved  you.  Greater  love  hath 
no  man  than  this,  that  a  man  lay  down  his  life  for  his  friends. 
Ye  are  my  friends,  if  ye  do  the  things  which  I  command  you. 
No  longer  do  I  call  you  servants;  for  the  servant  knoweth  not 
what  his  lord  doeth:  but  I  have  called  you  friends;  for  all  things 
that  I  heard  from  my  Father  I  have  made  known  unto  you.  Ye 
did  not  choose  me,  but  I  chose  you,  and  appointed  you,  that  ye 
should  go  and  bear  fruit,  and  that  your  fruit  should  abide:  that 
whatsoever  ye  shall  ask  of  the  Father  in  my  name,  he  may  give  it 
you.  These  things  I  command  you,  that  ye  may  love  one  another. 
If  the  world  hatcth  you,  ye  know  that  it  hath  hated  me  before 
it  hated  you.  If  ye  were  of  the  world,  the  world  would  love  its 
own:  but  because  ye  are  not  of  the  world,  but  I  chose  you  out 
of  the  world,  therefore  the  world  hateth  you.  Remember  the 
word  that  I  said  unto  you.  A  servant  is  not  greater  than  his 
lord.  If  they  persecuted  me,  they  will  also  persecute  you;  if 
they  kept   my   word,   they   will   keep  yours   also.     But    all   these 
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things  will  they  do  unto  you  for  my  name's  sake,  because  they 
know  not  him  that  sent  me.  If  I  had  not  come  and  spoken  unto 
them,  they  had  not  had  sin:  but  now  they  have  no  excuse  for 
their  sin.  He  that  hateth  me  hateth  my  Father  also.  If  I  had 
not  done  among  them  the  works  which  none  other  did,  they 
had  not  had  sin:  but  now  have  they  both  seen  and  hated  both 
me  and  my  Father.  But  tJits  coincth  to  pass,  that  the  word  may 
be  fulfilled  that  is  written  in  their  law,  They  hated  me  without 
a  cause.  But  when  the  Comforter  is  come,  whom  I  will  send 
unto  you  from  the  Father,  evejt  the  Spirit  of  truth,  which  pro- 
ceedeth  from  the  Father,  he  shall  bear  witness  of  me ;  and  ye  also 
bear  witness,  because  ye  have  been  with  me  from  the  beginning. 


THE  CONVERSION   OF  PAUL 

From  the  Acts  of  the  Apostles 

BUT  Saul,  yet  breathing  threatening  and  slaughter  against  the 
disciples  of  the  Lord,  went  unto  the  high  priest,  and  asked 
of  him  letters  to  Damascus  unto  the  synagogues,  that  if 
he  found  any  that  were  of  the  Way,  whether  men  or  women,  he 
might  bring  them  bound  to  Jerusalem.  And  as  he  journeyed, 
it  came  to  pass  that  he  drew  nigh  unto  Damascus:  and  suddenly 
there  shone  round  about  him  a  light  out  of  heaven:  and  he  fell 
upon  the  earth,  and  heard  a  voice  saying  unto  him,  Saul,  Saul, 
why  persecutest  thou  me  ?  And  he  said.  Who  art  thou,  Lord  ? 
And  he  said,  I  am  Jesus  whom  thou  persecutest,  but  rise,  and 
enter  into  the  city,  and  it  shall  be  told  thee  what  thou  must 
do.  And  the  men  that  journeyed  with  him  stood  speechless, 
hearing  the  voice,  but  beholding  no  man.  And  Saul  arose  from 
the  earth;  and  when  his  eyes  were  opened,  he  saw  nothing; 
and  they  led  him  by  the  hand,  and  brought  him  into  Damascus. 
And  he  was  three  days  without  sight,  and  did  neither  eat  nor 
drink. 

Now  there  was  a  certain  disciple  at  Damascus,  named  Ana- 
nias; and  the  Lord  said  unto  him  in  a  vision,  Ananias.  And  he 
said,  Behold,  I  am  here,  Lord.  And  the  Lord  said  unto  him, 
Arise,  and  go  to  the  street  which  is  called  Straight,  and  inquire 
in  the  house  of  Judas  for  one  named  Saul,  a  man  of  Tarsus:  for 
behold,  he  prayeth;  and  he  hath  seen  a  man  named  Ananias 
coming  in,  and  laying  his  hands  on  him,  that  he  might   receive 
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his  sight.  But  Ananias  answered,  Lord,  I  have  heard  from  many 
of  this  man,  how  much  evil  he  did  to  thy  saints  at  Jerusalem; 
and  here  he  hath  authority  from  the  chief  priests  to  bind  all  that 
call  upon  thy  name.  But  the  Lord  said  unto  him,  Go  thy  way; 
for  he  is  a  chosen  vessel  unto  me,  to  bear  my  name  before  the 
Gentiles  and  kings,  and  the  children  of  Israel:  for  I  will  shew 
him  how  many  things  he  must  suffer  for  my  name's  sake.  And 
Ananias  departed,  and  entered  into  the  house;  and  laying  his 
hands  on  him  said,  Brother  Saul,  the  Lord,  even  Jesus,  who  ap- 
peared unto  thee  in  the  way  which  thou  camest,  hath  sent  me, 
that  thou  mayest  receive  thy  sight,  and  be  filled  with  the  Holy 
Ghost.  And  straightway  there  fell  from  his  eyes  as  it  were 
scales,  and  he  received  his  sight;  and  he  arose  and  was  baptized; 
and  he  took  food  and  was  strengthened. 

And  he  was  certain  days  with  the  disciples  which  were  at 
Damascus.  And  straightway  in  the  synagogues  he  proclaimed 
Jesus,  that  he  is  the  Son  of  God.  And  all  that  heard  him  were 
amazed,  and  said.  Is  not  this  he  that  in  Jerusalem  made  havoc 
of  them  which  called  on  this  name  ?  and  he  had  come  hither  for 
this  intent,  that  he  might  bring  them  bound  before  the  chief 
priests.  But  Saul  increased  the  more  in  strength,  and  con- 
founded the  Jews  which  dwelt  at  Damascus,  proving  that  this  is 
the  Christ. 

And  when  many  days  were  fulfilled,  the  Jews  took  counsel 
together  to  kill  him:  but  their  plot  became  known  to  Saul.  And 
they  watched  the  gates  also  day  and  night  that  they  might  kill 
him:  but  his  disciples  took  him  by  night,  and  let  him  down 
through  the  wall,  lowering  him  in  a  basket. 

And  when  he  was  come  to  Jerusalem,  he  assayed  to  join 
himself  to  the  disciples:  and  they  were  all  afraid  of  him,  not 
believing  that  he  was  a  disciple.  But  Barnabas  took  him,  and 
brought  him  to  the  apostles,  and  declared  unto  them  how  he 
had  seen  the  Lord  in  the  way,  and  that  he  had  spoken  to  him, 
and  how  at  Damascus  he  had  preached  boldly  in  the  name  of 
Jesus.  And  he  was  with  them  going  in  and  going  out  at  Jeru- 
salem, preaching  boldly  in  the  name  of  the  Lord:  and  he  spake 
and  disputed  against  the  Grecian  Jews;  but  they  went  about  to 
kill  him.  And  when  the  brethren  knew  it,  they  brought  him 
down  to  Csesarca,  and  sent  him  forth  to  Tarsus. 
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THE  NATURE   OF   LOVE 
From  the  First  Epistle  to  the  Corinthians 

IF  I  speak  with  the  tongues  of  men  and  of  angels,  but  have  not 
love,  I  am  become  sounding  brass,  or  a  clanging  cymbal. 
And  if  I  have  tJie  gift  of  prophecy,  and  know  all  inysteries 
and  all  knowledge;  and  if  I  have  all  faith,  so  as  to  remove 
mountains,  but  have  not  love,  I  am  nothing.  And  if  I  bestow 
all  my  goods  to  feed  the  poor,  and  if  I  give  my  body  to  be 
burned,  but  have  not  love,  it  profiteth  me  nothing.  Love  suf- 
fereth  long,  and  is  kind;  love  envieth  not;  love  vaunteth  not 
itself,  is  not  puffed  up,  doth  not  behave  itself  unseemly,  seeketh 
not  its  own,  is  not  provoked,  taketh  not  account  of  evil;  rejoiceth 
not  in  unrighteousness,  but  rejoiceth  with  the  truth;  beareth  all 
things,  believeth  all  things,  hopeth  all  things,  endureth  all  things. 
Love  never  faileth:  but  whether  thc7'e  be  prophecies,  they  shall 
be  done  away;  whether  titer e  be  tongues,  they  shall  cease; 
whether  tliere  be  knowledge,  it  shall  be  done  away.  For  we 
know  in  part,  and  we  prophesy  in  part:  but  when  that  which  is 
perfect  is  come,  that  which  is  in  part  shall  be  done  away.  When 
I  was  a  child,  I  spake  as  a  child,  I  felt  as  a  child,  I  thought  as 
a  child:  now  that  I  am  become  a  man,  I  have  put  away  childish 
things.  For  now  we  see  in  a  mirror,  darkly;  but  then  face  to 
face:  now  I  know  in  part;  but  then  shall  I  know  even  as  also 
I  have  been  known.  But  now  abideth  faith,  hope,  love,  these 
three;   and  the  greatest  of  these  is  love. 


IMMORTALITY 
From  the  First  Epistle  to  the  Corinthians 

BE  NOT  deceived:  Evil  company  doth  corrupt  good  manners. 
Awake  up  righteously,  and  sin  not;  for  some  have  no 
knowledge  of  God:  I  speak  this  to  move  you  to  shame. 
But  some  one  will  say.  How  are  the  dead  raised  ?  and  with 
what  manner  of  body  do  they  come  ?  Thou  foolish  one,  that 
which  thou  thyself  sowest  is  not  quickened,  except  it  die:  and 
that  which  thou  sowest,  thou  sowest  not  the  body  that  shall  be, 
but  a  bare  grain,  it  may  chance  of  wheat,  or  of  some  other  kind: 
but   God  giveth  it  a  body  even   as  it   pleased  him,  and  to  each 
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seed  a  body  of  its  own.  All  flesh  is  not  the  same  flesh:  but 
there  is  one  flesh  of  men,  and  another  flesh  of  beasts,  and  another 
flesh  of  birds,  and  another  of  fishes.  There  are  also  celestial 
bodies,  and  bodies  terrestrial:  but  the  glory  of  the  celestial  is 
one,  and  the  glory  of  the  terrestrial  is  another.  There  is  one 
glory  of  the  sun,  and  another  glory  of  the  moon,  and  another 
glory  of  the  stars;  for  one  star  differeth  from  another  star 
in  glor}^  So  also  is  the  resurrection  of  the  dead.  It  is  sown  in 
corruption;  it  is  raised  in  incorruption :  it  is  sown  in  dishonor;  it 
is  raised  in  glory:  it  is  sown  in  weakness;  it  is  raised  in  power: 
it  is  sown  a  natural  body;  it  is  raised  a  spiritual  body.  If 
there  is  a  natural  body,  there  is  also  a  spiritual  body.  So  also 
it  is  written.  The  first  man  Adam  became  a  living  soul.  The 
last  Adam  became  a  life-giving  spirit.  Howbeit  that  is  not  first 
which  is  spiritual,  but  that  which  is  natural;  then  that  which 
is  spiritual.  The  first  man  is  of  the  earth,  earthy:  the  second 
man  is  of  heaven.  As  is  the  earthy,  such  are  they  also  that 
are  earthy:  and  as  is  the  heavenly,  such  are  they  also  that  are 
heavenly.  And  as  we  have  borne  the  image  of  the  earthy,  we 
shall  also  bear  the  image  of  the  heavenly. 

Now  this  I  say,  brethren,  that  flesh  and  blood  cannot  inherit 
the  kingdom  of  God;  neither  doth  corruption  inherit  incorruption. 
Behold,  I  tell  you  a  mystery:  We  shall  not  all  sleep,  but  we 
shall  all  be  changed,  in  a  moment,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, 
at  the  last  trump:  for  the  trumpet  shall  sound,  and  the  dead 
shall  be  raised  incorruptible,  and  we  shall  be  changed.  For  this 
corruptible  must  put  on  incorruption,  and  this  mortal  must  put 
on  immortality.  But  when  this  corruptible  shall  have  put  on 
incorruption,  and  this  mortal  shall  have  put  on  immortality,  then 
shall  come  to  pass  the  saying  that  is  written,  Death  is  swal* 
lowed  up  in  victory.  O  death,  where  is  thy  victory?  O  death, 
where  is  thy  sting  ?  The  sting  of  death  is  sin ;  and  the  power  of 
sin  is  the  law:  but  thanks  be  to  God,  which  giveth  us  the  victory 
through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Wherefore,  my  beloved  brethren, 
be  ye  steadfast,  unmovable,  always  abounding  in  the  work  of  the 
Lord,  forasmuch  as  ye  know  that  your  labor  is  not  vain  in  the 
Lord. 
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FROM  THE  GENERAL    EPISTLE   OF  JUDE 

BUT  Michael  the  archangel,  when  contending  with  the  devil  he 
disputed  about  the  body  of  Moses,  durst  not  bring  against 
him  a  railing  judgment,  but  said.  The  Lord  rebuke  thee. 
But  these  rail  at  whatsoever  things  they  know  not:  and  what  they 
understand  naturally,  like  the  creatures  without  reason,  in  these 
things  are  they  destroyed.  Woe  unto  them !  for  they  went  in 
the  way  of  Cain,  and  ran  riotously  in  the  error  of  Balaam  for 
hire,  and  perished  in  the  gainsaying  of  Korah.  These  are  they 
who  are  hidden  rocks  in  your  love  feasts  when  they  feast,  with 
you,  shepherds  that  without  fear  feed  themselves;  clouds  without 
water,  carried  along  by  winds;  autumn  trees  without  fruit,  twice 
dead,  plucked  up  by  the  roots;  wild  waves  of  the  sea,  foaming 
out  their  own  shame;  wandering  stars,  for  whom  the  blackness 
of  darkness  hath  been  reserved  for  ever.  And  to  these  also 
Enoch,  the  seventh  from  Adam,  prophesied,  saying,  Behold,  the 
Lord  came  with  ten  thousands  of  his  holy  ones,  to  execute  judg- 
ment upon  all,  and  to  convict  all  the  ungodly  of  all  their  works 
of  ungodliness  which  they  have  ungodly  wrought,  and  of  all  the 
hard  things  which  ungodly  sinners  have  spoken  against  him. 
These  are  murmurers,  complainers,  walking  after  their  lusts  (and 
their  mouth  speaketh  great  swelling  words),  showing  respect  of 
persons  for  the  sake  of  advantage. 

But  ye,  beloved,  remember  ye  the  words  which  have  been 
fipoken  before  by  the  apostles  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ;  how 
that  they  said  to  you.  In  the  last  time  there  shall  be  mockers 
walking  after  their  own  ungodly  lusts.  These  are  they  who 
make  separations,  sensual,  having  not  the  Spirit.  But  ye,  be- 
loved, building  up  yourselves  on  your  most  holy  faith,  praying  in 
the  Holy  Spirit,  keep  yourselves  in  the  love  of  God,  looking  for 
the  mercy  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  unto  eternal  life.  And  on 
some  have  mercy,  who  are  in  doubt;  and  some  save,  snatching 
them  out  of  the  fire;  and  on  some  have  mercy  with  fear;  hating 
even  the  garment  spotted  by  the  flesh. 

Now  unto  him  that  is  able  to  guard  you  from  stumbling,  and 
to  set  you  before  the  presence  of  his  glory  without  blemish  in 
exceeding  joy,  to  the  only  God  our  Saviour,  through  Jesus  Christ 
our  Lord,  be  glory,  majesty,  dominion  and  power,  before  all  time, 
and  now,  and  for  evemiore.     Amen. 
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THE  VISION 
From  the  Revelation  of  St.  John  the  Divine 

AND  I  saw  a  great  white  throne,  and  him  that  sat  upon  it, 
fi"om  whose  face  the  earth  and  the  heaven  fled  away;  and 
there  was  found  no  place  for  them.  And  I  saw  the  dead, 
the  great  and  the  small,  standing  before  the  throne;  the  books 
were  opened:  and  another  book  was  opened,  which  is  tJic  book 
of  life:  and  the  dead  were  judged  out  of  the  things  which  were 
written  in  the  books,  according  to  their  works.  And  the  sea 
gave  up  the  dead  which  were  in  it;  and  death  and  Hades  gave 
up  the  dead  which  were  in  them:  and  they  were  judged  every 
man  according  to  their  works.  And  death  and  Hades  were  cast 
into  the  lake  of  fire.  This  is  the  second  death,  even  the  lake  of 
fire.  And  if  any  was  not  found  written  in  the  book  of  life,  he 
was  cast  into  the  lake  of  fire. 

And  I  saw  a  new  heaven  and  a  new  earth :  for  the  first  heaven 
and  the  first  earth  are  passed  away;  and  the  sea  is  no  more. 
And  I  saw  the  holy  city,  new  Jerusalem,  coming  down  out  of 
heaven  from_  God,  made  ready  as  a  bride  adorned  for  her  hus- 
band. And  I  heard  a  great  voice  out  of  the  throne  saying. 
Behold,  the  tabernacle  of  God  is  with  men,  and  he  shall  dwell 
with  them,  and  they  shall  be  his  peoples,  and  God  himself  shall 
be  with  them,  and  be  their  God:  and  he  shall  wipe  away  every 
tear  from  their  eyes;  and  death  shall  be  no  more;  neither  shall 
there  be  mourning,  nor  crying,  nor  pain,  any  more:  the  first 
things  are  passed  away.  And  he  that  sitteth  on  the  throne  said, 
Behold,   I  make  all  things  new.     .     .     . 

And  there  came  one  of  the  seven  angels  who  had  the  seven 
bowls,  who  were  laden  with  the  seven  last  plagues;  and  he  spake 
with  me,  saying.  Come  hither,  I  will  shew  thee  the  bride,  the 
wife  of  the  Lamb.  And  he  carried  me  away  in  the  Spirit  to  a 
mountain  great  and  high,  and  shewed  me  the  holy  city  Jerusalem, 
coming  down  out  of  heaven  from  God,  having  the  glory  of  God: 
ber  light  was  like  unto  a  stone  most  precious,  as  it  were  a 
jasper  stone,  clear  as  crystal:  having  a  wall  great  and  high;  hav- 
ing twelve  gates,  and  at  the  gates  twelve  angels;  and  names  writ- 
ten therc(jn,  which  are  the  names  of  the  twelve  tribes  of  the 
children  of  Israel:  on  the  east  were  three  gates;  and  on  the  north 
three  gates;  and  on  the  south  three  gates;  and  on  the  west  three 
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gates.  And  the  wall  of  the  city  had  twelve  foundations,  and  on 
them  twelve  names  of  the  twelve  apostles  of  the  Lamb.  And  he 
that  spake  with  me  had  for  a  measure  a  golden  reed  to  measure 
the  city,  and  the  gates  thereof,  and  the  wall  thereof.  And  the 
city  lieth  foursquare,  and  the  length  thereof  is  as  great  as  the 
breadth:  and  he  measured  the  city  with  the  reed,  twelve  thou- 
sand furlongs:  the  length  and  the  breadth  and  the  height  thereof 
are  equal.  And  he  measured  the  wall  thereof,  a  hundred  and 
forty  and  four  cubits,  according  to  the  measure  of  a  man,  that 
is,  of  an  angel.  And  the  building  of  the  wall  thereof  was  jasper: 
and  the  city  was  pure  gold,  like  unto  pure  glass.  The  founda- 
tions of  the  wall  of  the  city  were  adorned  with  all  manner  of 
precious  stones.  The  first  foundation  was  jasper;  the  second, 
sapphire;  the  third,  chalcedony;  the  fourth,  emerald;  the  fifth, 
sardonyx;  the  sixth,  sardius;  the  seventh,  chrysolite;  the  eighth, 
beryl;  the  ninth,  topaz;  the  tenth,  chrysoprase;  the  eleventh, 
jacinth;  the  twelfth,  amethyst.  And  the  twelve  gates  were  twelve 
pearls;  each  one  of  the  several  gates  was  of  one  pearl:  and  the 
street  of  the  city  was  pure  gold,  as  it  were  transparent  glass.  And 
I  saw  no  temple  therein:  for  the  Lord  God  the  Almighty,  and 
the  Lamb,  are  the  temple  thereof.  And  the  city  hath  no  need  of 
the  sun,  neither  of  the  moon,  to  shine  upon  it:  for  the  glory  of 
God  did  lighten  it,  and  the  lamp  thereof  is  the  Lamb.  And  the 
nations  shall  walk  amidst  the  light  thereof:  and  the  kings  of  the 
earth  do  bring  their  glory  into  it.  And  the  gates  thereof  shall  in 
no  wise  be  shut  by  day  (for  there  shall  be  no  night  there) :  and 
they  shall  bring  the  glory  and  the  honor  of  the  nations  into  it; 
and  there  shall  in  no  wise  enter  into  it  anything  unclean,  or  he 
that  maketh  an  abomination  and  a  lie ;  but  only  they  which  are 
written  in  the  Lamb's  book  of  life.  And  he  shewed  me  a  river 
of  water  of  life,  bright  as  crystal,  proceeding  out  of  the  throne  of 
God  and  of  the  Lamb,  in  the  midst  of  the  street  thereof.  And 
on  this  side  of  the  river  and  on  that  was  the  tree  of  life,  bear- 
ing twelve  manner  of  fruits,  yielding  its  fruit  every  month:  and 
the  leaves  of  the  tree  were  for  the  healine  of  the  nations.  And 
there  shall  be  no  curse  any  more:  and  the  throne  of  God  and  of 
the  Lamb  shall  be  therein;  and  his  servants  shall  do  him  service; 
and  they  shall  see  his  face;  and  liis  name  sJiall  be  on  their  fore- 
heads. And  there  shall  be  night  no  more;  and  they  need  no 
light  of  lamp,  neither  light  of  sun;  for  the  Lord  God  shall  give 
them  light;  and  they  shall  reign  for  ever  and  ever. 
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And  he  said  unto  me,  These  words  are  faithful  and  true:  and 
the  Lord,  the  God  of  the  spirits  of  the  prophets,  sent  his  angel 
to  shew  unto  his  servants  the  things  which  must  shortly  come  to 
pass.  And  behold,  I  come  quickly.  Blessed  is  he  that  keepeth 
the  words  of  the  prophecy  of  this  book. 

And  I  John  am  he  that  heard  and  saw  these  things.  And 
when  I  heard  and  saw,  I  fell  down  to  worship  before  the  feet  of 
the  angel  which  shewed  me  these  things.  And  he  saith  unto  me, 
See  thou  do  it  not:  I  am  a  fellow-servant  with  thee  and  with 
thy  brethren  the  prophets,  and  with  them  which  keep  the  words 
of  this  book:  worship  God. 

And  he  saith  unto  me,  Seal  not  up  the  words  of  the  prophecy 
of  this  book;  for  the  time  is  at  hand.  He  that  is  unrighteous, 
let  him  do  unrighteousness  still:  and  he  that  is  filthy,  let  him  be 
made  filthy  still :  and  he  that  is  righteous,  let  him  do  righteousness 
still:  and  he  that  is  holy,  let  him  be  made  holy  still.  Behold,  I 
come  quickly;  and  my  reward  is  with  me,  to  render  to  each  man 
according  as  his  work  is.  I  am  the  Alpha  and  the  Omega,  the 
first  and  the  last,  the  beginning  and  the  end. 

And  the  Spirit  and  the  bride  say.  Come.  And  he  that  hear- 
eth,  let  him  say,  Come.  And  he  that  is  athirst,  let  him  come* 
he  that  will,  let  him  take  the  water  of  life  freely. 
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